CHAPTER FOURTEEN
THE WILDS

1.8 LIGHT YEARS FROM APRIAN TWO


“…on our way back husband.” Esther spoke as she sat in the engineer’s station behind Tir’ut who was piloting the Limian Transport. 


The ship was a heavily modified Limian VANGRA 9-Class Tactical Transport. It was a common enough ship throughout The Wilds since the Limians were not particular about whom they sold their ships to. This ship however was quite different that most of those like it found in The Wilds. It was much more meticulously cared for considering it had more powerful engines, and quite an assortment of offensive as well as defensive armaments. All enhancements that Cha’talla had added to the ship’s seventy meter length over the years. Cha’talla the Immortal was not one to skimp when it came to the protection and safety of his Blessed Wife or any of his tribe. As with the heavily modified G9 Long Range High Coven Runners they had in their small fleet, this VANGRA 9 TT was easily able to haul freight and personnel as well as defend itself from the many pirates and mercenaries that called The Wilds home.

Cha’talla’s face appeared confused. “And just how did you manage that Esther? We were not expecting you for another six days at least.”


Esther smiled. “I did not care to run into Gareld again my husband. Lesede informed us before we left Jagaliu of the ship he commands. It is an older model Bontawillian Frigate… but it could still be a threat to us. His ship was just departing orbit when we left and I had Tir’ut take us through Gate Nine to leave him behind quickly.”


Cha’talla’s eyes grew a little wider. “Esther… the Overseer Jump Gates in The Wilds are notoriously unstable. You took a risk doing that.”


Esther nodded. “It was a risk I thought necessary Cha’talla. We definitely don’t need Gareld following us back to our home on Kranek my love. At least not until you are ready to receive him in proper Immortal fashion.” Esther heard Tir’ut chuckle from his seat behind the transport’s controls.


Cha’talla shook his head slowly with a smile, exposing the tips of his vampiric fangs. “I wonder sometimes Du'ased 'ranndi, if you should not have been born Akruxian.” (Blessed Wife)

Esther matched his smile and her dark eyes glittered with adoring love for him. “I was able to obtain everything on our list for once. The merchants on Aprian Two must have just received an influx of material from their sources.”


Cha’talla nodded. “Good… the astrometric specialist from the Kortanie settlement also predicts another fierce winter as I suspected. We will be well prepared and able to help them if they should need something.”


Esther leaned closer to the screen. “I was also able to obtain that certain scented oil you like so much Du’ased m’ranndii. I intend to make use of it the first night we return. I hope you are up to the task.” She spoke in a soft whisper.

“I will certainly look forward to that.” Cha’talla answered with a grin. “And I will most definitely be up to the task my wife.”

“Tir’ut has plotted us a course between the Torana Gas Cluster and the Protonic Nebula.” Esther said sitting back in the chair. “We should be home in just under three days husband.”


“Make sure our son knows not to attempt his superior flying skills in the transport.” Cha’talla spoke. “It is not an G9 and would not hold up well under the strain.”


Esther chuckled. “I will insure this.” She answered. “We…”


“Whoa!” Tir’ut’s voice exclaimed loudly from his seat and Esther turned her head to look at him quickly.


“Tir’ut! What is it?” She asked.


“Mother pull up grid 57896 point three!” Tir’ut spoke excitedly. “Hurry!”


Esther adjusted a monitor adjoining the one she was using to speak with Cha’talla and punched in the coordinates Tir’ut had given her. The screen came alive with the remnants of a massive white flash and her eyes grew larger as she leaned forward. “Tir’ut… what is that?” She asked.


“Long range sensors are detecting massive Polarion particles saturating that sector of space and small amounts of isotopic radiation!” He replied instantly. “If I had to guess… I’d say a Jump Gate just exploded.”


“That’s inside Union territory!” Esther spoke. “Their Gates are perfectly maintained all of the time! The only way one of their Gates would explode is if something hit it, or someone destroyed it!”


“Esther… what is it?” Cha’talla asked.


“Stand by husband.” Esther replied quickly. “Tir’ut… increase power to the lateral sensor array. Are there any signs of ships in the area of the explosion or nearby?”


“Mother… the lateral sensor array will be detected if I increase the power.” Tir’ut spoke from his seat.


“Pulse a five second burst!” She ordered. “No one will be able to track that back to us.”


“Five second burst coming up.” Tir’ut stated adjusting his controls. “Pulse away!”


Esther’s screen flickered for a couple of seconds and then cleared once more. “Tir’ut!”

“I see it! Can’t get a complete picture… but if the readings are accurate, it appears to be a Nodon Engineering Systems TYPE II.” Tir’ut said.


“One of their Dragon ships.” Esther spoke softly.


“We can’t tell much from here… but the power readings are fluctuating and it looks like they have lost one of their engine nacelles.” Tir’ut told her. “It’s adrift and heading right for the border.”

“Esther… what is happening?” Cha’talla asked once more.


“Cha’talla… one of the Union TYPE II dragon ships apparently struck their Jump Gate upon exit!” Esther spoke. “They are adrift and heading for the border with heavy damage.”


Cha’talla’s dark eyes narrowed now. “Their dragon ships are piloted exclusively by elves Esther.” He spoke. “An elf pilot would not strike a Jump Gate upon exit.”

“I know.” Esther said.


“Esther… it is not our concern.” Cha’talla stated. “The Union is more than capable of taking care of their own. They will send a recovery ship. One is probably already on its way.”


“Cha’talla we have always talked of when we would reveal ourselves to the Union.” Esther spoke. “This could be our chance husband.”


Cha’talla shook his head quickly. “No.” He ordered. “We have accomplished much my wife, but my people are responsible for the death of King Leonidas’s father and many others. He is not a forgiving soul Esther… you know this.”


“We don’t know that for sure Cha’talla.” Esther said. “Millions of purebloods and turned vampires alike live within the Union. Think of what we could gain if we were able to trade with the many Union planets along the border. We would want for nothing and our future would be so much brighter than it is even now.”


“Esther… I agree with you… but it is still too soon.” Cha’talla spoke. “Perhaps another decade or two when we have fully left that past behind us.”


“We have left it behind us husband.” Esther said forcefully. “And it is time now to start building even more than what we have already built.”


“Esther…” He began speaking.


Esther sighed heavily. “I will do as you say husband.” She stated quickly. “And we will talk of this when I return. You and T’lolt and the others have come so far and you do not give yourselves enough credit! We will see you in three days!” Esther stabbed her finger down on the panel before he could respond, ending the transmission. She immediately got out of her seat and moved forward to settle into the navigator and co-pilot’s seat beside her son.


“Mother?” Tir’ut asked looking at her.


“How soon before that TYPE II drifts across the border?” Esther asked.


“At its current rate of drift, perhaps nine hours.” He answered. “Why?”


“Lifesigns?”


“We are too far away to determine that.” Tir’ut answered. “And the neutrino particles in the Torana Gas Cluster will prevent getting a clearer picture than what we have now.”

“Unless we were closer.” Esther said.


Tir’ut nodded. “Yes… unless we were…” He turned to look at his mother. 


“Alter our course Tir’ut.” Esther spoke turning to look at him. “Alter our course and then increase speed. Take us to the far side of the cluster closet to the Union border. How long?”


“Mother… father said…”


“I know what your father said.” Esther spoke. “He said not to get involved… he did not say we could not watch. Now… how long?”


“I can have us there in seven hours if I use the auxiliary thruster engines.” Tir’ut replied.


Esther nodded. “Then use them.” She spoke. 


Tir’ut smiled and turned back to his controls. “Using them mother.” He stated.

KRANEK


Cha’talla turned from the monitor slowly and looked around the small command center at the five other Immortals who occupied it. All of them turned away quickly so as not to meet his gaze. The door to the center opened and T’lolt walked in casually, stopping several feet inside the center when he felt the tenseness of the personnel and his brother. He moved up slowly to where Cha’talla stood. 


“Brother… I was coming to get the daily reports on the perimeter fences.” T’lolt said. “Why does it seem like there is a problem?”


Cha’talla looked at him. “Bring up the charts of the sector our transport is in and put them on the plot!” He barked out. “T’lolt.” He said motioning to the plot board.


They moved to the large waist high plot board and watched as the area of space Esther was in came up quickly. Cha’talla’s eyes scanned it quickly. “Overlay any known Union Jump Gates along the border in the accompanying sectors!” He shouted.


“Stand by!”


“Cha’talla what is wrong?” T’lolt asked.


“Overlaying Captain!”


Cha’talla watched as seven points appeared on the chart, all of them inside the Union border. “Esther and Tir’ut reported a Union Jump Gate exploded just across the border here.” He stabbed his finger down on the chart. “Union Gate Two Four. It is the only one they would be able to detect from their location.”


T’lolt looked at him. “Cha’talla… Union Jump Gates don’t just explode.”


Cha’talla nodded. “I know. They also detected a Nodon Engineering TYPE II dragon transport adrift and heading for the border.” He said. “Elves fly all of their STRIKERS and their dragon ships. No elf pilot will collide with a Jump Gate T’lolt. They would exit the Jump Gate corridor before they allowed that to happen. No matter where they were.”


T’lolt nodded. “I agree.”

“I know my pureblood wife T’lolt.” Cha’talla spoke. “She will not listen to me. She is too inquisitive… too stubborn and too dedicated to insuring our tribe grows and prospers.”


“That is why she is considered the Matriarch of our tribe now brother.” T’lolt said. “It has been this way for years. Everything she does is for our benefit.”


Cha’talla nodded. “That is why she will not listen to me. She will go and investigate this incident. Even after I instructed her not too.”


T’lolt smiled. “She is stubborn brother as you said… more stubborn than you. That is why you love her so. If she did not look as she does… she could have been born an Akruxian in how she acts and thinks.”


Cha’talla nodded slowly. “That is what I told her. And that is why she will investigate this incident.”


“The Union will no doubt be aware of this already brother.” T’lolt said. “All of their Gates are linked by an early warning system as well as a usage meter. And if it is one of their dragon ships, you can be assured help is already on the way.”


Cha’talla looked at him, his dark eyes filled with questions. “T’lolt… in the years since the Union has been using these dragons and helping them to repopulate their species… when have you known these dragon ships to be piloted by anyone other than an elf?”


T’lolt shook his head. “Never.”


“And in all our years fighting the Union… when have you ever known an elf pilot to collide with anything they did not intentionally want to collide with?” Cha’talla asked.


T’lolt looked at him. “You don’t believe this is an accident do you?” He said softly.


“Take our G9s brother. All three of them. Fully armed and loaded with a complete squad of our finest in each ship. This is no accident… and I believe my Blessed Wife and sons are about to step into a Fever Wasp’s nest.” Cha’talla spoke. “If they are injured in any way… I will act in the same fashion as King Leonidas and I will slaughter any who are involved in hurting them.”

T’lolt nodded. “We’ll leave within the hour.” He stated as his hand dropped to where he kept the Lycavorian Nehtes strapped to his right leg.


It was a memento of a life altering change of direction in his almost five thousand years of living. An opportunity given to him by a man he once considered a mortal enemy. A man who had treated him with respect and honor. A man who had insured the bodies of his sons would not be taken by the animals until he could properly intern their remains. T’lolt had embraced change after that day, and he had started over. He had a new wife who he had learned to adore, and he had three young children that he doted on in a very unlike Akruxian fashion. Yes he had changed.
And it was a change that he, like his brother and his tribe, had welcomed with open arms.

SPARTA

DIPLOMATIC ENVOY APARTMENTS


Athani’Puat stepped from the shower in her apartment exquisitely sore and her lithe body still alive with the sensations from her hours in Resumar’s bed. Their lovemaking had been more intense this time, both of them holding almost nothing back as they explored and delved and pleasured each other until they could stand it no more. He had returned her only thirty minutes before, just as the sun was beginning to climb above the horizon, but everything was still dark. He had nuzzled her cheek and neck firmly, sending delightful tremors skittering across her flesh, as he kissed her passionately. He had given her special soaps and scented oils to wash with so that his scent was very nearly erased from her body in order to protect her. Her people he was not concerned with as much as his own people, and her nephew Karun. He was half Lycavorian and would be able to detect Resumar’s scent on her if she wasn’t careful. The hot water had helped in soothing her sore muscles, but it was a soreness that Athani relished in. She retrieved the towel from the rack with her tail and wrapped it tightly around her body as she walked into the main room of the apartment. So engrossed in her memories and feelings of the previous night she did not notice her sister sitting at the small table reviewing a data pad and sipping a mug of steaming liquid until she entered the main room.

Athani came up short. “Jalersi!” She snapped genuinely surprised. “How did you get in here?”


“You did not answer your door Athani, so I had the Spartan sentry open it for me.” Jalersi replied. 


“I was in the shower in case you didn’t notice.” Athani spoke harshly. “Do not do such a thing again!”


“I am your sister.” Jalersi said.


“That does not give you the right to enter my quarters unannounced!” Athani spat. “No matter where they may be!”

“You were in the shower for quite some time sister.” Jalersi stated.


Athani’s blue/green eyes glared at her. “I did not know there was a time limit on the showers I take!” She snapped. “We have been aboard ship for nearly two weeks and I wanted to experience a hot shower for longer than is usually allowed on a ship. Is that a crime Jalersi?”


Jalersi met her glaring eyes. “No… it is not. Forgive me sister.”


“What do you want?” Athani demanded as she moved for the small bed chambers in the room silently thanking herself for messing up the previously unused bed to make it appear it had been slept in.


Jalersi rose from the table and followed her sister with the data pad in hand. “I was able to speak with father yesterday.” She said as her eyes fell on the rumpled sheets of the bed.

Athani dropped the towel from around her still damp body, her tail twitching in agitation at her sister for interrupting her thoughts. She silently thanked that Resumar had left no telltale signs of their lovemaking on her body. “So! You are the head of this delegation… why should that concern me. You have already shown me where my place will be.”


Jalersi sighed. “Athani… mother and I only did what our laws and traditions dictated.” She said. 


Athani turned to look at her. “That is so much rubbish!” She snapped. “You and mother are giving me to Qurot for political purposes only! After you both promised me I would have a say in which male you chose for me! You lied to me Jalersi! You both did!”


“Qurot is a powerful Pride…”


“Qurot is a disgusting pig!” Athani barked. “You know that as well as I do! He has had two mates in the last two thousand years! Both of whom he killed in a Tazli Root induced rage!”

“Father has ordered him to treat you differently Athani.” Jalersi spoke.


“And will father be there to insure when Qurot inhales the Tazli vapor again that he does not kill me in a similar fit of rage Jalersi?” Athani asked. “Will you be there? I think not!”


“You are quite capable of defending yourself from Qurot Athani.” Jalersi said.


“Oh yes… and when I injure or kill him for attempting to force himself upon me will you or father support me against his Pride in the archaic system we call law?” Athani spat as she pulled on the light blue jumpsuit.


“Athani I have protected you all these years… you…”


“Allowing Pusintin to rape my ass and force me to suck his cock whenever he desired is not protecting me Jalersi.” Athani stated. 


“Would you have preferred I do nothing and allow Qurot to take you twenty-five years ago?” Jalersi snapped back.


Athani looked at her. “That might have been better Jalersi. He would have certainly killed me by now and then it would not matter.”


“Stop it!” Jalersi demanded. “You are acting like a spoiled child! This is our way! The sooner you accept that the better it will be for you!”


“What do you want Jalersi?” Athani asked softly. “The talks do not begin for another hour.”


Jalersi tossed the data pad onto the rumpled bed. “Father wants to know about your ability to speak with this dragon. Why you were not afraid of him as the rest of our people are.”


Athani turned and picked up the pad letting her eyes read the first portion of it. “First of all… I can not speak with this dragon.” She stated plainly. “Our people do not have the ability to communicate in such a way. And secondly… I did not have much of a choice when it came to being placed on this dragon’s back. Prince Resumar put me there for my own protection. It is most definitely not something I would have chosen to do. And for your information I was terrified of this beast. However… I was more terrified of the vampire assassin who was trying to kill me.”


“It… it did not appear that way Athani.” Jalersi said.


“How it appeared to you does not matter to me.” Athani answered. “I was just as scared as you were Jalersi, even more so because I was the one next to this creature.” She held out the data pad to her. “I do not have some previously unrecorded ability sister. Those creatures make my blood go cold just as they do yours. That is what you can tell our father.”


“And if I don’t believe you?” Jalersi stated.


Athani shrugged. “Then send me home.” She said simply. “At least there I will not have to endure Qurot’s gloating or associate myself with these Lycavorians and their stench any longer than necessary. At least there I can have some peace before I am given to Qurot as a political prize because of all his glorious victories against the High Coven.”

“Athani…”


“Are we done sister?” Athani stated. “If we are… I would like to enjoy my breakfast before the talks begin.”


Jalersi stared at her for a long moment and then nodded. “Very well Athani.” She said. “I will leave you alone. We are meeting in the foyer in forty-five minutes. Do not be late.”


Athani watched as Jalersi turned and walked out of the bedroom area and to the main door of the apartment. She waited until the door had closed behind her before exhaling deeply.


[Stench?] Resumar’s voice erupted into her head.


[Creature?] Cemath’s voice followed.


Athani couldn’t help but smile at the playful tone of their voices as she crossed to the balcony. [Stop it you two!] She demanded. [I had to think of something! I love how you smell Resumar… you know that. And you are very handsome for a dragon Cemath. At least I think you are… you are the only one I know at the moment.]


Resumar’s voice took on a more serious tone. [Is this something I need to worry about Aryschanne?] He asked. [I can advance my plans if I have too.]

Athani felt warmth rush through her at his words and the name he called her. He had told her a little of his plans earlier, only saying that it was best if he kept the majority of it from her to protect her. [I can handle my sister Resumar. As long as I know that I have your love.]


[That is not something you have to question Aryschanne. I promise you.] Resumar answered.


[When will we be alone again?] She asked quickly.


[We will see each other tonight at the Royal Villa. You are coming for dinner remember.] He said.


[And you will be there?] She asked.


[I wouldn’t miss it Athani.] He replied quickly. [I intend to see you wearing the dress I am buying for you.] 


[Dress?] Athani asked. [You are buying me… you are buying me a dress?]

Resumar chuckled. [What… don’t you think I can?]

[No… no one has ever bought me a dress Resumar.] She said.


[Then I will be the first? Good. I will make sure it is exceptional.] He replied. [I will have it delivered to your apartment while you are conducting the talks today. You can say you saw it in the window of one of the shops when you break for lunch and you ordered it delivered to your room.]


[I miss you already Resumar.] She said.


[All you need do is reach out to me and I will answer.] He told her. [Just make sure you are in a semi private place and shielded or others of my people will detect you. Especially my mother or the Prime Minister. With the shields we have helped you to establish no one who is below a Tier Five will detect the tremors of us talking. However my mother and the Prime Minister are some of the most powerful Tier Six Mindvoicers in the Union. They will undoubtedly feel the tremors if they are nearby.]


[I will make sure.] Athani said. [What… what color is it?]


Athani didn’t see Resumar smile, but she could almost feel it. [It will be a surprise… but it will match your eyes.] He answered. [I must go Aryschanne. Reach out to me if you feel the need. I will see you tonight.]

[Resumar?]


[Yes?]


[Resumar Leonidas… I… I do believe I may be very much in love with you.] Athani spoke softly.

She heard him chuckle softly. [You don’t know how much hearing you say that means to me Aryschanne. It matches what I feel for you. I will see you tonight.]

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE

EDGE OF THE TORANA GAS CLUSTER

THE WILDS


“… how long?” Gareld asked from his chair on the bridge of his ship.


“The ship will clear the Defensive minefield in just under three hours.” The Kochab officer turned from the console he was in front of. “Another three hours to the border and then they will be ours.”


“Make sure our boarding craft are ready.” Gareld spoke. “The minute they cross the border I want to be on them. The Lycavorian King’s half elf daughter will bring a pretty price from the Kavalian detachment based on Jivrr. I understand she is almost a twin to her mother when it comes to looks. And the elf Queen is quite the looker.”


“The Kavalians? I thought we were supposed to kill her Gareld.” The Kochab spoke. “That is what our contract called for.”


“Yes I know Sandur. I accepted another contract as well. The Kavalians have been looking for an opportunity to capture one of the Lycavorian pig’s children for over a decade. When I received this contract I contacted them on Nefoa where they maintain a small detachment. They were most pleased and they have already paid us for her. All we need do is deliver her.”


Sandur smiled. “So that is where the additional fifty million credits came from.” He stated.


Gareld nodded. “We make twenty from the fool who wants her dead. And fifty from the Kavalians. They both get what they want. The Kavalians will no doubt kill her… after they fuck her until she goes insane.” He laughed. “And we come away very rich.”


“And then?”


Gareld smiled. “Then we make some improvements to our ship… and we find where Esther and her Immortal dog have gone. When we do… we kill the Immortals… and I will make her my slave. After I whip her within an inch of her life that is. She will submit to me willingly I assure you.”


“As long as you let me watch.” Sandur spoke. “I’ve never seen you break a pureblood before.”


Gareld laughed. “You should have heard her squeal my friend. When I got done with her she was slinging her tight pussy on any cock I put in front of her to make the pain stop.” He said. “Twenty of us took her that night. It was fantastic.”


“I look forward to that Gareld.” He answered.


Gareld got to his feet. “Contact the Lycavorian and put it through to my office.” He said. “I want to make sure he transfers the rest of our credits.”

“…so she is dead?” The cloaked figure asked.


Gareld turned toward the holo image holding the glass of Blood Wine. “She will be as soon as her ship drifts across the border. We can not enter Lycavorian space without activating the automated defensive field as you know. As long as you have kept to your part of the bargain and no Lycavorian help arrives we will accomplish your task.”

“You need not worry about that.” The figure spoke. “The device used to disable their ship will not be discovered once you vaporize it, and my people will make it so the destruction of the Gate is not noticed for at least thirty-six hours.”


Gareld nodded. “Plenty of time.” He stated.


“If she is not already dead make sure she suffers.” The man spoke. 


“This seems to be rather personal with you my friend. Not a good thing in this line of work.” Gareld spoke.


“We are not now and never will be friends!” The cloaked figure hissed. “Simply because I use your services does not translate to something more. You came highly recommended and that is why I chose you. The Evolli fools who were also recommended failed in their task and that is why I had you as a back up.”


Gareld nodded. “Whatever.” He spoke quickly. “I want the rest of our funds transferred now.”


“The task is not yet done.” The man spoke.


“In nine hours it will be.” Gareld said. “And thirty minutes after that I want to be on my way as far from the Union border as I can get. Which means I want the rest of our agreed upon contract transferred now. When word reaches that Lycavorian dog of a King that his precious half elf daughter is dead he will fly into a rage. I want to be long gone by then. With my credits! You can deal with him… and I hope for your sake you have a place you can go to hide.”


The figure did not answer for a long moment and then finally nodded his head. “I will make it so within the hour.” He said. “Contact me when it is fully done.”

“Of course.” Gareld spoke.

TYPE II DRAGON TRANSPORT


Normya Leonidas groaned and pushed her body back off of her center control console and into her seat. As her head touched the headrest she winced and groaned even louder as pain lanced through her temples. She reached up quickly and gasped when she touched the side of her head and her fingers came away coated in blood.


“Toral!” She croaked out. She turned her head slowly, but that still brought forth a wave of nausea and pain. She closed her emerald eyes tightly and fought to breathe deeply making the wave of nausea pass slowly. When she opened them again she turned her head even more slowly. “Toral?”


Normya spied her elven co-pilot’s lower body stuffed behind his co-pilot’s seat and her eyes grew wide. She reached up quickly, fighting back another wave of nausea, and released her seat straps. Slowly and with pain wracking her body she pulled herself from her seat and moved back between the seats. Toral’s arm was twisted at an odd angle and he had blood leaking down his forehead from where he had collided with the back of his seat. An instant of fear coursed through her as she realized he might be dead.  She knelt next to him and placed her hand on his chest. 


“Toral!” She nearly shouted.


Normya almost burst into tears when he groaned loudly and his eyes opened. “You do not have to yell!” He snapped. “The ringing in my ears from the explosion is quite sufficient thank you!”

“I thought you were dead!” She snapped right back laughing as she did so.


Toral shifted slightly on the deck and groaned as he tried to move his arm. “No such luck!” He stated as he pushed himself up slowly, Normya reaching out to help him. “Uhhhh! My shoulder! It’s dislocated!”


Normya held his wrist and looked at him. “I have to pop it back in.” She said quickly.


Toral nodded his head. “Be quick!” He said reaching up to grip her shoulder with his other hand. 


Normya eased his injured arm away from his body before twisting down and away quickly. Toral hissed in agony but did not yell out as he banged his head against her shoulder. “I’m sorry Toral!” She said softly.


“Medical kit!” He gasped. “Get me some Odexal!” 


Normya pushed herself painfully to her feet and moved to the side of the cockpit, yanking the large metal container from the brackets on the wall. She brought it back quickly, entering the code to open it. She quickly rummaged through the contents until she found the yellow hexagonal pills. She popped open the container and dropped two into her palm. “Here!” She stated. “I can’t give you anymore! We need to find out how badly we are hurt!”


Toral nodded as he flipped the two pills into his mouth and swallowed. “It’s enough.” He stated.

“Toral… what happened?” She asked.


“Fused explosive.” He answered quickly looking up to see her face. “You are hurt!” He almost shouted reaching up to touch the head wound.

Normya drew her head back to keep him from touching it and causing more pain than there already was and she shook her head slowly. “I cracked my skull on the center console. I’m fine. I have my father’s hard head as you so often remind me. The bleeding has stopped as well. Toral… a fused explosive?”

Toral nodded as he shifted his body slightly on the deck rising into a sitting position. “Directly over the main LSD conduit. The Jump Gate activating and heating the coils caused it to trigger the explosion.”


“Sabotage?” She gasped. 


Toral nodded. “It didn’t get there by itself. Someone knew right where to put it and what it would do when we exited the Gate.”


“Why?” She asked her mind racing through the possibilities. “We aren’t carrying any dragons. Why would someone do that?”


Toral looked at her. “I can think of only one reason. She has platinum hair and emerald eyes like her mother.”


Normya’s eyes flew open. “Me?” 


“No one wants me Normya. I’m just a fun loving elf who happens to be your co-pilot.” Toral spoke trying to interject humor into the moment.


“Who the hell wants to hurt me?” She exclaimed.


“Well whoever it was knew what it would take to disable our ship and nearly kill us.” Toral said.


Normya looked at him. “The Chief Engineer?”


Toral nodded. “That would be my best guess. What did you say to him to make him try to kill us?”


“Toral… I may be in the midst of my Coming of Age fever… but I have been extra careful not to snap at anyone. And I certainly didn’t do anything to make him want to kill me.” Normya declared. She scrambled to her feet ignoring the pain as anger surged through her. “Oh… I will rip his eyes from his thick skull when we get back!” She snarled. “And then I will see to it the next ship he works on is a Lifter racer on Nortali!”
Toral chuckled. “Now that is the daughter of Leonidas talking. You will have to keep your father and brothers from killing him though.” He said with a smile.

Normya turned back to him. “We need to find out how bad the damage is and get a message off. Can you move?” Toral nodded and took her outstretched hand. Normya helped pull him to his feet gingerly and he looked at her with a grin. “What?” She demanded.


“I told you before we left to find someone to curb that fever.” He said with a smirk. “You obviously didn’t listen to me and now you have seriously pissed someone off with your fever induced tongue.”


Normya glared at him but knew what he was doing and she finally smiled. “You just wanted in my pants yourself!” She snapped.

Toral grinned wider. “It would have cured the fever.” He said. “And we would not be in this position right now. We could have made beautiful children together!”
Normya shook her head with a smile. “I’ll run a diagnostic of the systems. Check the engineering station mister comedian.”

 “… starboard LSD nacelle is gone!” Toral spoke from the engineering console. Half of the monitors were nothing but blackness and the lights in the cockpit were flickering on and off with the emergency power. “That is what must have hit the Gate ring and sent us spinning just before the Gate exploded.”

“That probably saved our lives.” Normya called. “The spinning kept any of the major sections from hitting us full on. I have hull breaches in three different sections, but nothing very large. Power conduits between sections seven and nine are severed. Life Support is at thirty-nine percent and holding.” 

“Atmospheric force fields are holding where the nacelle tore free.” Toral spoke slowly as he traced his finger over the diagram on the monitor. “Communications are dead! Sensors are dead! Main engines as well as the sub lights are off line! Carians… we are in bad shape.”
“We’re alive!” Normya barked.

“Well… I guess that’s something.” He said. “There is power to the navigational shields, so at least we won’t get pulverized by space rocks.”

“ULU Command must have detected the Gate exploding by now.” She said. “There is probably a ship already on the way here.”

“The question is… will emergency power hold until they get here?” Toral spoke.

“The sub lights are intact?” Normya asked.

“Diagnostic shows minor stress fractures… but nothing that would prevent operation.” Toral spoke. “Problem is… the conduits between G4 and G7 are severed. How do we get power to the sub lights?”

The massive clanging noise caused both of them to turn their heads upwards at the metallic sound as it dragged across the bulkhead.

“Ah… Toral… please tell me that wasn’t what I think it was.” Normya stated.

Toral moved from the engineering chair and went to the side of the cockpit touching the control panel. He waited while the metal covering over the small view window came down. “Unfortunately I can’t say that.” He said finally as he watched the disc shaped object pass by the view window.

Normya was leaning forward in her seat as far as she was able and peering out into the darkness of space through the pilot’s view window. Her eyes grew wider when she saw the three meter diameter metal disc shaped object only a few meters from where she sat. Not far from that her elven eyes picked up several more.
“Nubou me!” She barked.

“Considering what we have surrounding us at the moment I will pass on that offer until a later time Princess!” Toral barked. “D12 mines! We’re drifting Normya! Right into the DBZ!” (Defensive Border Zone)

“The mines aren’t responding!” She snapped quickly. “Our IFF transponder must still be broadcasting!”

“So our own mines won’t kill us!” Toral barked out. “Well that’s somewhat of a relief I guess!”

Normya turned to look at him. “Toral… we need to get power to the sub lights. If we are drifting into the DBZ… then we’re drifting towards the border and not away from it like we first thought!”

“Oh that isn’t good!” Toral said turning to face her fully now. “We’ll drift right into the Torana Gas Cluster and without power the atmospheric force fields will come down and we will die a very agonizing death.”
“Pretty much!” Normya stated.

“How long?”

Normya did some fast figuring in her head. “Well we’ve been awake for ninety minutes now… and if we are already at the DBZ then we had to be out of it for at least ninety minutes. I’d say we have about three hours before we hit the border… and another three before we enter the cluster.”

“Six hours?” Toral spoke softly. “How brushed up are you on your H44 Nodon Sub Light Engineering Skills Normya?”

Normya got out of her pilot’s seat. “I think we both just became experts.”

Toral nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “I’ll take the port side… grab the Hand kits and let’s get to work.”

“Your shoulder?” Normya spoke stepping closer to him.

Toral grinned. “Our impending death has a way of alleviating any pain I may be feeling at the moment.” He told her. “I’ll take the primary conduit. You work your way to the sublight conduit and we’ll figure something out.”

Normya nodded. “We don’t have much of a choice.” She said turning to grab the tool kit behind her pilot seat.

SODRAG
BASE RECREATION CENTER


The Recreation Building was located in the center of all the bungalows as well as they barracks buildings nearby. It was the largest of the buildings on this end of the base, larger still than the huge Dining Facility. The Center was broken up into five distinct portions, with soundproof walls separating the sections. One was an enormous library with row upon row of data pads as well as written volumes of books. Spread out among the many dozens of ceiling high shelves was comfortable couches and chairs and even several large tables. The soundproof walls kept this library very quiet, and there was simply some very soft melody music playing in the background.


There was a main gathering section that held a medium sized bar of sorts, surrounded by much smaller tables and chairs. Many of these were filled with High Coven Riders who were talking quietly amongst themselves about the events of the day and the obstacle course. There were several large monitors in each of the corners near the bar which were tuned to the Netnews channels broadcasting different types of programming, one of which happened to be a sports channel which was currently showing Lifter races from the main course on Apo Prime. They were reminiscent of the stock car races of Earth’s ancient past and had quickly become the most popular attraction on Earth. Adjoined to that yet not divided by a soundproof wall were more comfortable couches and chairs in an area that allowed for the less raucous crowd to sit and talk among each other without having to shout or whisper. There was a small food counter here in this section and this is where most of the base security came to grab food when they were on duty. The sun had gone down only an hour ago, and while the heat and humidity outside was unchanged, the air conditioning units inside the Rec Center kept it at a very comfortable setting. Almost no one wore their uniforms in here, though it was easy enough to tell who was who since most of the High Coven Riders and personnel had very little in the way of civilian clothing and it showed in the rather drag outfits many of them wore. Surprisingly many of the Coven Riders had brought their data manuals and they appeared to be discussing items from within these manuals among each other.

Yuri however, was not one of those individuals and she sat with Dante, Javier and Lucia at the small table near the rear of the building sipping glasses of the cloned blood that tasted like fruit juice. Thast and two of the other security personnel they had brought with them had pulled chairs over to the table and were also sitting with them. As she let her eyes wander over the men and women in the center she saw Narice and Carisia sitting on a couch discussing something from one of the manuals while Toria Dellion and three other pilots that had been chosen were obviously talking animatedly about their first day working with Arrarn Leonidas and the Nodon Engineering STRIKER DTs. 


“Thast?” Yuri asked softly as she turned back to them. “What did your recon last night determine?”

“There is not much in the way of security around the bungalows themselves.” Thast answered in a low voice. “We were able to move about quite freely wrapped in the shadows.”

“The entrances?” Yuri asked.


“One three kilometers west of us and another, that according to the signs, is some ten kilometers south. The entrance closest to us has a standard guard force of four Spartans and two fully grown dragons. There appear to be permanent Bonded Pairs assigned to this base that man all the security checkpoints.” Thast answered. “Getting inside the actual main operations center would be impossible in my opinion. There is an outer ring of security sensors and overlapping sentries to include at least three more dragons. Whether they are bonded to Spartans I can not say Princess. Ground and motion sensors and possibly even air current sensors as well. I will try and get a better idea tonight when we go out.”


“Were you able to determine how high up the Mindvoice shield goes?” Javier asked.


Thast shook his head. “That is also not among my abilities Prince Javier. Forgive me… but my Mindvoice abilities are not as strong as yours.”


“I estimate at least five kilometers.” Yuri spoke. “Vollenth and I reached almost twenty thousand feet above the base on our way back this morning and were unable to penetrate the shield. It is some kind of void. It allows us to Mindvoice within the void… but does not allow Mindvoicing out. I would suggest the same applies for anything attempting to project inward.”


“So grandmother can’t reach us inside?” Lucia asked.


Yuri shook her head. “No. And whatever it is… it also blocks the connection your father and I established many years ago.”


“Grandmother was right then.” Dante spoke. “They are using equipment they salvaged from the Mindvoice ship.”


Yuri nodded. “It would appear so… but considering they are able to power all of it could also mean that the Mindvoice ship is not a derelict like the one on Nuwaroa.”


“It still has power mother?” Lucia asked.


“When it rose from Lycavore it was fully intact and operating.” Yuri said. “The people Leonidas had with him obviously learned how to fly it. And it stands to reason they did not simply just crash it on the surface when they brought it here.”


“Mother… my control of Carisia is slipping.” Dante said.

Yuri turned to look at him. “What do you mean?”


Dante shook his head. “Ever since we arrived on this planet she has been fighting it more and more. I have to expend far more effort to keep the subconscious commands in place. Her shields are growing more powerful and she is resisting harder. The entranceway we opened into her subconscious is closing and I can’t stop it.”


“What’s this?” Thast asked.


“Do not worry Thast.” Yuri said with a smile. “I will insure she remains in your bed. She has given you no signs has she?”

That’s shook his head quickly. “I thought that scum Leonidas changed our sleeping quarters because he may have detected it.”


Yuri shook her head. “No. It is unlikely even with his abilities he would detect it. And it was done in such a way that would not be easily discovered even by a skilled telepath. He has his own whore and he seems much more interested in her.”


“Is it even still necessary Princess?” Thast asked. “She is my wife by our law.”


Yuri nodded. “None of which she will care about if Dante and I don’t condition her Thast.” She answered. “You are very skilled Thast… but do not doubt for an instant that Carisia could kill you easily if she chose too.”

“She… she has responded to me in our bed recently.” Thast stated. “I had hoped to continue that.”


Yuri shrugged. “Believe what you will Commander. We will continue to do what we have been doing until I see a need to stop it. Enjoy it Thast… there are not many who look like you and can say they are bedding a Princess of the High Coven that looks like Carisia.”


Thast nodded his head with a smile. “There is that to consider.” He said.


“Dante… the younger daughter of Isabella?” Yuri asked.


Dante nodded. “You and grandmother insisted I be subtle mother.” He said. “During our hand to hand training I will insinuate a suggestion to her very mildly. It will get things started.”


Yuri nodded. “Good. We…” Yuri stopped when the door to the center opened and Sadi came in with Eliani and Nyla. Sadi wore lightweight shoes and an extremely tight pair of white pants that highlighted the curve of her ass and her pussy. The matching white shirt was loosely worn and tied under her large breasts leaving her abdomen bare. Eliani and Nyla had changed into loose fitting fatigues and they were chatting and smiling together. They broke apart as Sadi made her way to the food counter after sharing cheek kisses with both Eliani and Nyla. She was carrying the data pad as she came in and they all watched her move to the food counter where the elf male handed her the mug of coffee and she began to read from the pad as she headed for the smaller table along the wall.


“I would certainly like to tag that.” One of the security guards next to Thast blurted. He was a former member of the High Coven’s elite Vlos D'dro division and had only been assigned to their group right before leaving to come here. He had no idea who Sadi was. “Wolf or no wolf.” Yuri turned to look at him and his face frowned. “Forgive me Princess.” (Blood of Life)

Yuri smiled. “Not at all.” She said. “Feel free to try. I don’t believe Prince Leonidas has set any rules against mingling our forces together and trying to become more than friendly.”

The man’s eyes grew a little wider. “Princess?” He asked even as Thast opened his mouth to speak.


Yuri held up her hand to Thast. “Hold that thought Commander.” She said quickly. She turned back to the Security officer. “What is your name?”


“Walonn Princess. Junior Commander. Formerly of the Vlos D’dro Division.” He stated proudly.  

Yuri nodded. “Well Walonn… since it appears Prince Androcles intends for us to mingle amongst ourselves… please feel free to indulge your desires. I understand she is quite available and has been willing to entertain several of our men. She even propositioned Dante here, but he had more self control than to accept her offers.”


Dante nodded. “Yes… I have heard she is quite the zhas uss in bed. She likes to be touched and controlled is what I heard.” (wild one)


Walonn looked back and forth between them and then got slowly to his feet. “I believe I will then.” He said.

They watched him begin to walk over towards where Sadi was now sitting. Thast leaned closer. “Princess… that is…”

Yuri nodded. “Yes… Androcles’s wife. Walonn does not know that however.” She said. “And I want to see how strong she truly is without her husband here to protect her. Robert thought he knew her somehow… her name… and now we will see if she is more than just a simple woman.”


Sadi lifted her green eyes from the edge of the coffee mug as the shadow of the figure stopped in front of her table. She gazed at the High Coven soldier, his dark blond hair neatly groomed and his blue eyes bright. He was of medium height and appeared to be in excellent shape. 


“May I sit down?” Walonn asked as he placed his glass of cloned blood on the table and took the chair opposite of her before she answered him.


Sadi’s eyes grew a little wider at this and she lowered her mug. Since becoming Andro’s Anome Sadi discovered she no longer cared for the looks of desire or interest she received from other men. It hadn’t bothered her before Andro had come back into her life, and many times she had returned the coy looks especially if they were attractive males, though discounting Malic Sadi had never had a desire for any of them. Her relationship with Malic she now knew was only the final part of the path that had brought Andro back into her life. She knew well that no Lycavorian would ever show these things to her now, for if they did not know who she was already they would smell Andro’s powerful Alpha scent all over her. Like his father, Andro’s alpha scent would easily overwhelm another male’s interest in seconds. She had only gotten looks from those vampires and elves who called Sparta home, and while they could not smell Andro’s scent upon her, they were respectful towards her nonetheless. They were certainly nothing like the lustful gaze she saw in this vampire’s eyes. She had always kept her Mindvoice shields very high, and since becoming Andro’s Anome, her abilities had only increased. She maintained her control and kept her shields level for she knew either Andro or Elynth would come if they detected even a small amount of fear or anxiety within her. Sadi was a Leonidas now, and just that simple word on the end of her first name imbued her with confidence and strength. 

“It appears you have already decided for me.” Sadi spoke calmly.

“Junior Commander Walonn!” He spoke as he removed the data pad from her grasp and lifted her hand to drop a soft kiss on her knuckles. “And I must say… you are a light in this distance and dark place.”


Sadi pulled her hand back quickly and picked up the pad again. “Really. May I suggest then that you purchase some additional illumination globes Commander? The base commissary has a wide selection I’m sure.”


“Please… call me Walonn.” He said with a smile. “And your light is already chasing away the darkness.”


“Is it?” Sadi asked evenly. “Is there something you wanted Commander? If not… I am rather busy.”


“Please… I insist you call me Walonn.” He stated. He took the data pad from her once more causing Sadi’s eyes to narrow and turned it in his hand to look at it. “Electro-magnetic Flow Currents of Light Speed Drive Coil Operation?” He looked at her. “You are an Engineer? That’s incredible!”

Sadi snatched the pad from him again. “I’m a pilot actually.” She stated. “I will ask once more… is there something you wanted Commander?”


“You.” He spoke plainly.


Sadi’s eyes flew open in stunned surprise and she sat back in her chair. “Excuse me!” She gasped.


“I want you.” Walonn said again. “This place is lonely and since we are both unattached I thought we could keep each other company. I would truly love to get to know you much better. You are a ravishing young woman.”


“You are joking of course.” Sadi said.

“Not at all.” Walonn said. “I would take great pleasure in exploring every crevice of your body. And right at the peak… I would bite you and send you over the edge. You’d never want to leave me after that.”


“Do… do you make it a habit of coming up to strange woman you don’t know and acting like this.” Sadi demanded.


Walonn reached out and took her hand in his again, stroking the back of her knuckles. “I was told you were as lonely as I am, and that you like it for a man to take control.”


“Were you?” Sadi gasped her green eyes darting to where Yuri sat with an evil grin on her face. She felt Walon begin to slide his fingers up her arm and she turned back to him. “Walonn… that is your name?”


He smiled. “That sounds delightful rolling off your tongue.” He said. 


Sadi’s smile held no mirth in it. “I’m sorry but do all pureblood males of your species think so much of your skills that you take it upon yourselves to fondle whatever woman strikes your fancy?”

“Only when we see something that we want.” Walonn spoke.


“I know many pureblood vampires Junior Commander Walonn and none of them act as arrogantly as you are acting right now.” Sadi hissed. “I have said this to another male of your species in recent days… and I grow tired of repeating myself. Remove your hand from me Commander… and do so immediately.”


Walonn looked at her confused now as he released her hand. “I was under the impression you were available.” He spoke quickly.

“Yes… I’m sure that is what you were told.” Sadi spoke. “However… that is not the case. And even if it was… you would not interest me in the least!” She picked up her data pad and got to her feet. “I prefer men Commander… not boys who do not have the sense to know when a woman is not in the least bit interested in them!” She spat before heading for the door.


Walonn surged out of his chair his eyes angry and he blurred in motion to catch Sadi and grab her arm. He spun her around quickly, causing her data pad and coffee to spill from her grasp. “Are all Lycavorian females like you elg'caress? Or do I just need to vith you until you scream?” He snarled. (bitch)


This action caused almost everyone in the center to stop what they were doing and come to their feet. The High Coven Riders were unsure of what to do, while Eliani and Nyla simply stood by the drink bar leaning against each other with smiles on their faces. Narice rose and began moving towards him even as Yuri remained in her seat with a small smile on her face. Carisia reached out quickly and took her hand causing Narice to turn back and look at her. She shook her head quickly.

Sadi’s face was impassive as she stared at him. “Do you have a death wish Commander?” Sadi spoke. “Because if you do not remove your hands from my body I will kill you where you stand and not blink in the least.”


Walonn looked at her and smiled. “You? Kill me?” He stated confidently. “I think perhaps you overestimate your skills.”

“I did warn you Commander. “She said coldly. “And yes… I can be an elg’caress at times. But only to those who try to take what only belongs to my mates!”


Sadi snapped downward with the knife edge of her hand. The blow landed directly on the bone of Walonn’s wrist and his eyes went wide as pain lanced up his arm and his hand went numb. He looked down grasping his arm with his opposite hand as it dropped like a limp noodle to the side of his body. When he looked back up he was staring into the jungle green wolf eyes of a very pissed off Sadi Leonidas. She bared her wolf fangs in a vicious snarl and whipped her arm out to strike him. Walonn felt his body lift from the floor and rocket across the expanse of the center before slamming painfully hard into the far wall. He struck the wall hard enough to leave an imprint in the steel structure before he slumped to the floor on his butt and in obvious pain from the tremendous impact.


Sadi looked down at her hand in stunned surprise at what she had just done her wolf eyes wide. She had felt the surge of Mindvoice power within her and did not know enough of what it was to stop it before it exploded away from her. Walonn actually was very lucky her Mindvoice ability manifested itself physically at this moment. Sadi’s intent had been to hit the fool with a heel strike, not sending him flying across the recreation center. The heel strike would have killed him instantly. 
Sadi quickly gained control of her emotions and turned to retrieve her pad and spilled mug from the floor. She needed to find Andro and figure out what had just happened. She turned and moved quickly towards the door as it began to open and she saw the familiar bulk of the man beginning to enter. 


“I’m not done with you wolf bitch!” The voice screamed.


Sadi whirled around instantly to see Walonn blurring towards her with a feral look on his face of anger and hate. Her eyes went wide as he stopped blurring only a few feet from her and she saw the knife in his hand held ready to strike. The larger shadow stepped in front of her and Walonn was lifted into the air by his throat by the much larger man even as the knife he was bringing down imbedded itself into the upper arm of the muscular Spartan.


“Malic!” Eliani and Nyla screamed at once dropping their drinks and rushing forward.


Malic’s six foot three frame towered over many of those in the room and his head and eyes turned from where the knife was sticking from his upper arm holding Walonn a good six inches off the floor. He had felt the blade penetrate even through his body armor, but it only sank in an inch or so because Walonn was thrown off balance by Malic’s large hand grabbing him and lifting him into the air. His dark blue eyes changed then and his own wolf fangs burst forth as he squeezed Walonn’s throat tighter. His Spartan and wolf instincts detected the movement and in a single blink the K12A KM was out of his thigh holster and leveled at the table where Thast and Yuri were coming to their feet. Eliani and Nyla skidded to stops at this motion.


“You may blur if you wish.” Malic growled savagely. “You may even get to where I stand… but you will die when you do fat man! And then who will your precious Princess call on to help her before she falls! Sit back down!”


Yuri and Thast saw two more Spartans move forward from where they were standing, their hands on the butts of their K12s and Nehtes, and slowly they sank back into their chairs. Malic turned back to look at Walonn’s face which was turning red as he struggled for air. Vampire he may have been, but even he needed to be able to breathe. He was trying to pry Malic’s fingers from around his throat with little success.


“My Prince has told us we are here to forge new territory vampire.” Malic spoke. “To begin something that may possibly extend into the future. Do not let it be said that I was the one to destroy that. At any other time or place I would spill your blood without pause for assaulting the Crown Princess of the Union vermin!” He barked viciously.


Walonn’s eyes grew wide and he glanced at Sadi who stood beside Malic her eyes still wide at what had just taken place. “I… I didn’t… I didn’t know!” He gasped out raggedly.


“And that is the only reason you still live fool!” Malic snarled. He turned his head and looked at Sadi. “What would you have me do with him Sadi?” He asked in a much gentler tone.


Sadi’s eyes smiled at him as reached up and place her hand on his shoulder and she nodded. “Let him go Malic.” She said. “He has learned his lesson I should think.”


Malic turned back to Walonn. “Be thankful she is more forgiving than me fool. Like my Prince… I would have carved you into small pieces for assaulting my mate. You are lucky he is not here… for he would do just that.” Malic turned and looked at the knife in his upper arm. “Take your blade vampire… you did not even have enough strength to complete a killing blow so it should be easy for you to pull it out.”


Walonn reached up slowly and wrapped his fingers around the handle of the blade. He stopped, his eyes widening when he felt the barrel of the K12 press tightly to his left temple. He cut his eyes and saw Nyla’s face twisted into an angry glare, her cobalt blue vampire eyes very prominent. 


“Do it very slowly bunjiro.” Nyla hissed. “Malic may have spared you… but I will not if that blade moves a fraction in the wrong direction.” (asshole)

Walonn pulled the knife from Malic’s upper arm slowly, Eliani wincing at the squishy sound it made and the blood that flowed forth from the slice in the body armor. Malic lowered Walonn to the floor then, Nyla’s K12 still pressed tightly to his head. As she pulled it back slowly Eliani stepped into the vicious punch to the side of his head and sent Walonn spinning away to fall to the floor. 

“Forn nubous geldus-van!” She hissed savagely her eyes changed and her own fangs protruding. (You fucking piece of garbage)

Had Malic more experience with women, aside of his arrogant treatment of them through his life, he would have known that Eliani Leonidas and Nyla Sinthe had just staked their claim to him in front of every woman in the room. And done so in a very convincing manner.

Sadi slid her hand down on Malic’s injured arm and stopped it just above the wound. “Malic?” She said softly.

Malic’s eyes turned to look at her quickly. “I never said I was sorry for how I treated you Sadi. I am sorry… and know that in Androcles’s absence I will always defend you.”

Sadi smiled and leaned up to kiss his cheek. “I know Malic.” She said. “Thank you.”
“Go now… before he comes and more blood is spilled this day because of this idiot’s fool actions towards you.” Malic said.

“Too late for that.” Andro’s voice filled the room.

Every head in the place lifted or turned and saw Andro’s bulk fill the doorway now. He had not yet changed out of his body armor, and the hilt’s of his swords still protruded over his shoulders. His azure eyes were changed and the tips of his dual fangs protruded from under his lips. Against the background of the open door and the darkening night sky he made a very menacing figure.
“KertaGai?” He spoke looking at her first.

“Malic and I took care of it Andro.” Sadi spoke quickly and confidently. 

A small smile split his lips. “So I see.” He said. “And a fine job it was.” He stepped up next to Malic and looked at the wound in his upper arm. “Enomotarch?”

“A scratch Milord.” Malic answered. 

“Scratch my ass!” Eliani spat now. “Get your armor off… you’re bleeding all over the anse floor!”

“Where is Bren?” Andro spoke turning his head.

“I’m here sire.” The voice spoke from near the back of the center and they watched the older Durcunusaan Spartan step around the throng of men and women, lowering the 190A3 that was clutched in his hands tightly from its firing position. If not for Malic, Bren would have shot Walonn dead before he reached Sadi and everyone now knew that.

“Bren please take this idiot to the infirmary…” He turned to his sister who was helping Nyla pull Malic’s upper body armor off. “Eliani?”

“Fuck him!” She spat as she was directing Malic to a nearby chair. “Have one of my medics treat his sorry ass! If he is still here in an hour I’ll put him out of his misery myself.”

Andro grinned. “Bren… see to his injuries and then put him on a transport out of here.” Andro spoke.

“As your order Milord.” Bren spoke coming forward to grab Walonn’s arm and hauling him to his feet. “On your feet boy!”
“You are sending him away for a misunderstanding?” Yuri stated getting to her feet.

Andro took a deep breath and turned to face her. “You continue to test me Princess Yuri.” He said. “And as with my father it is becoming tedious and irritating. He joined your party just before we left Sparta so he would not have had knowledge of who Sadi was. Yet you were here, and you know who Sadi is and still you allowed him to conduct himself in this manner. You probably even encouraged him to test my mate in some ridiculous fashion.”

“Everyone else here knows who she is as well!” Yuri snapped.

Andro nodded. “Yes… this is true. But unlike you… it appears everyone else was busy studying what I asked you to study and not paying attention to your soldier making a fool of himself. You should be thankful Enomotarch Malic stepped in when he did, for if Sadi had not killed him for his actions, Commander Bren surely would have.”

“Over a joke?” Dante spoke now.

Andro glared at him. “If you want to see how much I consider another man touching my mate a joke Dante… please feel free to try it at any time. I will send the pieces of your body back to your mother in a box!” Andro snapped viciously as he stepped closer to him. Sadi and every Lycavorian in the room feeling the trembling rage underneath his demeanor. “My people consider our mates and wives sacred ground young Dante Moran. I believe your people act in much the same fashion in most regards. Or does your father let other men grope your mother?”

“Certainly not!” Lucia spat from where she stood.

Andro nodded. “My patience is not infinite as others of your party have already learned.” He said softly. He turned to look at Yuri. “Continue to press me Princess and you will find you do not like the reaction you get.”

“You do not frighten me Androcles Leonidas!” Yuri snapped at him. “And I will not allow you to threaten my children!”

“Then by all means Princess, tell me you and they wish to depart and I will have your asses on the next transport out of SODRAG so fast it will make your head spin. And I will fly the transport myself!” Andro spoke.

“You know I won’t do that!” Yuri said.

“Then if you can not control the security personnel you brought with you… I will do it for you.” Andro spoke turning his head slightly. “Bren?”

“Milord?” Bren spoke holding onto Walonn’s arm.

“As of tonight… the three remaining security personnel that Princess Yuri brought with her will take an active part in patrolling the western sector of the base.” Andro spoke. “Have them assigned to perimeter guard with the roving patrol. They can move to the barracks there when we are done here. They will be able to return at their leisure when they are off duty.”

Bren smiled. “As you order Milord.”

“I forbid it!” Yuri barked.

“Then I will put them on a transport with this piece of sibfla and they can all go back tonight. They should arrive just in time for your mother to wonder upon waking to a new day why her security force was thrown out.” Andro stated jerking his thumb at Walonn. “Remember my directives to you Princess. I run this base… you have no say over anything. What is it going to be?”

Yuri glared at Andro for a long moment. “Commander Thast… you will do as he says.” She snapped. 

“Princess… you…”

“Do it Thast!” She almost shouted.  

Andro then turned back to Dante and smiled. “I’m happy to see you like humor Dante.” He said grinning. “I see everyone else here seems to have their manuals with them and they were spending this down time studying them. All but you and your mother.” Andro nodded as he stepped even closer to Dante. “That’s good… and since you are so well prepared, I will let you and your mother step into the ring with my sister Zarah first when the hand-to-hand starts. It will be quite humorous for all of us when she drops you on your arrogant ass!”

“I don’t think so!” Yuri spat.

“We’ll see.” Andro said with a nod. “We’ll see.” He turned and took Sadi’s hand. “Come KertaGai… before you take it upon yourself to injure more of our guests.”

No one moved until Andro had left with Sadi clinging to his arm and then they all began to return to what they were doing. Narice settled back onto the couch next to Carisia and saw her maya blue eyes were brighter now than she had ever seen them. 

Narice smiled. [Be mindful of your actions with Thast gone Carisia. She will be watching you more now.]

Carisia looked at Narice and nodded slowly. [Narice… why… why have you told no one about what you felt on the airfield?]

Narice met her eyes evenly. [I haven’t told anyone because you and I are discovering many things about ourselves that we did not know before.] Narice answered turning her eyes briefly to where Toria was sitting. [And so far I like what I have discovered. Now… we were talking about the calculations for variant wind patterns.]


Eliani directed Malic to the nearby chair. “Sit down Malic. You are too tall for your own good.”


Malic looked at Eliani as her willow and peach scent filled his senses. “It is nothing.” He spoke quickly, very nearly overwhelmed by her scent as he had been on her brother’s ship. When combined with the softer scent of buttercups that he knew wafted from Nyla, Malic was very close to the edge. “And I need to return to my duties.”


Nyla smiled as she took his arm and squeezed tightly. “I have found it is better not to argue with her Malic.” She stated.


Eliani looked up into his blue eyes. “Park your ass Enomotarch before I have you removed from duty for the rest of the day.” She said with a brilliant smile.


“You… you would do that? Over a scratch?” He gasped.


Eliani batted her fern green eyes at him. “You bet.” She said. “You have an annoying habit of getting injured when I am around and if I have to appoint myself your protector I will. Now sit your tight mida down!” She said pushing him into the chair.


[Ussta che… do you think Andro will mind if we simply take him right here in front of everyone and let him possess us?] Nyla asked her.


[I’m trying very hard to not do that very thing regardless of what Andro says.] Eliani answered with a smile that Malic did not understand.


He looked at both of them oddly, feeling the Mindvoice tremors strongly but unable to determine what they were saying. They were making fun of him he could tell. Malic surged off the chair quickly surprising both of them. The simple touch of their hands upon his skin was maddening and he suddenly no longer cared that Nyla was a vampire or that Eliani was a princess. He was obviously not good enough for them and they both knew that and were making fun of him within Mindvoice.


“I will report to the infirmary and let them treat my scratch!” Malic barked harshly. “Thank you for the concern Princess.”


Eliani and Nyla stood there shocked as he gathered his body armor and moved around them for the exit. They turned to look at each other.


“Ussta Che?” Nyla asked.


“What did we do?” Eliani finished her statement. 

VANGRA 9 TACTICAL TRANSPORT

EDGE OF THE TORANA CLUSTER


“…anything Tir’ut?” Esther asked her son as she scanned the two sensor screens in front of her.

They had arrived less than an hour before and had been scanning the entire area with their passive sensors. Tir’ut had parked them just outside the edge of the Torana Cluster, the fringes of the Gas Nebula just touching them.


Tir’ut shook his head. “No. They are still drifting towards the border. Minor power fluctuations… probably some sort of emergency power cells. Heavy damage from what I can tell. Hull breaches in three locations… they don’t appear large and force fields are active, but the structural integrity of the ship is most definitely compromised.”


“Their starboard nacelle is gone.” Esther spoke. “That must be what hit the Gate as they were exiting.”


Tir’ut nodded. “From the stress fractures I’m seeing they attempted to decelerate very quickly and exit the Gate corridor prematurely.”

“How do you know that?” Esther spoke.


Tir’ut pointed the screen between their seats. “The micro cracks here and here.” He answered. “It’s indicative of a full power emergency deceleration. Exiting a Gate corridor while in transit is no small feat mother and whoever attempted this knew exactly what they were doing.”

“An elf pilot?” She said looking at him.


Tir’ut nodded his head. “Only they have the skill and reflexes to do the calculations and manipulate the drive coils in the fashion needed to produce this sort of deceleration.” 


“Why would an elf pilot want out of a Gate corridor prematurely Tir’ut?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut shrugged his broad shoulders. “Any of number of reasons mother… none of them very good.” He answered.


Esther turned in her seat. “Fash’ka? Ja’narie? Anything?”


Ja’narie turned from where she sat in the engineering seat monitoring the lateral sensor array. “Without a full power scan I can not determine if there is anyone alive on board.” She spoke. “And that is not something we want to do this close to the Lycavorian border.”

Esther nodded. “No it’s not.”


“Spectral scans of the ship Ja’narie?” Tir’ut asked turning his head.


“The gases in the Nebula prevent such a scan from being accurate Tir’ut.” She answered. “Even here on the edge of the cloud as we are it is still affecting the instruments enough to garble our readings.”


Fash’ka pointed to the monitor that held the three dimensional image of the ship. The red areas were hull breaches while the yellow areas were heavily damaged portions of the ship. His finger touched the small blue point that was blinking just behind the cockpit view window. “Ja’narie… what is this blinking light? What does it mean?”


“That is in the location of the engineering station on this class ship.” She replied.


“How do you know that Ja’narie?” Esther asked.


“The schematics for this ship are easily available Esther. I discovered them in Lesede’s library several years ago.” She said. “They are generic in nature and certainly the Union has improved them over the years… propulsion, weapons and such, but for the most part the general layout has remained the same. There would be no need to change it.”


“Can you tell me what this area is then?” Fash’ka asked.


Ja’narie nodded and touched her console quickly. “The cockpit engineering access panel. It allows the pilot and co-pilot to access most major engineering functions without having to go below into the belly of the ship.”


“And the blinking light?” Fash’ka asked.


Ja’narie shook her head. “It indicates an unknown substance.” She said. “I will try and run a flurospatial scan. It will at least give us a list of compounds from this portion of the ship.” She adjusted her controls and several seconds later a small readout appeared. Ja’narie nodded her head. “All standard composites in coil material and LSD construction. Ummm… what is this?”

“What?” Fash’ka asked.


“JB-19.” Ja’narie said.


Tir’ut’s head snapped around from his seat, Esther looking at him oddly because of his reaction. “Fash’ka?” He snapped.


“Ja’narie are you sure?” Fash’ka asked gently placing his hand on her shoulder.


Ja’narie nodded as she looked up at him. “Yes… the flurospatial scan is very precise.” She answered. “What is this JB-19 compound Fash’ka?”


Fash’ka turned and looked at his younger brother. “I will power the missile tubes and plasma arrays!” He said quickly turning to leave the cockpit.


“Fash’ka wait!” Esther barked but he didn’t stop. She turned back to Tir’ut. “Tir’ut… what is going on?”


“JB-19 is an explosive compound mother.” He answered her. “Most often used in fused explosive charges. If placed over the main LSD coil… upon exiting a Jump Gate it will heat to six thousand degrees and trigger the JB-19. The resulting explosion will fracture the LSD coil and possibly caused a chain reaction destroying the entire ship or at the very least crippling it extensively.”


“What are you saying?” Esther said. “This was no accident?”


Tir’ut shook his head. “That is exactly what I am saying. They must have discovered the charge just before exiting the Gate. It is the only reason they would have tried to decelerate so quickly. They knew what it was and what it would do.”


“Then why didn’t the ship explode like you say Tir’ut?” Ja’narie asked from her station turning her chair to face them.


“Whoever was flying this ship had decelerated enough by the time they exited to cause a minor variance in their trajectory. It can’t be helped with the power they directed to the deceleration process. When they exited… they impacted the Gate ring and tore the Starboard nacelle free. The chain reaction would have stopped with the nacelle gone.”

“That’s what caused the Gate to explode?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut nodded. “The combined JB-19 compound and the nacelle’s own Phased Plasma Converters would have caused an explosion equal to a full missile volley from a REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought. It obliterated the Gate completely.”


“Tir’ut how do you know this?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut met his mother’s eyes. “It is how Fash’ka and I rid our tribe of the scum who father exiled four years ago.” He answered. 


“Dek’za and his ilk?” Esther asked. “They died in a Gate…” Her eyes grew wide. “They died in a Gate explosion when they jumped back into High Coven space!”


Tir’ut nodded slowly. “Father knew they would return to the High Coven and ask to be reinstated. He could not allow them to reveal where we had gone.”


“Tir’ut… how many men have you killed?” Ja’narie asked suddenly surprising them with the directness of the question.


Tir’ut looked at her from his seat. “It is not important now.” He spoke.


“It is to me xsa ol!” Esther snapped glaring at him. “Answer her question!” (damn it)


Tir’ut looked at his mother then. “Twenty-three.” He replied softly.


“Twenty-three?” Esther gasped. “Tir’ut… Dek’za… he had only twelve who went with him.”


Tir’ut nodded slowly. “Yes. I know.”


“Your father’s directive?” Esther said. “No violence when we leave Kranek for any reason!”


“You and father are more alike than you know mother. You strive for the same thing in different ways.” Tir’ut spoke. “Like you… he will never allow anything or anyone to harm you or our tribe. There have been times when it was necessary however to use means that all of us find distasteful. We are just better at it than those who would do us harm. And it was only after he exhausted all other means.”


Esther took a deep breath and closed her eyes nodding her head. “I… I believe part of me has known. And I understand why your father did these things. He just should have told me Tir’ut.”


The soft alarm began chirping and Tir’ut turned his head to his sensors. “Contacts!” He barked. “Two of them! Bearing six three four one point three!”


“Ja’narie!” Esther barked her eyes springing back open.


Ja’narie turned back to her station and adjusted her console controls. “I have them! Two Bontawillian assault pods! They are tracking the TYPE II!”


“Assault pods? Out here?” Esther snapped.


Tir’ut looked at her quickly. “Mother… didn’t Lesede tell us this Gareld had an older Bontawillian Frigate.”


Her head turned instantly. “Ja’narie! Three second pulse on the lateral array!” Esther snapped. “Just fast enough to tell us what is out here and not reveal ourselves!”


“Pulsing!” Ja’narie barked as Fash’ka re-entered the cockpit. “New contact! Bearing five eight four three point two. It’s a Bontawillian Low Gravity Assault Frigate!”


Esther turned back and looked out the view window. “Gareld!” She hissed.


Tir’ut nodded. “And he’s going after the TYPE II.”

NORMYA’S TYPE II

Normya rested on her back in the two meter wide conduit, several circuit boards and wiring spread across her chest. Her head wound had stopped bleeding quickly enough due to her elven and wolf metabolism and now it just left a dried blood stain in her normally silky platinum colored hair. She had pulled her flight suit down to her waist and tied it tightly and now all she wore was the dark gray tank top that was partially soaked with sweat and pressing quite seductively to her firm breasts. Since Normya, like her five mothers, hardly ever wore undergarments, her nipples were hard nubs due to the chilly air in the conduit as well as the fever still coursing through her body. They protruded proudly against her damp shirt. 


Normya held the circuit board in one hand and was plugging the bare ends of cables into the many different slots on the board. With a deep breath she dropped the board to her chest.


“Toral… I’ve bypassed life support and main engine auxiliary propulsion control through conduits G3 and G6, bypassing G4 and G7.” She stated.


“Normya… forgive me… but we no longer have main engines. Or did you miss the fact the starboard nacelle is gone.” Toral’s voice replied with a chuckle. “I swear woman… that fever of yours is out of control.”


“We can still use the auxiliary control units to power sensors and computers you riad aulved!” She barked.


“I suppose that is true. Do I dare ask how you managed to override the safety protocols?” Toral said.


“Ah… no.” She answered. “I didn’t exactly override them. I simply tore them out.”


“Yes… typical daughter of King Leonidas response. If it doesn’t work… break it some more.” Toral said with a laugh. “What about sublight control?”


“I routed that through thruster access valve nine delta.” Normya replied. She heard Toral laughing in her ear implant and she grinned. “What?”


“I can’t wait to see the engineering team that enters this ship when we return.” He said. “They will not believe the modifications we have done. I have rerouted all the power couplings from the starboard nacelle into the sublight manifold through sections three and seven. I also severed the connections from both aft Hadron Reflector Arrays and transferred them to the forward ones using…”


“Using what?” Normya asked.


“Using isolinear circuitry I borrowed from the starboard Plasma turret.” Toral finished sheepishly.


“You are running four million terra watts through the isolinear circuitry?” She gasped. “What did you coat the interior of the injector couplings with?”


“You don’t want to know.” Toral replied. “It should work well enough. As long as we do not try to break any speed records. I think that does it Normya… let’s see if our more than unusual field modifications work shall we?”


Normya turned and looked at the control panel next to her. “Here goes nothing.” She said.

“Look at it this way. If it doesn’t work… we can always find something more pleasurable to entertain ourselves until we die.” Toral spoke. “At the very least… it will cure the fever for you.”


“Toral… you are such a pervert!” Normya blurted as she stabbed her finger down on the panel.


The lighting in the TYPE II surged strongly and Normya felt the steady vibration of the sublight manifold start back up as the dead ship came back to life. The repair conduit she was in began to power up completely and she banged her fists against the interior of the conduit.


“Yes!” Normya screamed as she began to scramble back towards the cockpit. It took her only a minute to reach the end of the conduit and she was thrusting herself out of the opening just as Toral’s legs were clearing the opening of the conduit on the opposite side of the cockpit.


As he stood up completely Normya leaped into his arms and hugged him tightly. Toral grinned as he hugged her back.


“Does this mean we are an item now?” He asked with a laugh.


Normya kissed his cheek and smiled at him her emerald green eyes bright. “Don’t ever give up Toral.” She told him. “You never know what might happen.”


“Well… since you put it that way… shall we get this hunk of junk turned around and find out what we still have power too?” He spoke with a large grin.


Normya nodded and he released her as they moved towards their seats. She practically jumped into her seat just as they heard the metallic clanking above and to their rear. They both turned their heads to the sound.


“What was that?” Normya asked.


Toral shook his head. “We are out of the DBZ. There shouldn’t be anything banging against our hull. Or what’s left of it anyway.” He moved to the entrance to the cockpit and looked out past the passenger level peering into the far rear of the TYPE II. He saw several sparks shoot from the ceiling as his eyes past over that location and they darted back as the sparks became more pronounced. His eyes grew wide and he turned back to her. “Normya… we’re being boarded!” He gasped.


“What?” She exclaimed.


“Check the aft cameras! Someone is cutting through the outer hull above the dragon section!” Toral barked as he went to the side of the cockpit and punched in a code on the wall. The small panel slid down to reveal three K12 KMs and three Nehtes. He quickly pulled two of each from the panel and turned back to her.

“Toral! There’s some sort of assault pod attached to the hull!” She almost shouted. She turned back to look at him. “Pirates?”


“They wouldn’t dare cross the border. THE DBZ sensors would detect it right away!” He stated as he charged his K12. “Check our position! Hurry!”


Normya turned back to her controls, her hands flying across the three consoles. Toral heard her gasp and he looked at her. “What?”


“Toral… we crossed the border thirteen minutes ago!” She stated taking the weapons he held out to her and getting to her feet.


“Nubou!” Toral cursed. “They must have been waiting for us to drift across the border!” He hissed moving to the cockpit door. “Could you tell what kind of pod it was?”


Normya shook her head. “Not clearly. One of the cameras is gone. It looked like a Bontawillian assault pod though.”


“Begin bringing the sublights online Normya.” He said. “I will cover…”


They both turned as the sparks became more pronounced and suddenly a three meter wide section of the top of the ship fell inward and slammed onto the deck below with a thunderous crash. They watched as half a dozen Kochab and Evolli pirates began dropping in through the hole in their ship.


“Too late!” Normya shouted bringing up her K12.

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE


“What?” Gareld demanded as he came to his feet.


“Sensors are detecting increasing power levels from the TYPE II!” Sandur spoke as he turned from his console. “Penktol reports both pilots are still very much alive!”


“Where is the second assault pod?” Gareld asked.


“They are attaching to the lower hull as we speak!”


“Tell them to hurry up! And I want the elf female alive!” He turned to his helmsman. “Bring us out of the nebula! Close to within five thousand kilometers of the TYPE II and prepare a tractor beam!”

VANGRA 9 TT


“…power!” Ja’narie exclaimed. “I’m reading increasing power levels on the TYPE II Esther! The sublight drive is powering up!”


Esther turned to Tir’ut her eyes wide. “They survived!” She gasped.


“They must have been working on repairing the ship this whole time!” Fash’ka spoke as he came up between their seats.


“Never underestimate the skills of an elf brother.” Tir’ut spoke. 


“Esther! Gareld’s assault pods have attached. Sensors are detecting the signature of Kochab burn weapons and Kinetic Magnums!” Ja’narie announced. 


Tir’ut turned when the soft chirping began again. “Mother… Gareld’s ship is moving out of the edge of the nebula! They are on a direct course to the TYPE II!”


“Weapons on the Bontawillian Frigate?” She asked quickly.


“Forward and aft plasma arrays!” Tir’ut answered. “Four missile tubes aligned on top facing forward! They can not pivot them!”


“Underneath?” Esther asked.


Tir’ut shook his head. “Nothing!”


Esther turned to look at her sons. One of her blood who was half her blood and half Cha’talla’s blood. And one that had accepted her completely as his mother though no blood relation existed between them. “Consensus?” She asked.


“We should not get involved.” Tir’ut spoke quickly. 


“I agree.” Fash’ka spoke. “Though it is an older frigate… it still has us outgunned mother. I would like to help… truly I would. For the very reasons you want to help. If we had the G9s here I would not hesitate… but…”


Esther nodded her head. “I know.” She spoke softly.

Ja’narie’s head jerked up as she heard the voice. “Quiet!” She demanded. “I’m detecting a communications!”


“Source?” Esther asked.


Ja’narie looked at her instruments and then turned to look at her eyes wide. “The TYPE II Esther.”


“Put it on speakers!” Esther snapped. “Quickly!”


Ja’narie stabbed her console and the sounds of weapons fire filled the cockpit of the VANGRA 9 causing all of them to wince.


“…Union TYPE II DT!” The female voice shouted. “Our ship was sabotaged and we struck Jump Gate 24 upon exit! We have restored sublight engines and minor systems but we are under attack by a combined Kochab and Evolli boarding party! There is a Bontawillian Frigate closing on us as well! Any Union ship, please respond!” The voice stopped and they heard a male voice shouting in the background. “I say again this is Princess Normya Leonidas! I am piloting a Union TYPE II DT! We are being boarded by…” There was a heavy barrage of weapons fire and then the communications stopped.


“Princess Leonidas!” Tir’ut gasped. “The half elf daughter!”


Fash’ka looked at Esther his eyes wide. “This was no random act of sabotage mother!” He spoke. “They were targeting her all along.” 

“Gareld!” Esther said. “He said they were waiting for a larger profit.”


“Targeting the daughter of King Leonidas’s first Elven Queen is the surest way to sign your own death warrant mother.” Tir’ut spoke. “Is Gareld that big of a fool?”


“It would appear so.” Esther said.


“Did you hear the strength in her voice even fighting as she was?” Ja’narie spoke with a tinge of awe in her voice.


Tir’ut looked at her. “Yes.” He spoke.


“Ja’narie… did Gareld pick up her transmission?” Esther asked.


“Unlikely… I don’t think she realized she was broadcasting on a low band frequency.” Ja’narie replied. “Range is only a few kilometers. We are much closer to her position than Gareld’s ship.”


“There’s no way we can get to her before Gareld locks on with a tractor beam.” Fash’ka spoke. “And even with her sublights operational… there is too much structural damage for her to outrun Gareld.”

Tir’ut’s eyes widened. “She doesn’t have to outrun him. At least not for more than six minutes.”


“What do you mean Tir’ut?” Esther asked.


“Fash’ka… our first hunt.” Tir’ut said. “Remember where you took me brother?”


Fash’ka nodded. “Of course… Yocetu. It was…” Fash’ka matched his younger brother’s expression. “Of course! All she would need to do is get inside the Cluster and make straight for 
Yocetu! We can pick them up there!”


Esther looked at them. “How do you propose we give her these six minutes?” She questioned. “You have said yourself we can not match Gareld’s ship in firepower.”


Fash’ka smiled. “That is where what you have taught us comes in mother.” Fash’ka spoke with a smile leaning over to kiss her cheek. “Tir’ut! Tube four! I will make the modifications! Stand ready!” He spoke as he moved out of the cockpit once more.


Esther looked at Tir’ut. “Would you care to fill your mother in on what you and your brother are planning?”


Tir’ut smiled as he worked the controls on his console. “An Ionized Concussion Missile.” He stated. “The Bontawillian frigate is an older model mother and it has no armaments underneath. We will sneak in; fire an ICM missile into its shields and it will short out every system on the ship. This model ship does not have the compensators needed to absorb the ion surge.”


“Of course!” Ja’narie said. “It will take them at least six minutes before they can restore function to their sensors and drive units.” Ja’narie smiled brightly. “Oh… Matriarch Esther… I am going to enjoy becoming Fash’ka’s wife. Events are never dull around your family.”


Esther looked at her and laughed. “Well… it will be an honor to have you Ja’narie.” She said. “If we live through this that is.”


Tir’ut looked at her. “No problem mother.” He said confidently.


“I was speaking about the wrath of your father when he discovers we disobeyed him.” Esther said.


Tir’ut looked at her. “Oh.” He said softly. “There is that to consider.”


“Yes.” Esther said.


“We can not do anything and just watch Gareld take her mother.” Tir’ut said.


“Something tells me that action does not appeal to you my son.” Esther spoke softly looking at him intently.


“Ja’narie was right mother.” Tir’ut said meeting her eyes. “There was strength in her voice even facing down the enemy as she was. She does not deserve to fall into the hands of someone like Gareld. Not with that spirit.”


Esther nodded. “I agree.” She said immediately. “I will deal with your father. Just make sure we are alive to do such a thing.”

TYPE II


Toral sealed the cockpit door behind him with a grimace. “There are still five out there Normya!” He hissed turning to see her jumping back into her seat. “What are you doing?”


“I’m going to vent the hold!” She snapped.


“Normya that could very well undo all the repairs we have done!” Toral gasped.


“Would you rather let them keep shooting at us and do it?” Normya barked. “Those are Kochab and Evolli out there Toral. I have no desire to fall into their hands!”

Toral nodded after only a moment. “Point taken.” He said in reply moving to his own seat. “I will try to reinforce the structural field as much as possible to compensate for the vacuum and decompression!”


Normya reached out and placed her hand over the panel as she looked at him. “Ready?”


Toral nodded. “Do it!”


Normya slammed her hand down on the panel and the rush of air was loud enough even within the cockpit as the cold vacuum of space thundered through the rear section of the TYPE II. 


Nothing survived.

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE


“Massive decompression in the rear compartment!” Sandur shouted as he whirled around. “The elf bitch just vented our men into space!”


Gareld snarled at this information and turned. “How soon before we are in tractor range!” He screamed.


“Ninety seconds!”


“Prepare to engage the tractor beam and ready a Harpoon Boarding Grappler! Pump the ship full of enough Golian Gas so that when that half elf whore wakes up she is being gang banged!” Gareld snapped. “And while we are fucking her… she can watch us kill her elf co-pilot!”

“The Kavalians?” Sandur asked.


“They have already paid for her!” Gareld snapped. “They did not care what condition she was in!”

TYPE II


“Forty-five seconds until sublights are online!” Toral announced. “Structural integrity is holding at fifty-seven percent!”


“I’m tracking a Bontawillian Low Gravity Frigate on approach!” Normya spat loudly. “No markings or IFF transponder! It’s most definitely not friendly!”


“Yes… I believed we determined that when they boarded our ship with their weapons blazing.” Toral barked.


“Damn!” Normya swore.


Toral’s head whipped around to look at her. “What?”


“I tried to get off a message!” She exclaimed. “The transmitter must be damaged! It only broadcast at short range and low freq!”


“That is the least of our concerns at the moment!” Toral snapped. “The residual Polarion particles from the destroyed gate will undoubtedly bring any ship in the area that can detect them… but they will also effectively mask our presence as well!”


“Oh you are just full of good news!” Normya barked.


“We are in The Wilds Normya.” Toral spoke. “We must get back across the border and to the safety of the DBZ.”


Normya nodded. “I know!”


“We can’t outrun the frigate Normya! Not in our current condition!” Toral said.


“Then we’ll have to out fly them!” Normya snapped.


Toral nodded. “If we first do not come apart at the bulkhead seams.” He stated.


“Is there any way to knock those pods off of our hull?” Normya asked. “We…”


“Union TYPE II… this is VANGRA 9 Limian Tactical Transport! Respond immediately to this message!” The female voice burst over their internal speakers.


Normya and Toral looked at each other. “The Frigate?” She asked.


Toral shrugged as his eyes scanned their sensors. “I’m not detecting any other ships in the area.”



“Daughter of King Leonidas… if you wish to survive you must respond to this message! We are attempting to help you but we will need to coordinate our actions! Respond or we will have choice but to leave you to your fate!”


Normya made a snap decision and stabbed her finger down on her panel. A decision that would forever change her life into the future. “Who is this?” She demanded.


“Who we are does not matter at the moment!” The female voice answered. “You must be aware of the Bontawillian Frigate closing on your position. It is under the command of a rather insidious pureblood vampire who fancies himself quite the leader. His name is Gareld. We have determined roughly what took place up until this point and…”


“How do you know that?” Normya snapped.


“Because we are not stupid!” The male voice snapped. “Now shut up and listen woman!”


Normya turned to Toral as the heard the woman’s voice again. “Tir’ut… not now!” There was a pause and then she continued. “We are trailing along just inside the edge of the Torana Cluster slightly behind Gareld’s ship. Our sensors indicate you are less than thirty seconds from sublight power being restored. We will fire an Ionized Concussion Missile at the frigate the moment your engines come back online. It will render the frigate unable to act for several minutes. When we do this… you must follow us into the Cluster!”


“Into the cluster!” Normya exclaimed. “Why can’t I just turn back for the border?”


“The disruption will only last for several minutes Normya Leonidas.” The woman’s voice spoke again. She had a slight accent to her tone, but surprisingly it was very friendly. “When his systems are restored he will catch you before you reach your border. This is your only chance. You do not want to be captured by this man Normya Leonidas. Trust me… I was in his clutches once. He will not be in a very receiving mood now, especially not after you have vented his fool accomplices into space. You must trust me.”

“I will not be able to maneuver very well.” Normya stated. “The pods will drag me down and I can’t push my ship too hard. The repairs we made are not exactly foolproof.”


“We will cover for you Normya. My son is an excellent pilot and we know this area of space quite well.” The woman’s voice answered. “But you must do exactly what we say. I do not wish to harm you child… and we are taking a great risk in helping you to begin with.”


“Ten seconds Normya!” Toral announced.


“Alright!” Normya stated quickly.


“Good! When the missile explodes you will see us break for the cluster! Follow us in! And keep this channel open.”


Normya looked at Toral who nodded his head, his hand poised over the engine controls. “We’re ready.”


“Tir’ut break now!” The woman’s voice barked.


They looked out of their main view window and could see the huge bulk of the frigate closing in on them. Toral’s elf eyes picked it up first. “There! Low port quarter!”


Normya saw it then, the sleek lines of the Limian Tactical Transport as it came tearing out of the cluster in a burst of speed Normya knew it should not have had. They watched as it swept gracefully under the long rear extension of the frigate and the missile launcher extended from the top of the ship.


“Interesting!” Toral spoke. “I bet the Limians never thought of that.”


The VANGRA 9 fired one missile which streaked away and locked immediately on the frigate. The explosion was not bright or brilliant in color, but they both saw the sparkling of ionized particles ripple along the length of the ship and the result was almost instantaneous. The frigate began to roll to the right and all electrical power began to flicker and go out. 

“Now child!” The woman’s voice erupted from the speakers, just as they saw the VANGRA 9 execute a gut rolling turn and head back into the Cluster.


“Toral! Full power to the sublights!” Normya shouted.


Toral was way ahead of her as his hand came down on the panel. “We have full power!”


Normya shoved her throttles to full and the TYPE II leaped forward on its own power.

BONTAWILLIAN FRIGATE


“Emergency lights!” Gareld screamed. “What the hell was that?”


“Ionized Concussion Missile!” Sandur barked. “It struck the aft extension and spread across the shield grid! We’ve lost main power!”


“Get it back!” Gareld barked as he grabbed the side of the console.


“It will take at least six minutes for the surge to pass!” Sandur yelled. “Until then… all we have is emergency power!”


“Where did it come from? How did it penetrate our shields?”


“Where it came from is unknown!” Sandur replied as he came up next to him. “At least until we get main power back! This is an older model ship! We only have standard grid shields Gareld. It used our own grid generators to travel and then shorted them out along with everything else.”


“Damn!” Gareld snapped.

EARTH

SODRAG


Toria walked out of her sleeping room into the main room of the bungalow with her nose buried in the data pad. The day had passed far too fast for her with the wealth of information that Arrarn Leonidas and Sadi had given to her and the other pilots. The capabilities of the STRIKER DT were amazing to her trained pilot’s eye. And she had no reason to doubt whether the ship would actually do what Arrarn told them it would do. He had covered navigation in this day’s training and then had taken them up in his personal DT. Toria and the others had been astonished at how nimble the seventy-two meter long ship was. Part of that was the power and reliability of the engines installed on the ship they knew, but mainly it was the skill and grace of Arrarn Leonidas’s touch upon the controls and the almost seamless way Sadi seemed to know just when to adjust power levels to compensate for some maneuver he was attempting. 


They had taken turns sitting with them in the cockpit and during her time there she admired how he moved in his pilot’s seat. No wasteful motions in the least, his hands dancing across his controls with the grace of a surgeon. As Toria walked towards the bathroom portion of the bungalow she found her mind wondering what his hands would feel like caressing her body in the same fashion as he flew his ship. Such gentle and graceful precision was not something she had ever experienced in a bed partner and she wondered if he was as skilled a lover as he was a pilot. These were the thoughts that were going through her mind, quite the opposite of what she as an intelligence officer should have been thinking. It was these thoughts that were racing through her mind and therefore she did not notice that the shower in the large combined bathroom was just turning off. She did however notice the sliding door open and she came to an abrupt halt when Narice stepped from the shower in all her glorious nakedness. Toria gasped softly causing Narice to look up in stunned surprise, her own eyes going wide as well. 

“Toria!” Narice hissed softly.


“Narice! Oh… I’m…” Toria stammered as she watched Narice snatch the large towel from the rack and wrap it around her body quickly. “I’m so sorry… I wasn’t paying attention!” Toria wore only the simple shirt over her own form and she felt a decidedly delicious tingle caress her skin at the picture of Narice’s incredibly firm and succulent body and her nipples hardened almost immediately. She turned quickly to face away from her and get her suddenly racing heart under control. “Forgive… forgive me Princess. I was distracted reading this manual and…”


Narice stared at Toria’s back for a long moment and found herself admiring the way her glossy rust colored red hair fell down her back. The simple light blue shirt fell only to just below her ass, leaving her long tanned legs in plain sight as well as her extraordinarily shaped ass. After their sizzling kiss the other morning and waking up with Toria’s hands on her so intimately, Narice found those feelings and vibrations were something that she could not push to the back of her mind. They were something she wanted to experience so much more of.

“Toria?” She spoke in almost a whisper as she looked down. “I…” Narice lifted her head and saw Toria Dellion in front of her only millimeters away. Her eyes grew wide and she opened her mouth to speak when Toria’s full lips descended upon hers and kissed her.


Narice then did something she had never done in her young life and she surrendered to the passion that was raging through her. She groaned loudly as Toria’s hands pulled her body tightly against hers and her sweet tasting tongue plunged between her soft lips. She felt Toria pull her tight and then she was blurring, pulling Narice along with her. The main room flashed by in an instant and then they were on Toria’s bed, the vibrations from their bodies flopping onto the soft mattress the only movement as Toria deepened her kiss and began to frantically pull at the towel covering Narice’s body.


Their kiss broke apart as Toria pulled open the towel and pushed the ends to the side Narice gasping for air as fire raged throughout her body. Toria’s knee was pressed firmly between her thighs and gently but very resolutely stimulating the smooth sensitive skin of her pussy. Toria stared down into her face as she brought her hand up to caress Narice’s large firm breasts, her long fingers delicately tracing the outside of her nipples, turning them into hardened nubs screaming for attention.

“Tor… Toria…” Narice gasped as her body reacted quite enthusiastically to Toria’s manipulations.


Toria lowered her lips to Narice’s neck, her soft rust colored red hair brushing against Narice’s shoulder. “I… I am going to feast on you Narice.” Toria gasped as she brought her lips to Narice’s ear and used her tongue to trace her ear lobe.


Narice’s hands clamped onto Toria’s incredible ass and she pulled her tighter in a rush of sexual want and need. “Oh… ohhhh… yes!” Narice gasped.


Toria dropped her head to the hollow of Narice’s throat and set about her task with superior determination and drive. Her lips danced across Narice’s throat and down between the valley of her large breasts. She brought her hands up to either side of each wonderfully shaped globe and let them fill the palms of her hands. She dragged her tongue along the inside of Narice’s left breast, leaving a wet trail up the firm tanned skin until it tickled Narice’s erect nipple. She heard her gasp as her warm lips engulfed the nub and she suckled hard, battering the nipple with her tongue. Toria repeated the same process with her right breasts, torturing Narice by pressing her knee tightly against her moist slit. As she sucked hard on her right nipple she felt Narice’s hips undulate, effectively rubbing her pussy against Toria’s leg firmly and drawing an even louder gasp of delight.


Toria continued her discovery, leaving Narice’s nipples to be teased and twisted and rubbed by her hands and fingers as her head dipped lower. Once again her warm tongue left a trail of salvia down Narice’s skin, feeling her vampire princess’s chest heaving with newly revealed passion and desire. She delved deeply into the dark crevice of Narice’s belly button before moving even lower, shifting her body downward on the bed as she neared the prize she so wanted to taste. She continued to tantalize Narice’s nipples, rolling them between her finger tips. Her own supple figure was aflame with a fervor and intensity she had never felt before, and it was surging through her like a wave, causing her own pussy to become incredibly wet and aroused. As she planted soft kisses and licks across Narice’s lower abdomen she could smell the heat of Narice’s excitement and barely able to control herself she sank lower still, gently pushing Narice’s thighs apart. As her sky blue eyes came to rest on what she so craved, Toria felt a tiny orgasm course through her and she squeezed Narice’s nipples harder, causing her to whimper out in a mixture of pain and newborn pleasure. She stared at the dark folds of Narice’s pussy, already soaked with her juices and open to her like the wings of a butterfly. She could see Narice’s powerfully sculpted abdomen heaving in anticipation of what was to come. Toria dropped her right hand from Narice’s breast, drawing the backs of her nails slowly across her beautifully tanned skin, now glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. She moved her lips closer to Narice’s center while drawing her finger down along the outer labia and hearing Narice cry out softly at the feather like caress.

Narice felt Toria slowly draw her finger across her swollen pussy lips and she almost lost all control right then. The sensations ripping through her were unlike anything she had ever felt and she found she welcomed them completely. Her hands came up from gripping the bed sheets in her fist to clamp onto Toria’s hand that still tortured her nipple with pinches and rolls. How could she be feeling these things? How could another woman make her experience such incredible pleasure? Narice lifted her head, her black hair damp from the shower and newly formed sweat and her wide dark eyes saw Toria’s face snuggled between her thighs. So close… so very close to her pussy. This wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be possible.


“Toria… Toria…” Narice rasped out... her eyes wide and her heart hammering in her chest. “Toria we…”


Narice’s eyes flew open at the almost electric feeling of Toria’s wonderfully talented tongue as it touched the bottom of her pussy and dragged gloriously upward, bathing her slit in salvia. Her head fell back onto the bed, her back arching and causing her hips to push tighter against Toria’s beautiful face. Her mouth opened in a breathless scream as Toria’s hands grabbed her firm tight ass and she plunged that amazing tongue as deeply into her spasming pussy as she could. The orgasm shattered whatever resistance still remained in Narice’s clouded mind and she reached down to grasp Toria’s head firmly. Her head tossed from side to side as the immense pleasure swept across her like some unseen blanket and stars exploded into her eyes. She felt Toria’s soft lips fasten completely over her clenching pussy and accept all that Narice offered her. The explosions came almost on top of each other, each one causing her hips to convulse as more of her come flooded into Toria’s mouth. And then her eyes flew open at the dual pin pricks of pain as Toria’s fangs sank into her spasming flesh just above her clit. Pain that just as quickly was washed away by the devastating and uncontrollable waves of churning rapturous bliss. 

And in the midst of the first will crushing orgasm of her young life, Narice, Princess of the Vampire High Coven screamed out her passion for Toria Dellion and what she was making her feel.


How could her mother not wish this?


How could she not wish to experience this incredible, unexplainable pleasure?


How could she prefer that fool Tesand over the delicious creature lying before her now?


These were the thoughts that raced through her mind as Narice withdrew her vampiric fangs from the flesh just above Toria’s still painfully erect clit. Her face was saturated with Toria’s sweet tasting come as she lovingly drew her tongue across the two puncture marks closing them instantly, and then proceeding to lap away at the remnants of Toria’s last body tingling orgasm.


Toria’s bed was nothing more than a mass of soaked sheets now. Sheets soaked in the combined juices and sweat of both women. The perfectly trimmed line of curly rust colored red hair above Toria’s clit had long been soaked through with Narice’s salvia and Toria’s come that had escaped her eager lips. Twice more Toria had feasted on her still throbbing pussy and when she had Narice teetering at the edge, she would then send her plummeting over. And at the very peak of those muscle stretching orgasms that followed, Toria would bite her and feed on her blood intensifying the orgasms Narice experienced by ten fold. Her body still hummed with the vibrations of what Toria had made her feel, what Narice wanted to feel over and over. And it made her wonder if Arrarn Leonidas could make her feel these things as well.

She had not the first inkling of what to do when she lowered herself quite willingly in between Toria’s beautiful soft thighs. All she knew was that she wanted to taste her and return the pleasure Toria had given so willingly. She had explored Toria’s pussy with her lips and tongue and fingers, all the while watching as she twisted, threshed and writhered in obvious delight. Narice had been surprised at the taste and texture of her come, and she had drunk it down like a starved kitten. She had explored Toria’s body in much the same fashion as her red haired lover had done with her.


Narice lifted her face between Toria’s thighs as that word resounded in her mind. 


Lover.


She watched Toria’s large breasts rise and fall evenly with her breaths as she fought to regain control of her flush and stimulated body. Her gorgeous blue eyes were fluttering open and closed as if she was trying to focus. Narice let her own cobalt blue vampire eyes gaze upon Toria’s body, from her long leanly muscular legs to her still quivering but flat abdomen. They had shared blood in a way and moment reserved for those purebloods committed to each other in every way. In a way that meant they would go into the future together. And even as these thoughts rushed through her mind, she still saw Arrarn Leonidas together with both of them. Their bodies entwined around his powerful form. Incredibly this picture in her mind did not affect her in the way she thought it would. It was almost as if events were drawing them together somehow, pushing them collectively down the same path. And Narice found herself liking the way the path was leading.


And it had begun with this woman whose bed she shared.


Narice place a last lingering kiss on Toria’s still swollen pussy, delicately drawing her tongue up and sucking in whatever drops of her delicious come remained. She was tired now, her body stretched and sore in a supremely divine fashion. She shifted on the bed and began her journey back up Toria’s body, stopping often to place lingering kisses on parts of her flesh, to include her equally large and firm breasts. Soon she rested her lithe frame on top of Toria’s, their breasts crushed against each others and Narice’s thigh resting gently against the heat of Toria’s pussy. Her eyes were still closed, her full lips pouty and moist.

“Toria?” Narice spoke softly as she drew a finger across her cheek.


Toria’s eyes fluttered opened and met her gaze with a stunning brightness to them. A brightness that matched the smile she now wore. “Oh… Oh Narice.” She stammered.


“I… I take it my initial performance was satisfactory?” Narice asked with a shy grin of her own.

“Gi dumo l'phraktos Narice siyo.” Toria gasped. “Yes!” (Oh bless the gods yes)


Narice lowered her lips to hers and they kissed passionately, their tongues teasing and tasting and exploring. It was a kiss filled with more passion than either of them had ever felt. Narice pulled away after a long moment.


“Narice… I did not mean to…” Toria began.


Narice shook her head with a smile “Oh no Toria Dellion.” She spoke. “You had every intention of feeding on my blood… just as I had every intention of feeding on yours.” Narice kissed her softly. “You taste wonderful by the way.”


“As do you.” Toria said. 


“That is good… because I intend to continue what we have discovered this night.” Narice spoke confidently. “Well into whatever the future may hold for us. We have to explore what this night has given to us.” Narice spoke softly. “We have shared blood Toria Dellion and after what you have made me feel I do not care that you are a woman.”

“Your mother Narice!” Toria said quickly. “She will…”


Narice shook her head. “She will never have you again Toria.” She said. “I told you that you would never endure Tesand or my demented nephews again and I meant it. You are mine now. And I do not like to share.”


Toria looked at her with stunned shock. She brought her hands up and clutched Narice’s perfect ass in her hands, pulling her tighter. “I like this side of you Narice.” She spoke.


Narice chuckled. “So do I.” She said. “So do I.” She looked at Toria. “There is more to you inside Toria. Much more… and I want to discover all of it.”


“I could say the same about you Narice.” Toria spoke.


“Perhaps.”


“I will enjoy discovering it.” Toria spoke.

Narice smiled. “And so will I.”

TORANA CLUSTER

TYPE II


Toral settled back into his chair even as Normya lifted her face to him. “Well?” She asked in barely a whisper. The COM channel was still open to the strange VANGRA 9 transport and she did not want them to know what was happening. Normya did not yet know if she could trust them.

Toral shook his head. “The Sublight containment seals are failing. They are deteriorating rapidly.” He stated in the same fashion. “If we were not within the Cluster they would have lasted longer… but not by much.”

“Sibfla!” Normya cursed loudly. More loudly than she had intended.


“What is wrong?” The female voice echoed in the cockpit.


“Nothing!” Normya snapped.


“Young lady… I have raised four children and I have become quite good at telling when they are lying to me. I also speak your ancient language quite fluently.” She stated. “Something is wrong. You need to tell me so that we can help you. I think we’ve already proven we are not your enemy.”


“That is still open for debate.” Normya said.


They heard the woman laugh softly. “Fair enough.” She said. “My name is Esther Suira Princess. I am a Pureblood who left the High Coven many years ago with my Blessed Husband and our people. We have been living peacefully for the last quarter century and were returning from a trade run to Aprian Two when we detected your Jump Gate explode.”


“You are a vampire?” Normya asked.


“A Pureblood… yes.” Esther spoke. “Though considering who one of the women you call mother is… I would think that does not matter to you.”


“You… you know of my mothers?” Normya asked somewhat surprised.


“We do receive your Netnews channels here in The Wilds Normya.” Esther answered. “And there are few who do not know King Leonidas. His exploits and those of your brother are still talked about in some areas within The Wilds.”


“Your ship is not a standard VANGRA 9.” Toral spoke now. “Not if you were able to detect the Gate exploding from such a distance. And most certainly not with the weapons you obviously have it fitted with.”


“My husband likes to be prepared.” Esther answered. “Do you have visual?”


“No… our holo emitters are burned out.” Normya answered.


“There is a planet nearby. Yocetu. We use it for hunting large game.” Esther answered. “On it we have established several hunting camps. That is where we are leading you.” She told them. “You have a decision to make. I will give you’re the coordinates one our hunting camps on the surface and you can make your way to one. There you can attempt to survive with what you have remaining on your ship. However… Gareld will no doubt deduce where we have gone and that we helped you. He has little reason to like me. He will come to Yocetu looking for you since your LSD drive is trailing minute traces of biogel coolant that even the idiots he has working for him will detect. I do not know why he wants you Normya Leonidas… or what he intends to do with you. I do know your young male companion will not survive and Gareld will capture you.”

“My other option?” Normya asked.


“You can trust us.” Esther spoke. “We can land in one of the many large clearings on Yocetu and bring you onto our ship. Then we return to our home. At least there you will be safe and you can contact your father to arrange a place to meet so that we can see you safely back to him.”


Normya looked at Toral who shrugged his shoulders. “What choice do we have?” He asked. “And she sounds much nicer than this Gareld fellow.”

“Our Sublight containment seals are deteriorating.” Normya spoke making her decision.


“How quickly?” The male voice asked now.

“Complete failure in ninety-four minutes.” Toral replied. 


“We don’t have the extra power to extend our sensors out past five hundred thousand kilometers.” Normya spoke. “How far are we from this Yocetu?”


“Another hour and twenty-two minutes.” The male voice replied.


“That’s cutting it very close.” Normya spoke.


“As your friend has said… what other choice do you have Normya Leonidas?” Esther asked now.


“I will drop in directly above you.” The male spoke once more. “I can reduce the drag of the assault pods attached to your hull with our ship’s mass. It will extend the life of your seals by several minutes.”


“Can you fly that close to us for that long?” Normya asked. “We have twice your length and four times your mass.”


“Elves are not the only pilots in the universe who are proficient in flying!” The man snapped.


“I’m only half elf!” Normya barked. “And if I didn’t have a broke ship I could fly circles around you blindfolded! Whoever you are!”

She heard the man laughing. “We shall see she-wolf elf! We shall see!”

