CHAPTER FORTY

RITAAH

KAVALIAN SPACE
STRIKER ONE

Her decision had been made the moment she had left that warm, modest home on the outskirts of Sparta. 

She didn’t know how to explain it, only that the sights, smells and sounds of Sparta had ignited within her the desire for knowledge and truth and above all else closure. To know who she was and why everything felt as it did. Why she saw things in her mind that she hadn’t actually physically seen while here in Sparta. To feel like she knew so many people yet have them look at her like she was a stranger. She had spent nearly seven hours with them, well into the evening and early morning hours, all the while holding the holoimager in her hand. They had been so kind and open and… and so very loving towards the end. Love… it was an emotion she had never felt before now, and it filled her entire being. They had held nothing back from her, condensing so much information into so few hours. The horror she felt at what had been done to her was a blatant thing, knowing that she had died on this very planet over two decades ago. Knowing that she had been wolf at one point in her life, and now she was a vampire. The eternal enemy of the wolves or at least that is what she thought. The tears had flowed freely at that time, the sense of loss like a dark chasm that could not be crossed. She had felt so alone and frightened at that one point in her life, another emotion she had not experienced so far in this new life she now hated. She was unsure of what to believe or what to do. So much had been lost that she could not even remember. It was nearly unbearable.


Until two sets of hands, one smooth and gentle and the other warm but rough from hard work and years of harsh fighting, until those two sets of hands had reached across that great dark chasm and reclaimed what they had lost so long ago through no fault of their own.


Hali had gathered her into her arms then and cradled her as she wept, her soft, tender hands caressing her long hair and skin. Hali… Hali her mother. And then the lean but muscular frame of the Spartan Kim So had wrapped his arms around them both and together the three of them had wept for what had been lost, and what was now found again. Over the course of the next five hours they had sat with her, held her and attempted to help her fill in all the blanks that filled her mind. When she left that home as the sun began its rise over the horizon many things had changed in her life. She had learned more of whom she really was and the history behind that woman, more than she had known before coming here. She had discovered that she had a man and a woman who now regarded her as the daughter they had thought lost to them so long ago. She discovered she had a mother and father who did not care that she was a vampire now, they cared only that their daughter had been given back to them. And most important of all, she had discovered who she truly was. 

That morning the vampire known as Juliana One had died and in her place was now the vampire Julie Collins. She had a long way to go to get her life back, but as they parted ways that morning a tearful Hali and Kim So, her mother and father, vowed they would help her regain all that she was and had lost. And most important of all to her, she would have to gain back the trust she had taken so many years to earn with the two men who she wanted most to be part of her life once more. And she knew right where she had to begin. 

Julie Collins looked up from her seat in the STRIKER and stared at the back of Resumar Leonidas's head as he knelt between the two pilots and the atmosphere buffeted their ship as they skipped along the surface. The memories she had of her former life never imagined that Martin would have children. The life they had led back then, the missions, the fighting, those thoughts had never entered their minds. Now she knew he had many children. Strong, powerful children just as he was. She could almost feel his arms around her from the different times they had embraced through the years. Strong arms that held her close and comforted her. Martin’s arms… Danny’s arms. His smiling ebony face could always make her laugh. Her family back then, and if she had anything to say about it, her family in the future once more. Julie let her eyes drift to the over two dozen men and women on this ship; half of them part of the vampire strike team she was leading. She glanced back to where the dark green scales of Resumar’s dragon Cemath resided beside the purple hued scales of the female she had heard them call Mirra. She was slightly startled to see both sets of their eyes focused on her, but she hid the outward reaction from her face. They appeared calmer than her, secured in the harnesses as they were. Julie had fought the Kavalians for more years than she could remember, all under orders from the Coven Empress. She had killed hundreds of them, and been injured many times in the process, but always there was a sense of instinct that kept her alive. She hadn’t known then what it was, no one did, but she knew now. It was the instinct of the wolf that was ingrained in the memory of her former self. That almost sixth sense of danger that had saved her more times than she could recall. That instinct was screaming at her what to do now, and Julie Collins stood up slowly intent on doing just that.

She glanced at the men and women she knew had every intention of killing as many of the Lycavorian Union team as they could before blending into the darkness and making their way to the Mindvoice ship on their own. Their task was simple enough. They were to secure the ship, and if at all possible remove the ship from the planet as Martin had done twenty-five years ago on Lycavore. Julie had worked with this team for years and she knew each and every one of them very well. They were all loyal to the High Coven no matter what it was they were asked to do. They followed her orders because the Empress had put her in charge; however Julie knew they did not trust her as they did each other. That suited Julie just fine since she had no intention of betraying the loyalty that had taken her more years to cultivate and grow long before she had ever known them any of them. She moved up into the cockpit area of the STRIKER and saw Athani Leonidas sitting at the engineer station monitoring their progress and different settings while her tail twitched nervously behind her. The wondrous cyborg like machine they called Avi sat beside her silently monitoring different functions of their STRIKER.

“Coming into pattern now.” The elven pilot spoke softly as she adjusted her controls.

“Point Two percent degradation of Shroud.” The co-pilot spoke in return. “We are still ghosts.”

“STRIKER Two, ease four degrees to your port.” The pilot spoke. “We don’t want to mix on trails going in. No sense in testing if the Kavalian sensors are better than we think.”

“Two confirms.” The voice spoke from the COM.

“Princess?” The female pilot asked turning her head slightly. “Avi?”

Athani shook her head. “No indication that the remaining ships even know we are here.” She replied quickly. “I’m not picking up any transmissions that are unusual. Avi?”

-Sensor emissions from the remaining Kavalian ships do not indicate any activity outside of normal parameters- Avi answered.

“What’s normal Avi?” The co-pilot asked with a smirk.

Avi paused before turning to look at him. –Anything that would likely cause them to increase their scanning parameters and reveal our position is not normal Lieutenant-

Athani smiled in response to Avi’s answer. “An announcement that they have detected two Lycavorian Union STRIKER DTs entering the atmosphere of Ritaah would probably qualify as very unusual as well.” She said reaching out to place a hand on Avi’s massive shoulder. 

That they were entering the atmosphere of a Kavalian planet, deep in Kavalian space, knowing that she more than likely had a death sentence on her throughout Kavalian territory did not deter Athani from feeling the excitement. Since becoming Resumar’s wife and a Princess of the Lycavorian Union, Athani had seen and experienced more wonders in the last almost five months than she had in her entire life with Jalersi and the others of her kind, and it all began with the man she loved devoutly. She wondered briefly how her sister was, and if she had ever opened herself to discovery as Athani had done. Athani hoped so for she did love her sister and wanted to see her happy. The co-pilot’s voice brought her quickly back to their very tense and current situation.

The co-pilot nodded his helmeted head with a chuckle. “Yep! That would qualify since we ain’t suppose to be here.”

“How many ships Athani?” Resumar asked now.

Athani shook her head. “I’m only detecting twenty-six.” She answered. “There should be thousands Resumar. Avi… do you have the same amount?”

-Affirmative. Twenty-six confirmed. One GREATSOUL-Class Dreadnought, eight DIMERU-Class Medium Cruisers, nine PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigates and eight as yet previously unknown Frigate Class sized vessels. Passive Thoron Scan indicates similar weaponry as PURUSIAN-Class but with thicker hull dimensions. Supposition is they are meant to replace the older PURUSIAN-Class vessels. I can detect nothing else that would hide a Kavalian ship from the sensors on this STRIKER-

“New class of ship huh?” The pilot spoke.

Resumar looked at Athani. “Anything?” He asked.

Athani shook her head. “I was not allowed to look through plans of that nature.” She answered. “It doesn’t surprise me though… my father and Pusintin are always looking for bigger and better ships.”

Resumar nodded. “Bigger isn’t always better.” He spoke softly. 

Athani batted her blue/green eyes at him seductively. “It is in your case my love.”

The soft coughing sound came from the pilot. “Oh… gag me to death!” She exclaimed. “Way too much information!” The female elven pilot spoke.

Resumar laughed and looked at Avi. “Ok… Avi give it a name and file it to the Union databanks. I’m sure Antell is doing the same thing on the FAITH.” Resumar spoke.

-Considering the Union’s penchant for naming ships of the Kavalian species after feline creatures or of similar meaning, I will call it the NIGHTFANG- Avi answered.

Athani looked at him. “There is a reason for that Avi.” She spoke with a smile. “We are a feline species.”

Avi’s almost crimson colored red eyes turned to her. –This is why many Union ships have references to the Lycan heritage of their species then. As the High Coven ships have blood in their names in many instances?-

“Yes.” Athani said.

-A curious practice- Avi spoke. –I have added and filed the proper category to the data banks Resumar Leonidas-

Resumar nodded. “Thank you Avi. That they left only a few ships in the area fits with what we picked up on the FAITH. The majority of their forces have left the area. Maybe this new class is undergoing some sort space trials.”

“But the question remains husband, to where did the rest go?” Athani asked looking at him. “U’zolot Consortium Space in this region is completely empty and void of anything worth while. Unless they are preparing to invade Limian space as Captain Antell suggested.”

“As long as they ain’t here I’m not going to complain.” Res answered. “And that isn’t our mission right now.”

Athani nodded. “Point taken my love.” She stated with a grin.

“Dropping through outer atmosphere.” The pilot spoke. “Glide pattern Delta Four One.”

“Delta Four One confirmed. STRIKER Two is maintaining separation and matching your maneuvers.” The pilot of the second STRIKER spoke.

“Release altitude in six minutes!” The pilot of Res’s ship spoke softly.

Julie stepped forward and placed her hand on Resumar’s shoulder then. She watched as his handsome face turn to look at her and she saw Martin’s eyes looking at her. It made her unique decision so much easier. “A word Resumar.” She whispered to him.

“Juliana this is not…”

“My name… my name is Julie Collins.” She spoke in that same soft whisper but this time with more forceful tone to it.

Athani turned her head this time for she had heard Julie speaking. She had spent many days and weeks learning of the history of Resumar’s father and how he had returned to the Union. Martin Leonidas’s victories on Earth against the High Coven were legendary even in The Wilds and Kavalian space. She also remembered the name of the one who he considered a dear sister. A sister whom he had buried after that Battle for Earth. She sensed Resumar’s dark eyes focus on her for a moment and then he casually stepped toward Athani. “Bring up the two dimensional specs of the terrain once more for the Major and I Aryschanne.” He told her in a voice that could be heard by those first few soldiers just outside the cockpit.

Athani nodded and did as he told her even as Julie moved closer and made a show of looking at the screen.

“I am not your enemy Resumar Leonidas.” Julie whispered. “However… those who are part of my team do not share that same view. They will attack you once we are on the ground, try and kill as many as possible and then blur into the night. Their goal is the Mindvoice ship. It has always been the Mindvoice ship. The Empress’s plan was to eliminate all of you and then take the ship from this planet if it was possible.”

Resumar’s expression didn’t change and Julie could only inwardly smile at the calmness he displayed at this information. He was like his father… at least the part that she remembered Martin to be.

“Why should I trust you?” Res asked her softly.

Julie met his eyes. “If you are your father’s son, like your brother Androcles, you will not trust me.” She answered just as evenly. “I am speaking the truth however.” She tilted her head slightly. “You already suspected didn’t you?”

“They won’t succeed.” Resumar told her gently. “If you care for them you will inform them that…”

“You assume that I care for them.” Julie said firmly. “Which I do not.”

“Then they will die.” Resumar told her.

Julie nodded. “So be it.” She said. “I am not Juliana One anymore… if I ever was. I know who I am… and I hope to rediscover all that I have lost in the future. I would like it to start here and now with you. You may be half elf… but you carry the blood of Martin Leonidas in your veins and that gives you an uncanny sense of smell if my memories of your father are correct. Am I lying to you Resumar?”

“No.” He stated without hesitation.

“Then will you tell your mate and wife to take her hand off the K14 she now has leveled at my abdomen. I would prefer not to hit a patch of rough air and have her blow my stomach out my back.” Julie said calmly turning to look at Athani.

Athani met her gaze unwavering. “I will protect what is mine.” She said softly. “Against any threat.”

Julie smiled gently at her. “Yes… I predict you would.” She turned back to Resumar. “I imagine you have already briefed your people to be aware of such action by the Coven troops considering your reaction now?”

Resumar nodded slowly. “Yes. Dario and Sorran will act the moment we touch down. My cousin will leave none of them alive.”

Julie nodded her head. “I once considered your father like a brother Resumar Leonidas.” Julie spoke softly. “I may be… I may be vampire now, but all of my memories are the same as that woman. My… my mother and father will help me to regain what I have lost and I hope… I hope to consider him a brother one day in the future again. I will not betray one of his sons. I would die first.”

“I know.” Resumar said his eyes staring at her without wavering. “We…”

“Whoa!” The pilot of their STRIKER spoke causing them to turn around.

“What is it?” Resumar asked her moving back between the seats.

“I don’t know.” The pilot answered. “A good sized power surge from the PILLAR OF FAITH. It caused their Shroud to fluctuate for several seconds!”

Resumar’s eyes grew a little wider and he turned to Avi. “Avi were they seen? Were they seen?”

-Unknown at this time- Avi answered. –It appeared to be an ion particle burst of some sort-

 “There it is again!” The co-pilot hissed. “Sibfla… bigger this time!”

-The lieutenant is correct- Avi stated turning to Resumar. –I have confirmed it as a level three Controlled Ion Particle Emission Burst. Similar to what the Union calls their PSGs. The Portable Sensor Grenades designed to scramble ground sensor arrays. These are much more concentrated however-

“Nubou! If the FAITH loses her Shroud she’ll be a sitting duck and we’ll lose our support and ride out of here!” Resumar cursed. “Athani get me Captain Antell! Quickly!”

PILLAR OF FAITH 

“…find out where the fuck it’s coming from before it kills us all!” Antell bellowed at his bridge crew.

“Captain… incoming transmission from STRIKER One!”

“Put it up quickly!” Antell barked turning to the Holo Disc on the floor of the bridge.

“Antell!” Resumar’s image burst into existence.

“Milord… we don’t know what it is! We are…”

“Antell… Avi says they are PSGs!” Resumar exclaimed. 

Antell’s eyes went wide. “PSGs!”

Resumar nodded. “The High Coven Strike Team must have placed them all over the ship and set them with timers! You must get out of the area until you find them all!”

“Milord you…!”

“Damn it Antell! If we lose you and the PILLAR OF FAITH we are finished before we even get started! Evac the area now! That is an order!” Resumar barked.

Antell was a military man before all else and he reacted as such. “Helm! Bring us about! Full power to the sub lights! Prepare for a combat jump to the secondary holding position! Stand by on the…”

The systems on the bridge of the FAITH flickered madly for several seconds before returning to normal.

“Fuck!” A voice screamed. “Captain we’ve lost the Shroud! They can see us! They can see us!”

Antell had not been chosen to command the PILLAR OF FAITH because he was hesitant in his actions. Martin Leonidas and Admiral Riall had chose him for his decisiveness and his ability to command.

“Milord… you are on your own! I will contact you when I am able!” Antell barked as he turned from the transmission. “Helm! Evasive pattern Echo Three! Full power to all turrets and missile batteries. Shields to max power and prepare a full spread on Photonic torpedoes! Max yield! If we have to blast our way clear then let’s get to it!”

STRIKER ONE


“Fuck!” Resumar exclaimed.


Julie grabbed his arm quickly. “Do not react as you want to Resumar.” She said quickly, consciously blocking the view of him from the rear of the ship. “We do not want a battle on board this ship while we are descending. You can do nothing for your Captain now except trust in his ability while he leads them away from us.”


“She’s right Resumar.” Athani said quickly. “My people will assume the FAITH was here to spy on the ships and ground troops. They won’t suspect we are landing on Ritaah. As much as it pains me to say, they are not that forward looking.”


Resumar stared at Julie for a long moment as he breathed deeply and got his anger under control. “If you betray me or anyone under my command… I will feed your guts to the insects that inhabit this world!” Resumar hissed softly.


Julie nodded without hesitation for she had no intention of doing any such thing. “I will not.” She spoke. “We must act as if nothing has happened. If will confuse them when it comes time to act on the surface”


-Resumar Leonidas… my counterpart on the surface has initiated contact with me again. He was able to activate many of the main systems on VORTEX Cruiser 341- Avi spoke as he turned to look at him in the oversized chair built specially for him.


Resumar turned to him surprised. “How did he do that?”


-Apparently… he has found someone with sufficient Etheric abilities located on the surface of this rather unsightly and humid planet and this enabled him to activate the majority of Cruiser 341’s main power drives-
Athani looked at Resumar with a stunned expression. “Someone like me. Among the ones we think are rebels!” She gasped. “Your mother said the biogenic treatments altered me enough to be able to develop Mindvoice abilities. It is why Cemath was able to speak with me. It is why I can converse with anyone now in Mindvoice.”

“Wait!” Julie demanded looking at him. “You… you have contact with this ship on the surface?”

Resumar looked at her. “The ship’s Avatar. One like Avi.” He spoke quickly. “Every Pralor ship had one. The one down there made contact with Avi few hours ago and Avi’s been in contact with him ever since.”

“And you didn’t tell me!” Julie said.

“I didn’t feel the need to share that with you… no.” Resumar stated flatly. He turned back to Avi. “Avi… can he get those with him to meet us when we land?” He asked softly. “Julie says the Coven troops will attack us and a battle on the surface is not something we need to have draw attention to us.” Julie looked at Resumar when he spoke. There was no hesitation in his words or his tone when he had called her that. This more than anything proved to her that he believed her.

-Many of those with him are like Athani Little One- Avi answered. –I will ask him to do this-
“Avi… I have asked you not to call me that.” Athani stated looking at his reptilian features.

-Yes I know. However… Martin Leonidas told me fourteen point three years ago if the name fits… the name fits- Avi answered blinking his red eyes at her innocently. –Taking into account your physical proportions to your husband and myself… the name does fit you-

Athani looked at her husband with a stern expression. “Your father and I will have words when we return.” She spoke.

Resumar grinned in spite of what was happening all around them. “I’ll make sure I’m somewhere else then.” He stated. He turned back to Julie. “Be prepared Julie. When we land Dario will attack immediately. We must as well. It needs to be quick and decisive. We don’t want a long, drawn out battle. It will only bring the Kavalians to the surface.”

Julie nodded. “I will be.” She stated.

Resumar nodded and turn to his pilot. “Senior Lieutenant, inform STRIKER Two to close formation and get us on the ground as quickly as you can.”

The female pilot nodded. “Here we go.” She said.

HIGH COVEN BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

FREEDOM’S VOICE

ORBITING RITAAH


“… appears to be some sort of ion surge sir!” The tactical officer spoke from across the bridge.


“Ion surge?” Maros exclaimed looking at Vonis as they stood on the bridge of the largest and most powerful ship in the High Coven inventory. 


“Ion surge from what?” Vonis asked now.


“Unknown Colonel!” The officer replied. “Appears random and… there it is again! Whatever they are, it’s causing their Shroud to fluctuate wildly!”


Maros looked at Vonis. “We did not detect their presence when they arrived Colonel Vonis.” He spoke. “The Union has improved dramatically on the Shroud technology, or our passive sensors are not as good as we thought. I tend to believe you have improved on the Shroud.”


Vonis nodded with a small smile. “We’ve incorporated technology from the Mindvoice ship into the newer ones.” He spoke.


“Then I can assume they are probably already headed to the surface?” Maros spoke.


“More than likely yes. No telling how long they have been here… but my guess is the STRIKERS are heading down now. Resumar is a careful one Maros… he would have run sensor sweeps of the surface before leaving his ship.” Vonis answered. 


Vonis spoke freely with this man and had for several months now. Their commitment to seeing his mother’s rule end was genuine and serious. The men and women he had worked with and watched these last months were of the highest caliber and all of them knew their jobs well. All of them also wanted to see the war prosecuted in another fashion that saw them give up less and end it quicker. They had seen too many of their friends and family suffer under the current leadership and their policy of reacting to Kavalian moves as opposed to making their own. The shock that the leader they had followed for so long was actually Lucia Moran had passed within hours of Lucia revealing herself to them in the control center of their command base. It had impressed Vonis how they had gone from shock to questioning to having their purpose renewed even more when they came to the realization that if Lucia was with them, there could be others who had not yet revealed themselves. He could not fault their trust; Lucia’s information through the years had been dead on accurate, many times forgoing obvious targets because they were traps she warned them about. It also pleased Vonis to know that it was his sister’s daughter who was leading the insurgency, and the fits they must have had trying to discover who it was, when all along the very person they wanted to find was sitting with them.


They had arrived two days previous, leaving one of their BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts and the rest of their ships further out in the system. They had approached Ritaah with only their seven ships to limit accidents or exposure. Vonis knew Resumar to be the more methodical of the Leonidas sons and more than likely had plans for every circumstance. The vampire commandos with Resumar didn’t concern Vonis as much as the unknown factor that Resumar could not prepare for. Vonis knew from experience that the unexpected usually and often happened to even the best laid plans. And the unusual was happening right now.


“Shit!” The tactical officer barked. “Captain! Colonel! They just lost their Shroud! The Union ship just lost its Shroud!”


“Put it up!” Maros hissed loudly. “Put it up!”


The star chart in front of them burst to life from the table and they could easily see the streamlined and massive shape of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser beginning to turn rapidly.


“They just went to full power on their sublights!” The officer screamed out. “Their weapons are fully charged and they are heading on a course that takes them away from Ritaah! The planet’s gravity well is holding them back some but they are maneuvering!”


“I can see that!” Maros barked. “What are the Kavalian dogs doing?”


The chart shifted it’s shape and widened and then they saw the red dots that signified Kavalian ships. They were beginning to turn towards the Union Strike Cruiser.


“They are slow!” Vonis spoke softly. “Very slow!”


Maros nodded. “Ill trained and caught by surprise no doubt. Sloppy.” He looked at Vonis evenly. “Even a LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser can not stand against twenty-six ships Vonis.” He said.


Vonis met his gaze. Maros was an excellent tactical leader and a man who sincerely cared for his crew and those who followed his orders. “You realize by now that the word has gone out to KFI Headquarters. They’ll turn more ships this way.”


Maros nodded. “Our primary mission according to Lucia was to safeguard your nephew and his people while they conducted their mission to destroy this ship on the surface. I am a fleet officer sir… I…” Maros took a deep breath. “We are not the enemy of the Union and I can not allow a fellow ship captain who is not my enemy face such odds alone! Not when we are so close to achieving part of what Lucia wanted for us!”


Vonis looked back to the star chart and made his decision. “Well… it may not be what Lucia wanted… but the day had to come sooner or later. Give me a LRR with Shroud capability and two officers. I’m going to the surface.”


“I will fly it!” Asharli declared moving from her spot on the bridge.


Vonis looked at her and then turned back to Maros. “Give me an experienced soldier then Maros. A heavy weapons person preferably.”


Maros nodded. “Done.”


“COM Officer…” Vonis barked. “Open a channel to the Union ship. Secure COM Code Vonis six four three Alpha! Do it now!” Vonis looked at Maros. “Time to let them know they aren’t alone.”


Maros smiled. “Helm! Standby to maneuver! Weapons and shields to full power! Full yield torpedoes to standby!”

PILLAR OF FAITH


“…weapons range in forty seconds!” Antell’s Tactical Officer declared. “We’re ready Captain, but the gravity of the planet slowed us down enough that we couldn’t turn as sharply and then turn away in time to beat them!”


“Maintain course!” Antell barked from his chair. “We have to draw them away from Ritaah! Standby aft Type One turrets and missile batteries to draw their attention and…”


“Captain! Incoming Secure transmission!”


Antell came to his feet. “The Prince?”


“Negative sir!”


“Then who?” Antell snapped. “We are the only ship out here!”


“Secure COM code Vonis six four three Alpha!” The officer turned to look at him with wide eyes. “It’s Colonel Vonis’s Command Code Override!”


“Activate!” Antell almost screamed turning to the holodisc on the deck. He watched as the image burst into existence and he was looking at Colonel Vonis of Union Intelligence and brother to Queen Isabella. “Colonel Vonis!” He snapped.


“We are monitoring your situation Captain.” Vonis spoke. “I will make this brief. I’m heading to the surface of Ritaah to help my nephew. There are thirty-seven former High Coven ships that are now part of the Insurgency lurking about all around you. I’ve been operating with them for three months now by order of the King. This is Captain Maros, commander of this ship FREEDOM’S VOICE. His forces are standing by to assist you.”


Antell looked at the image in shock. “Assist me?” He gasped.


Maros stepped forward fully. “Captain… it would be our honor to stand beside you and squash these Kavalian dogs!” He spoke forcefully.


Vonis chuckled. “Make it happen Captain! I’ll contact you from the surface when I have linked up with Resumar.”


Antell watched with wide eyes as Vonis disappeared from the transmission and it focused fully on Maros. “I have seven ships moving with me right now and another thirty inbound from coordinates 56793 Mark four. They will join with us in fifty four seconds.”


Antell’s stern face took on the look of a predator about to feast on its prey and he smiled widely. “Helm! Come about one hundred and eighty degrees!” He barked out. “Full power to forward shields and armor. Standby main Type One and Type Two turrets! And jam any further communications from those damn ships!”


“Already on it sir!” The COM officer replied.


Antell looked at Maros. “I’ll bore in on the GREATSOUL’s port side!” He said.


“We will take the starboard then!” Maros barked. “We’ll see you after we blow her to ashes!”


Antell smiled. “That we will!”


Maros turned in the transmission. “Helm… port turn to course 7754 point three! Standby all weapons for a suppression barrage to starboard! All port side batteries to manual for targets of opportunity!” He turned back to Antell. “Fight well Captain!”


“Live well Captain!” Antell replied as the transmission ended. He turned to his executive officer and shook his head. “I’ll be damned! Fighting beside High Coven ships! I never thought I’d live to see that!”


His XO grinned. “The King told you it would never be dull sir.” He spoke.


Antell laughed. “That he did!” He nodded. “Let’s do this people! Stand by suppression barrage to port! High yield warheads in the Mark 22Bs! Let’s hurt them real bad in the first pass people! Starboard batteries to engage at will any ships in their cone of fire! Once we are clear of the GREATSOUL launch every fighter we have to help coral the others! And make it clear to our pilots the High Coven ships are on our side!”


His XO turned from the console he stood next to. “I’ve already sent word to our fighters sir! Medical Bay reports they are ready and damage and control crews are standing by!”


Antell nodded in approval. “Then let’s get to it and see what our new ship can do!”


The first instance in known history of Lycavorian Union and High Coven ships fighting as allies would come in a little known system of space above an even lesser known planet on a mission that had already altered the future with its implications the moment it was begun. 

Only the gods knew if it would grow into anything more than that, but the odds had just gotten a whole lot better.

RITAAH

VORTEX CRUISER 341


Channa had never seen or experienced anything so amazingly wonderful in her young life.


It began the moment they entered that hatchway into this ship and a new world. The second she entered the first corridor, bright lights began to come on extending down the long tunnel like scene in front of them. Channa watched as this towering cyborg nodded his head in obvious approval and motioned them further into the ship. Avatar 341 began explaining that there were fourteen decks on the nearly seven kilometer long ship. Discovering just how big the ship was stunned all of them. It took up the entire ridge of the mountain; it was the mountain for all intents. No matter where they went in the ship, every section, corridor or room; as soon as Channa entered the illumination rose nearly twice what it was before they had entered and computer consoles came to life all around them. The walls of the ship were odd, Na’lia commenting that they almost appeared alive in many respects. While many of the walls in the corridors appeared to be cave like in nature, the individual rooms they entered definitely appeared with metallic walls. They eventually made their way onto what could only be a bridge of some sort with over a dozen individual chairs and consoles. The bridge was enormous and surrounded by a clear glass like substance that showed the rock like façade that surrounded the outside of the ship.


Na'lia was sitting at one of the consoles now watching as copious amounts of information was filtering across the large screen. It appeared that Avatar 341 had extensive files on all of them and she realized as long as he had been here it stood to reason he would know far more about them than they did of him. She was also gazing at some of the most sophisticated medical journals she had ever seen. Avatar 341 stood next to where Channa sat in the body hugging chair. The chair had shifted shape to wrap comfortably around her lithe frame when she settled into it, frightening her terribly at first. Avatar 341 explained that that chair was activated by each individual operator and conformed to that operator’s shape for maximum comfort. Her hands rested on the two arms and her palms were spread out within the similar conforming spots obviously meant for hands. Her heart was racing as the towering Avatar 341 directed her to concentrate on certain things and she watched as the nine screens around her chair came alive. Channa watched in unmitigated delight as the different parts of the kilometers long ship activated because of her ability. An ability she never imagined that she had. 

Mican stood close to his elven wife and mate, gripping his weapon and unwilling to leave her side for very long. He could only shake his head and decide that in some cases females were far more calm and accepting of the unknown. Channa and Na'lia were enjoying the new ship and the discovery it was bringing to them immensely, and they had been for the last twelve hours. He was a warrior however, and he knew that you always had to be ready. Mican’s blue eyes shifted to the nine screens that surrounded Channa in the incredible chair and his keen feline sight caught the image of ships in the stars exchanging fire. His eyes grew wide and he moved to where Channa sat, standing opposite of where the avatar stood across from Channa. His red eyes were watching the screens as well and seemed focused on a plain image of Ritaah that looked to be part of the next valley.

“What is that?” He demanded looking at the screen and pointing to it with his finger.

-The Union ship bringing the Sub Pralor here was struck by sabotage and has lost its ability to remain hidden. The High Coven ships we detected in orbit are apparently friendly to the Union forces and they are now engaging the remaining Kavalian warships in this sector. I was unable to jam the initial call for assistance the Kavalian Command ship sent, but using my nodes throughout the system and combined with the jamming capability of the Union ship, they will send no more messages-

Mican and Channa’s eyes shifted to the large screen that showed three massive ships exchanging immense amounts of weapons fire. The Kavalian GREATSOUL-Dreadnought was taking a severe pounding at the hands of the Union and High Coven capital ships, while smaller High Coven ships were locked in battle with the other Kavalian ships that had remained behind.   

 “What are they doing?” Channa asked looking at the Avatar. “They are moving further away from the planet!”

Avatar 341 nodded. –Yes it appears they are drawing them away from Ritaah. There can only be one reason for that-
“What? Why?” Mican asked.

-To keep them from learning the Sub Pralor known as Resumar Leonidas has already begun to make his descent onto the surface of this planet I would surmise- The avatar moved to a console near where Channa sat in the chair. –I am adjusting my primary sensor array to compensate for disturbances in the atmosphere and residual Ion pulses. Curious- 
“What?” Channa asked as Na'lia came up to stand next to Mican.

-It appears they have incorporated small bits of technology from City Ship 41 into their Shroud capable ships. I am detecting similar Quantum fluxes in the design of the Shroud’s power matrix-
Mican’s eyes were wide now. “You… you didn’t think to tell us this!” He demanded. “Where?”

The avatar pointed to one of the other screens. –Their landing zone is three point six kilometers due east of our current location as it stands- He answered. –My counterpart has since requested…-

“Counterpart?” Channa gasped as she came half out of the chair turning her body to face him. “Wait… there is another of you coming here as well?”

-Avatar 41 is the primary Avatar of City Ship 41. He is an earlier model avatar, not as sophisticated as myself. We have been communicating for the last three point four hours through coded sub space transmissions. It was surprising that he would leave his duties on City Ship 41 to accompany the Sub Pralor, but he has informed me they will be landing in…-

“You told us he had made initial contact but you’ve been communicating with them this whole time?” Channa snapped turning even more in the chair to look at him.

-That is correct- Avatar 341 answered.

“Why didn’t you tell us?” Mican demanded.

-It was not necessary to inform you of our communications. However… two point seven minutes ago Avatar 41 requested that the forces I am in contact with here on the surface meet with their ships as they land. They apparently are aware of a plot by the High Coven members of their crew to eliminate them when they land. Their goal is this ship-

Channa looked at Mican without hesitation. “Mican we must go to them and help them!” She exclaimed as she practically leaped from the chair.

“Channa… we don’t know if they are friendly to us!” Mican spat.

“They specifically asked for our help!” Channa protested. “This is what we have talked about so many times in the past Mican! We have our opportunity right now! We must seize it right now!”

“Can’t you help them from here?” Mican asked Avatar 341.

-The geography of the surrounding terrain prohibits use of my weapons array to provide assistance due to the location of their landing zones- Avatar 341 answered quickly. –An errant missile strike without proper guidance could very well injure or kill the Sub Pralor. My programming does not allow me to exercise such risks concerning the safety of the Pralors descendants-


“Mican… we have to go!” Channa declared confidently.


Mican looked at her oddly at the tone of her voice. “Why?”


“Mican… I have always trusted you. I need you to trust me now. I… something is telling me we need to help them. It is drawing me to help them. Calling me.” Channa said softly.


“Why?” Mican demanded.


Na'lia moved closer to her. “Channa… what is it?” She asked gently. “What do you feel?”


Channa shook her head slowly. “It is hard to explain.” She answered. “It has grown so much stronger since we have been in this ship.”

-It is reasonable to assume that your Etheric abilities have become more prominent since you have been onboard. Combined with the biogenic alterations to your internal structure that stimulated L-Stereoisomer cells within your molecular structure, it has also stimulated the dormant abilities within those same L-stereoisomers-

“My name is Channa!” She barked out looking at him. “Channa! Do not speak about me as some sort of medical finding.”

Na'lia stepped up to her quickly. “He meant nothing by it Channa.” She said softly.

-The elven female is correct. I…- They watched as his facial features changed, almost as if he was thinking and those red eyes blinked several times. –Ten thousand years on this planet alone has caused me to lose the interaction I had obtained with the Pralors. I have slipped back into the primary mode of my programming and not realized it. Interesting- He looked at Channa then and moved closer to her. -The Pralors used this unique Etheric ability exclusively to communicate... Channa. Though VORTEX Cruiser 341 was not assigned a crew as it was originally designed for, it was built by the Pralors and their Etheric residue would permeate the entire ship and encourage your own abilities that have laid dormant until now- 

“Why now?” Na'lia asked him holding Channa’s hand.

-Etheric abilities powerful enough to allow communication and such aspects are very rare among the Kavalian species. Only Lycavorians, Elves and what you call the High Coven are inherently born with this ability. Others can learn it if they have been touched in some way by a person with powerful Etheric skills but for many of them it does not advance past the initial stages. The recent discovery by the descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar of the Cretvore Draconius only enhanced this ability among their kind. Since the biogenic treatments you have undergone had minute traces of L-Stereoisomer cells in them, and since these cells are known to exist only in Lycavorians or those turned by Lycavorians, it is reasonable to assume your Etheric ability has been slowly building over the years. Entrance into this ship simply speeded that evolution. The Sub Pralor Resumar Leonidas and three others approaching are among those who have refined this talent to very skilled proportions and use-

“Who?” Mican asked now finding himself very interested in what this cyborg was telling them.

-The Sub Pralor himself, a Kavalian female like you Channa and one Lycavorian male. My supposition is that this other female is the wife of the Sub Pralor and has been touched similar to your interaction within this ship allowing her abilities to come forth. She is the one with similar DNA structure to you Mican. Your sister I believe you called her. The Lycavorian male is undoubtedly a rider of one of the Cretvore Draconius for his abilities to be so powerful-

“A rider?” Channa whispered. “That’s… that’s not what I feel.” She said looking at Avatar 341. “It’s different… more feminine.”

-Etheric abilities are hard to focus when first discovered and they need to be stimulated constantly or they will degrade over time. I do not wish to guess at what it is you are feeling. I am unable to feel emotion so anything I say will only seem… it will only seem useless-

“Is it dangerous for her? This Etheric ability?” Mican demanded now as worry for the young woman he regarded as a sister came forth.

Na'lia was the one to take his arm. “No husband.” She said softly. “It is not dangerous for Channa. What the Avatar is saying, is now that Channa’s natural ability with this skill has been realized and stimulated, it has reached the point where she can now feel things we can not.”

-Crudely put but reasonably accurate- 341 answered.

“Channa?” Na'lia asked. “What do you feel?”

“It’s pulling me.” She answered softly. “Pulling me towards where those ships are going to land. It’s… it’s stronger than anything I have ever felt Mican. So warm and inviting and so very… ”

“So very what?” Mican asked stepping closer to her.

Channa rolled her eyes as she looked at him. “So soothing.” She spoke sheepishly. 

Mican stared at her for a long moment. They had fought and worked and trusted each other for almost four years now. Channa had beaten all the odds stacked against her after her time as a prisoner and being beaten and raped. She had used Mican and Na'lia as her lifeline to keep from falling into a pit of despair and now she was stronger than she had ever been both physically and emotionally. She had become a part of the family he and Na'lia were building. She was like a sister to both of them, and in the future they had talked of the hope that Na'lia would one day have her elven family accept and welcome all of them and their children into their extended family. He knew there were many things he did not understand in this universe. Mican did not understand his elven wife’s shameless love for him even though they were completely different in almost every way. He was stern and reserved while Na'lia’s true elven nature was outgoing and adventurous. Na'lia proved that every time they made love, and she had proved it from the very first day when she decided to stay among them with the other hundred or so elves and discover a way to save them from dying. He did not understand many of the more advanced properties of ships or engineering, though he was learning daily under the expert tutelage of his wife and other elves who were teachers in their settlements. Mican was a soldier and what he did understand was that in order to improve yourself and understand what you do not comprehend you must be open to things that perhaps you did not believe before. When he thought like that, as the leader he had become, it was really very simple. 

Mican made his decision and lifted his hand, pushing two fingers into his right ear and activating the COM implant. “Pasat, dispatch your squad to our location immediately! Light weapons and ammo! Quickly my friend… we might be heading into a hailstorm.” Mican waited for a response and then looked up at Channa. “I hope you are right Channa.” He said.

Channa nodded. “I am Mican.” She said. “I can feel it!”

Na'lia stepped up to her and looked at 341. “Can you monitor from this location without Channa being here?”

-Main power has been restored enough at minimal levels to sustain all systems- Avatar 341 answered. –Ground sensors are powered by subsystems not connected to the main power relays. It is accessible-

“Is that a yes?” Mican demanded.

-Affirmative-

Mican nodded. “Channa, Na'lia let’s go and meet these men and women you say we need to meet.” He spoke. “Will you allow us back onto this ship when we return?”

Avatar 341 looked at him with that blank expression. –That decision will be made by the Sub Pralor Resumar Leonidas, however I see no reason he would not grant this request. If you follow the corridor all the way to the end and then turn right you will see a sealed hatch that will allow you to exit above where we came in- He looked at Channa. -You will be able to open this door just by touching it Channa-

Mican shook his head. “Infernal machine.” He spat with disgust before turning and heading for the doorway.

Na'lia and Channa could not help but smile as they began to follow him. The Avatar’s next words made them pause.

-My primary function is the overseeing of VORTEX Cruiser 341 and safety of any Pralor that may come in contact with me. Be advised… any attempt made to injure the Sub Pralor known as Resumar Leonidas and those with him will be met with the full power of this ship-

Mican turned to look at him. “Is that a threat?” He asked.

-My programming does not allow me to make threats Mican. I am simply stating a course of action. Your obvious willingness to assist me and communicate with the Sub Pralor, as well as Channa’s Etheric abilities, this shows you are not a threat to the Sub Pralor or this ship. You never have been. It is the primary reason I have allowed you to place your settlements so close to VORTEX Cruiser 341, and increased the masking nodes without your knowledge. That does not mean however that others of your species will act in similar fashion-

“What are you saying then?” Mican asked.

-Act quickly Mican. The terrain in which they will land does not provide adequate space for the Cretvore Draconius to use their full abilities. They will need your assistance- He moved to a console and his large hand danced across the multicolored lights on the panel. He turned back to them. –I have activated a communications channel within your implants that will allow you to speak with me directly. I will provide whatever support I can from here-
“So you will help us?” Channa asked.


-Helping you was never in question Channa- 341 replied. –Only the manner in which it would be done-


Channa looked at Mican as she hefted her rifle. Her blue eyes shone with brightness and hope and she smiled, revealing perfect white teeth with the slightly pointed incisor teeth that marked all Kavalians unless they were completely changed. “I told you this would be a good day!” She announced.

KRANEK


“Ohhh… Mistress! I can’t… Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” Las’elh’s head came up from between Cihera’s quivering thighs and she tried to escape the devastating pleasure smashing through her. She slid up her Mistress’s lithe body and screamed out her delight as Anton buried his heavenly thick ten inch cock fully in her convulsing pussy and the orgasm ripped through her lush elven body.


Las'elh’s blond head dropped to Cihera’s heaving abdomen, her lips slick with her Drow Mistress’s sweet come, as Anton bellowed out his release and his huge cock erupted deep into Las'elh’s shuddering frame. His head came forward and he nuzzled the back of her four inch high elven ears firmly, switching from one ear to the next as he did with Cihera, and prolonging the sensational feelings of bliss as his cock filled her with his searing hot come. He would erupt inside her for at least a full minute she knew from familiarity now, each explosion lessening in force, but no less wonderful to experience. The combination of his elven and wolf genes gave him incredible staying power, and it allowed him to release enormous amounts of his delicious come inside her or Cihera, depending on which one of them was lucky enough to receive his gift to them in the midst of their passion. As his powerful body came to rest on top of her back, his cock completely buried inside her, Las'elh rested her head between Cihera’s firm medium sized breasts and allowed the feelings of love and happiness to wash over her. Never had she imagined herself in such a position, but now as her tanned body was sandwiched between her ebony skinned Drow Mistress and the exquisitely powerful form of their chocolate skinned Spartan husband, Las'elh could not picture herself anywhere else.


Until she had met Cihera and Anton Simpson, nothing in her life seemed to have purpose or direction. Las'elh had never met a Drow elf female before Cihera had come into her life. She had heard about them yes, and the almost surreal reaction they could elicit from other females was practically legendary. Las'elh never thought she would experience that, yet from the first moment Cihera had looked at her with those amber colored eyes Las'elh had been hers. The blistering kiss Cihera had given her on Nebonese had begun what all three of them now vowed would continue for as long as they had days in this life. Their goals had been traveling in the same direction and meeting at the same people, but until Las'elh had joined them and had the full resources of the Krypteria at her disposal through Anton or Cihera, Las'elh had only been spinning her wheels in finding her sister as Anton had once told her. She was closer now to finding her sister than she had ever been before, and the biggest part of that was because of this man and woman who had given her so much.


Las'elh had gone from a rogue agent with Elven Intelligence, to a respected temporary member of the Krypteria, the willing slave of a Drow Mistress and then wife to both that same Drow Mistress and her Spartan husband who adored them both immensely. That single kiss on Nebonese had begun it all and Las'elh hadn’t looked back yet. She was no stranger to sleeping with other females; her main cover on the resort had been one half of an elven female duo that pleasured each other as well as their clients. Las'elh thought she knew what she was doing in that regard, at least until she had surrendered to her desire for Cihera that first night and learned the wickedly divine pleasures that she received and gave to and from her Drow Mistress. Their first night together had been right here on Kranek, and it was a night Las'elh would remember always. Anton had made no move to intervene or join them for the first few weeks, content to see that they were both happy exploring what they had found together. When he did eventually join them Las'elh had been stunned at what he made both her and Cihera feel. He was unlike any man Las'elh had been with, and Anton Simpson had made her elven blood sizzle that night. She discovered what it was that made Cihera so utterly devoted to her husband, at least the physical part of it. Las'elh discovered the rest as more time past and Anton showed her what he showed Cihera every day. The complete devotion to both of them.


They had been married for two weeks now Anton, Las'elh and Cihera, and none of them had any intention of looking back.


Las'elh lifted her blond head from between Cihera’s breasts and saw her Mistress’s eyes gazing at her with love and desire. She leaned forward without question and their lips came together in a sizzling kiss while Anton nuzzled her ears and the back of her neck. He groaned softly as he withdrew from Las’elh’s warmth and tightness, Las'elh matching his sounds even as she continued her kiss with Cihera, and rolled slowly to the side to keep his weight off them. It had been an incredible morning for all of them, Anton still coming to terms with the fact that like his father he now had two women who adored him just as much as he adored them. He had woken to the sounds and smells of Las'elh and Cihera locked in a torrid position of mutual pleasure and he had become instantly aroused and ready to perform. Now… two hours later, after having both of them twice, they collapsed onto the bed exhausted.


Anton smiled as he saw they were still locked in their kiss. “You two are going to kill me.” Anton finally spoke as he leaned back away from them.


This caused Las'elh and Cihera to finally pull apart from their scorching kiss and turn their heads to look at him. One set of amber colored eyes and one set of bright blue eyes gazed at him with worship and unrestrained desire.


“Think of the death it will be husband.” Cihera spoke finally. “You will be the only Spartan alive that can say he was fucked to death! Of course… you will be dead and only my ‘slave’ and I will ever know.”


Las'elh burst out in a soft laugh and quickly climbed off Cihera’s body to scramble across Anton’s broad chest, making certain to rub her large breasts and moist center across his skin as she shifted positions so that they could both cuddle up to him. Cihera joined her as they pressed up against his sides and his powerful arms pulled them tighter.


“I think I’ll last a while longer.” He spoke with a grin.


“I would hope it’s for many centuries to come.” Las'elh said as she nuzzled his neck. “My Mistress and I still have many things we have not yet tried with you husband.”


Cihera did the same and she grinned at Las'elh’s words. “Indeed we do.”


Anton smiled as he let his eyes drift between these two women. “We should get up and get some food in us before the meeting.” He said finally. “We have to put the finishing touches on this Op and I would rather do it with a full stomach.”


“We are not enough food for you husband?” Cihera asked.


Anton chuckled. “Very high sweet content.” He answered with a straight face. “But aside from that…”


The pounding on their door of their small apartment given to them by the Immortals caused all of them to sit upright quickly. Anton moved quickest of them, pulling on his pants as he moved across the bedroom and into the main room. Cihera looked at Las'elh and they both licked their lips in desire at what he showed them.


The banging continued and Anton finally slammed his hand down on the control panel to the side. He was about to snap at whoever was on the other side when he saw Tir’ut’s massive form standing in the doorway and he was pulling on a shirt over his bare chest and abdomen.


“Tir’ut?” Anton asked.


“Something has happened on Earth and Dysea darthirii ilhar is calling all of us to the command room immediately.” Tir'ut spoke looking at Anton. “Normya has gone on ahead for her mother was…”


“What?” Anton asked suddenly very much alert. He sensed Cihera and Las'elh coming out of the bedroom as well pulling sheets around their bodies when they heard the tone of Tir'ut’s voice.


“Darthirii ilhar Dysea was… she was incensed!” Tir'ut answered.


It took them only a few minutes to throw clothes on and rush to the Command Center in the center of the Immortal Settlement on Kranek. The pathways and metal walkways high above the ground made for easy access to different parts of the settlement itself without having to walk the crowded streets below. They burst into the command center to see Normya in Tir'ut’s arms a look of extreme worry on her beautiful face. Dysea was standing beside Esther and holding her hand tightly as she trembled in anger and the others in the command center looked astonished, among them Danarla and her elven husband Ta’lon. Anton knew that his Aunt Dysea and Cha'talla’s wife had become very close friends over these last weeks and they were almost never apart when they weren’t working on the operation to rescue the female elves from Belid. They had much in common it seemed, especially now that their children were married and their friendship was growing. The image of Deia was on the table in the holoimager and she was speaking to several aides in whispers as she approached the podium that was set up from what looked like outside the Spartan Senate Building on Earth. T'lolt stepped up to them immediately when they came in.


“We have been monitoring Union Netnews Channels and discovered they were reporting explosions and attacks in Sparta and different parts of Earth. The only thing they will say is that there have been attacks against the Royal family. They have been saying that the Prime Minister will be making a statement and finally stopped trying to guess at what was happening.” He then pointed to the transmission. “She just arrived and is about to speak.”


“Attacks against the Royal family?” Anton asked quickly.


T'lolt nodded his head. “Whatever it is that is happening… it isn’t good.” He answered as the image of Deia began to speak.

“I will make a brief statement and then take a few questions, but please understand the situation is still ongoing and we are still reacting to events.” Deia spoke. She took a deep breath. “Approximately seven hours ago Zarah Leonidas was captured by a handful of High Coven Commandos in a vile terrorist act. She was brutally beaten and raped by Dante and Javier Moran as well as others.”

“By the gods no!!” Dysea gasped as her eyes filled with tears and she gripped Esther’s arm tighter.

“NO!” Normya screamed pulling away from Tir’ut’s embrace. “Zarah no!”

 “...location of the Mindvoice ship. Once this objective was met, that information was passed on to Empress Aikiro and additional High Coven terrorist forces that have been hiding on Earth for what appears to be several months. An attack was then launched against Dragon Mountain. At the same time other Coven forces attacked the Kavalian embassy here in Sparta while still others attempted to extract the Moran brothers from the elven city of Reylan in the south. Empress Aikiro of the High Coven and all the men with her that attacked Dragon Mountain are now dead. Aikiro was killed by the Feravomir’s own hand. Our brothers and sisters who call Dragon Mountain home insured that there were no survivors. A small transport that attempted to land shortly after the attack began was destroyed as it approached Dragon Mountain by automated defensive systems.

“Javier Moran is also confirmed dead at the hands of his sister Lucia, who as it is known to me right now, saved Zarah Leonidas’s life. His bonded dragon Naruth was killed by Prince Androcles and Elynth in battle. Dante Moran and his dragon Marux were severely injured battling Prince Androcles until his mother intervened and allowed him to escape. Androcles then took the fight to Yuri and gravely wounded her before being seriously injured himself and having to withdraw. Currently we are in the process of trying to find her and any who may be assisting her. When we do, she will either be captured or tried as a terrorist or she will be executed on sight. Probably the latter if the Durcunusaan find her first. Androcles has taken his older siblings aboard the SCIMITAR and left the system in order to protect them. The younger Leonidas children are all under heavy guard at the royal estate. The King and Queen Aricia are on location at our southern base and helping in the search for Yuri. Queen For'mya is on her way back to Sparta now. Queen Isabella Leonidas has left with the SCIMITAR.” Deia looked up. “There is not much else we can tell you at this time. Events are still happening as I said.” She set aside the data pad. “I will take a few questions… but I will warn you now, terrorist forces have acted in a heinous string of events against members of my family and I am not in a particularly good mood at the moment!”
Dysea and the others could see that many of the reporters were stunned at this revelation and it showed on their faces. 

“You?” Deia asked quickly.

The man looked stunned but he stammered out his question. “Prime Minister Deia… you said… you said members of your family. Are you saying…?”

Deia nodded. “Yes… King Leonidas and I are related. I am… I was Queen Eliani’s sister. I knew both Resumar and Eliani very well. And no… I will not go into details at this time. Martin Leonidas and I decided long ago there was no need to reveal this information. Now however, now after what has happened, I felt the time had come so it will give you some idea as to my anger over these monstrous acts.”

“Prime Minister… is the story that we have been reporting about Carisia Moran and Prince Androcles… about Empress Aikiro’s daughter Narice and Prince Arrarn… are they true?” A woman spoke from the side. “And if so… are they involved in any way with what has happened?”

Deia nodded. “Yes they are true. Carisia Moran is now Carisia Leonidas. She was married to Androcles little more than a month ago. In the same ceremony where Narice and Toria Leonidas were married to Arrarn and became members of this family.”

“And this was not a ploy to…” The woman attempted to continue.

Deia turned dark eyes on the woman. “Carisia Leonidas is the one who gave the order to activate the Durcunusaan and lock down the Royal family and priority individuals! Her actions could very well have saved lives!” She hissed. “She and Narice were part of the initial search for Yuri and in cleaning out Coven terrorist forces from Reylan. They are not part of this vile act and any insinuations from any of you in that regard will be met with the full weight of my office in retaliation!”
This caught many of the Netnews reporters by surprise as well since it was well known Deia was very patient and methodical in her actions. This showed on their faces and the way they looked at each other.
“Is it true Prince Androcles was training High Coven dragons to fight the KFI?” Another reporter blurted out.

“Empress Aikiro brought those dragons here as a means to gain our trust. They are the same dragons that she had taken from their mothers and fathers when their ship crashed in The Wilds nearly twenty-four years ago.” Deia announced. “They were a façade for her to earn our trust. She did not foresee that Androcles would turn those riders and dragons into true Bonded Pairs. Yes… he has been training them… but certainly not to fight the KFI. He has been training them to realize their own potential and break the bonds of High Coven oppression. A goal he succeeded in since every single one of them departed with him aboard the SCIMITAR.”

“And Princess Carisia… Princess Narice…?”

Deia shrugged her slim shoulders. “They found love and their futures in the arms of two Leonidas brothers. What more is there to say in that regard? They looked past what they have been taught and made their decision. It is a decision the Leonidas family has embraced.”

“It is being reported that the Kavalians are not allowing any rescue personal and equipment into the remains of their embassy Prime Minister. Can you comment on that?”

Deia shook her head. “Queen For'mya is returning to Sparta to address this issue as we speak. Their embassy is sovereign Kavalian territory granted to them by the Union Senate and leadership. We can’t force them to take our help.” Deia held up her hand. “I will address you all in another few hours when we have more information. Please wait until then for further questions. Thank you.”


“I want to speak with Deia!” Dysea snapped angrily as she reached up and wiped away the tears. She turned to T'lolt where he stood next to a stunned Cihera and Las'elh. “T'lolt can you do this if I give you her personal COM channel! Aricia, Martin, For'mya… none of them are answering their personal channels... and I have tried several times since this news began to break!”


T'lolt nodded immediately. “Give it to me.” He replied moving quickly towards the main communications console. He caught the pad Dysea tossed to him and plugged it into the console without pause. “It asks for a code Dysea?”


Dysea didn’t hesitate in answering. “Spartan Three… nine three seven one ML.” She answered.


T'lolt nodded and entered the code. “It’s activating!” He spoke turning back to the holoimager on the chart table.


The image of Deia lifting a mug of something to her lips came into view, flickered and then cleared instantly. They could see several individuals moving around inside what could only be her office. Dysea gasped when she saw For'mya step into the transmission as well. She looked tired and worried and her face showed it.


“Dysea our love!” For'mya gasped.


“For'mya… Kinsoaurgai!” Dysea exclaimed. “Tell me… I have just seen this… tell me what is happening For'mya!”


For'mya began to speak but stopped as the emotions finally became too much and she shook her head tears filling her eyes. They watched Deia get up from her chair and moved up beside her quickly, placing her hand on her shoulder and squeezing. For’mya turned to look at her and nodded as she struggled to gain her composure.


Deia turned to face them in the transmission. “We are still investigating Dysea.” She began.


“We… we just saw your announcement to the Netnews!” Dysea spoke.


She nodded. “I gave that about forty minutes ago. We do not know much more than what I said in that briefing.” Deia told her. “Things are still rather confusing at the moment.”

“Deia… do not…” Dysea began.


Deia shook her head quickly. “I’m holding nothing back Dysea. Not now, not this time. There is too much at stake.” She replied instantly. “Martin and Aricia are still at SODRAG with Helen.”

“Aikiro is dead?” Esther asked now stepping closer to Dysea.


Deia looked at Dysea in the transmission. “Dysea we should…”

Dysea shook her head. “We are among friends and allies here Deia.” She said quickly. “You may speak freely.”


Deia nodded without hesitation then. She had worked with Dysea more than enough times through these last years to know that she was a superior judge of character. If she said it was ok to speak freely than that is what Deia would do.


“Yes… Aikiro is dead.” Deia answered. “Helen was the one who killed her. Androcles killed Javier’s dragon Naruth and he came very close to killing Dante Moran and his dragon as well. Witnesses from Reylan… they are saying they saw him doing things Dysea! Things they had never seen before. He went after Yuri and…”


“Does that monster live?” Dysea asked with heat in her voice.


Deia nodded slowly. “We believe so unfortunately. How we don’t know. Androcles’s own words to others at SODRAG made it seem as if he mangled her too severely for her to survive. If he hadn’t been shot he would have…”


“Shot?” Normya barked moving up next to her mother as well.


Deia held up her hand to stop any further rapid fire questions as For'mya lifted her head, once more in command of herself.


“He was hit four times Dysea.” For'mya spoke now. “When Aricia and I saw him at SODRAG before Martin arrived he had been able to push two of the projectiles out before he shifted back.”


Dysea and Normya looked at her with wide eyes, as did Anton now as he stepped closer. “He shifted back to human form before purging the projectiles from his body?” Dysea gasped. “Andro should know better than that!”


For'mya nodded slowly. “His only concern was getting back to where Zarah was.” She stated. 


“Mother…?” Normya spoke. “Mother how is… Zarah? Is she…?”

“She was aboard the SCIMITAR and that is where Aricia and I dropped Bella before returning to Earth.” For'mya said. “I did not see her Normya, but Eliani was with her. To have reacted as Androcles did… I can only assume the reports were accurate.”


“Lucia Moran saved her?” Dysea asked in disbelief.


Deia nodded. “Andro made that very clear to me. He contacted me from the TYPE II he was on after the confrontation with his father as they were returning to the SCIMITAR and…”


“Confrontation?” Dysea asked moving closer to the transmission. “What do you mean Deia? What confrontation?”


“Martin has not been himself these last weeks Dysea.” For'mya spoke now. “It has something to do with his Pralor ancestors and those of Yuri. We are waiting for Helen to tell us more, but Martin has been… he has been under the influence of an evil force that was somehow warping his mind. It was controlling his actions and… he struck out at Aricia and me…”

“Kinsoaurgai no!” Dysea sobbed.


For'mya waved her hand. “It was not our Martin.” She said quickly. “Our Martin would never strike out at us for anything. You know that! I… I questioned this as well right after… but it was a foolish thought Dysea my love! He loves us with all that he is and he would never hurt us willingly. It was stupid of me to think such a thing. This thing… this evil thing was controlling him.”


“Then this thing… it still…” Dysea asked.


For'mya shook her head. “He is free of it once more. Helen, Arzoal and Torma have made certain of that. Unfortunately, they did not get there in time to stop him from beating Androcles severely in his rage. It was almost as if this dark evil wanted Martin to kill his son. It was horrible to watch… it… he beat his son so badly.” For'mya stopped for a moment then continued. “Helen and the others saved him though. I returned here to Sparta because the Kavalians would not allow our rescue personnel to help them. I had to contact the Kavalian Ambassador myself as I was enroute back here. He relented and I have gathered with Deia here in her office until we discover what else is going on.”


“The Durcunusaan has locked down all family members and any sensitive locations here on Earth.” Deia picked it up then. “The only one unaccounted for at this time is Ardis, Tarifa’s oldest, but she is also a member of the Durcunusaan and will more than likely contact us soon. She is probably on her way to a secure location now and has just not checked in. A team is going to her apartment as we speak.”


“Deia… you said Andro has left with his siblings!” Dysea asked. “Where has he gone? Why…”


“He is coming here.” The deep male voice spoke from behind all of them. Dysea spun around quickly and saw Cha'talla enter the command center holding several data pads in his hands. “They are taking a longer than necessary route here, but they should be here in three days time if Androcles’s calculations are accurate. And I believe they are.”


“Cha'talla?” Dysea asked even as he came forward, his dark eyes looking at For'mya and Deia in the transmission. He stopped next to Dysea and Esther, pulling Esther close to him and looked down into her surprised emerald green eyes. 
“You… you have spoken with him?” She exclaimed.


Cha'talla nodded. “Just after they left Earth.” He answered. “I spoke with Captain Sa'sur personally.”


“That is where you went three hours before daybreak?” Esther asked pressing closer to her Immortal husband and placing her hand on his massive chest.


Cha'talla nodded. “He brought this idea to me six weeks ago. The possibility of coming here to train these dragons. He said it was important that the Coven riders have a place that will be neutral to them, a place where they would not have to guard their actions and words. A place where they could grow and become one. Androcles asked me if I would allow this and I said yes immediately. Over these last weeks we have finalized the details, and just a few days ago he contacted me to confirm that this is what he needed to do.”


“You… you allowed this husband?” Esther asked with surprise.


Cha'talla looked at her with his dark eyes. “It was you and our son who started us down this path my Blessed Wife.” He told her softly. “A path that I was reluctant to take for fear that we have not done enough to show we are different than the other Immortals. Look at what has happened because of your actions. Normya Leonidas loves our first born son and she is now his Blessed Wife; Lynom protects with his life the one who he has come to love no matter what she thinks of him…” This information made both Danarla and Ta’lon look at him stunned. 
“We are different! Our tribe is different and I will no longer attempt to hide them! Our actions speak louder than our words and I will not sit by any longer and be without action.” Cha’talla turned back to look at Dysea even as Esther’s eyes became blurry with tears. “Your son did not question my request for help in defending our home here Dysea Leonidas. He acted because he could see the love his sister held for my son… the love Tir'ut holds for her. He acted because he trusts you and your purpose here. Saying yes to Androcles was as easy as breathing in the air around me. 

“I no longer care if it becomes known I still live. That my tribe is here. Let them come for me! We will stand and defend what we have built. And we will stand with those who did not hesitate in trusting us to begin with. It is why T'lolt and I have worked so diligently with Anton and the others to come up with a plan to rescue As'hia and my son as well as the other elven females Phy’iad and his men hold against their will. Our future began the day Normya Leonidas stumbled into our lives, and I will make sure that future does not die in its infancy.” 


Dysea was unable to say anything as she looked at Cha'talla. He was at one point in time perhaps the most feared Immortal in High Coven history. He had been Captain to the High Lord for well over a thousand years, longer than anyone before him. His history before that was well documented within the Coven history scrolls and the history texts of his own people. He was fearless and intelligent and supremely skilled in the art of war. His years since Esther had come into his life had tempered and refined him and Cha'talla knew it. He was smarter and more skilled now than he ever was, all because of the diminutive pureblood vampire female who had claimed his heart and soul that day so long ago.


Cha'talla turned to the transmission where Deia and For'mya were still watching. “The SCIMITAR and her Strike Wing will be here in three days. Androcles asked that I not pass that information along, but I am a father as well and it is something you must know. Your family and friends will be safe here, just as Dysea and Normya and all others who have come here have been safe. You have my oath on that Prime Minister Deia of the Lycavorian Union.”


Deia nodded her head confidently in the transmission. She stepped closer to the small holoimager in her office on Earth. “Then know this Cha'talla of the Immortals… you have but to ask me for anything for your people and it will be yours. Anything at all.”


“The two that were protecting Lucia Moran?” Cha'talla asked. “They were the sons of a fellow warrior in my tribe. They were good men. Do they…?”


“They survived. They left with Andro.” Deia said immediately. “And they are bringing with them a surprise as well.”


“A surprise?” Cha'talla asked.


“You will see.” Deia spoke.


“Dysea my love…” For'mya spoke. “We must keep an open channel now. Too much is happening here and I don’t know if it is over? I need to be able to contact you if the need arises. We have arranged such a thing with Melyanna as well on Hadaria.”


Dysea’s eyes went a little wider. “Melyanna!” She barked out. “I never thought to ask! What is happening there? Is Buonau letting her leave?”

Deia shook her head. “She refuses to allow this.” She answered. “Anja is furious… but she is remaining for now. The hearing has been moved back until tomorrow morning and when Anja is done dealing with Buonau she will take the SPIRIT and return to Earth.”

“And Resumar!” Dysea asked. “The High Coven troops with Resumar! They must be aware of what Aikiro and Yuri planned! They will attempt…”


Deia nodded her head. “We know.” She answered. “However… Resumar is under a communications blackout until they reach the surface of Ritaah. He will not break that blackout. We will know nothing until he contacts us from inside the new Mindvoice ship. It is one of the reasons Avi went with him.”


“How soon will we know?” Dysea asked.


“They should be reaching the surface just about now if everything went according to plan.” Deia spoke.

BELID


As'hia didn’t know why she felt so warm as she woke lazily. 

They had reached the caves easily enough just before dusk and then moved deep into the bowels of the huge mountain range. Lynom obviously knew where he was going and she simply followed him as he used his vampire vision and she her wolf eyes until he came to a tunnel that became a dead end. She was about to question him and ask him quite sarcastically if he had gotten lost when he stepped up to the rock face of the wall and touched his hand to two small boulders that protruded from the rock face. The moment his hand touched them, a two meter wide, half a meter thick section of the wall lifted up to reveal an enormous cavern behind it. As'hia’s eyes were wide as she followed him through the entrance. She didn’t even bother to look back as the hidden section of rock wall dropped back into place, so stunned by the inside of the cavern as she was.

It was obvious Lynom had been here many times before. She watched as he immediately began to activate Illum globes all around the huge cavern when they arrived and she began to see even better just how big it was. There was a large fresh water pool near the back and she could hear the running of the water which told her it was being fed from somewhere else in the mountains. There were large crates of equipment scattered all about, several heating globes near where most of the equipment was stacked neatly. She saw boxes of fresh clothes and boots, weapons, food and even medical supplies. Enough to last for months if need be she estimated. She had watched him silently as he set about activating the heating globes and set aside the equipment he carried. He hadn’t spoken three or four words at a time to her since they had left the stream where she finally saw who Lynom truly was. Her reaction towards him had no doubt made him think many things and withdraw further into the wall he kept so powerfully erected around him. They had slept that night on different sides of the main camp area, and even with the blanket As'hia had been shivering most of the night from the chill of the caves. The next day he had left her in the cavern while he scouted back along the trail. As'hia had never felt so alone while he was gone, and even though she took a long bath in the cool spring water and found clothes that fit her in the many crates, she could not escape the sense of loss that gripped her. She spent the better portion of the day cleaning every weapon Lynom had stockpiled in the cave and adjusting the ground sensor units he had placed during his patrol. When he had returned, she had waited expectantly for him to speak with her, yet he had only grunted that no one had followed them. She had sat sullenly while he took fresh clothes and moved to the spring and jumped in fully clothed before removing the uniform he had on while he was in the water. 

He was attempting to hide his body from her, believing she could not stand the look of him after her reaction the other day, and not knowing this was the furthest thing from the truth. As'hia had watched him while he washed his upper body, her wolf eyes easily able to see him even in the dimness of the cavern when he shut off the Illum globe near the pool. The ripple of the muscles in his shoulders and arms and the ripped definition of his abdomen and back could only be described as glorious. His physical definition matched that of any Spartan that As'hia had ever spent time with, and in many ways was even more impressive because of his size. The bronze color of his skin shone in the dim light, no trace of his Immortal blood seen until you saw the bone spikes along his jaw and the outer portions of his hands. Even the normal sunken eye sockets were not as prominent because of his long dreadlock like hair. And As'hia loved his hair. It was almost as long as her own dual colored locks and he had apparently decided not to cut it off, instead unwrapping and then re-braiding each strand of his hair. Once that task was complete he used a leather strand to pull it all together and secure it in a dreadlock ponytail. He must not have known she was watching him, for Lynom had climbed from the pool completely naked and As'hia had to consciously suppress the groan of intense desire as she saw his flaccid cock dangling between his legs. 

Whatever the cause, As'hia could not remember the Immortal men who had raped her. Whether it was due to the beatings or the drugs, she did not know, but she could remember only small bits and pieces of that time and only very vaguely. Lynom’s cock was not as large as the Immortal cocks she had seen on the men at the base raping the other female elves, but it was certainly quite impressive. Easily nine inches long even flaccid as it was and it looked to be very thick. It matched the color of his skin and As'hia was stunned at her next reaction. She actually licked her lips in desire when she saw it and felt the wolf blood in her begin to simmer. She looked away quickly when he dressed efficiently and headed back into the light of the main cavern. Once more he only spoke short words to her, while giving her rations and such before he moved to the spot where he had spread out a sleeping mat. He ate quickly and then stretched out his six foot four body on the mat saying he would scout the area once more tomorrow to insure they were not being followed and then he was asleep in minutes. He left As'hia poking at the rations in her hand before she too settled onto the sleeping mat and allowed sleep to claim her.

As As'hia opened her dark brown eyes slowly she discovered the reason she felt so warm and it was quite the surprise to her. She was not staring across the ground at the back of the cavern; she was staring across the broad expanse of Lynom’s chest looking at the back of the cavern. As her eyes grew wider and she realized where she was, she also realized her firm breasts were pressed tightly against Lynom’s ribcage, her right leg drawn up over his and her right arm stretched across his powerful abdomen. She felt the pressure on her shoulders and down her back and knew it could only be his arm holding her in place. The warmth radiating from his body was filtering wonderfully through her, her cheek resting on his chest. Her mind exploded with many things, foremost among them was how she had gotten in this position. She didn’t move a single muscle and she could feel the even rise and fall of his broad chest that told her he was very much asleep. As her senses came back to her she realized that the warmth of his body had attracted her at some point during the night and she had sought out this warmth as her wolf instincts naturally took over. Lynom’s Amarian Willow Flower scent filled her nostrils powerfully and she felt even more warmth surge through her as her body reacted to his scent. Reacted in a way she certainly did not expect. Her nipples grew extremely hard and she felt moisture seep out of her suddenly very aroused pussy and soak into the pants she wore as her mind remembered the view of his naked body. Instinctually she reached out with her mind and felt the warmth of his presence within Mindvoice and the way it made her feel, and her eyes grew suddenly very wide.

As'hia yelped in stunned surprise and pushed off of Lynom’s body, propelling herself away from him. She didn’t see his dark eyes burst open and his hands reach for the rifle that rested next to him as he rolled and came to his knees instantly alert and ready to kill.

“As'hia! What is it?” He barked as his eyes swept around them holding the SA80. As'hia sat on the ground staring at him with wide eyes. “As'hia!”

“You… you bastard!” She exclaimed viciously causing Lynom’s eyes to grow wider at her words.

“What?” He asked with a confused expression as the SA80 lowered slightly. “What is wrong?”

“You… you let me lay next to you!” As'hia snarled.

Lynom’s eyes grew wider and he lowered the SA80 fully. “You were cold! Your whole body was shivering!” He spat. “You mumbled something and then laid next to me!”
“You should have… you should have given me another blanket then!” As'hia growled at him as she got to her feet.

Lynom stood up fully as well and looked at her with a disgusted expression. “I am that much of a monster to you that you would rather lie on the ground and shiver than be warm?” He asked walking up to her.

As'hia looked up at him and lashed out with her hand, raking her nails along his cheek savagely and drawing blood. “Did you get your thrills having me so close to you Lynom?” She hissed as Lynom’s head rocked back more from the surprise than the force of the blow. “Did it make you feel manly when I was…?” As'hia gasped when he turned his head back to her slowly, the four bloody scratches from her nails on his cheek and his dark eyes now the cobalt blue of his vampire genes.

Lynom trembled in anger, his vampire blood boiling in his veins at this unexpected attack against him for something she perceived he had done. He hissed softly at her surprised face, fully exposing his vampiric fangs and seeing her eyes grow larger, changing to her wolf eyes and her own wolf fangs extending as she naturally reacted in a manner to defend herself. Lynom paused for a long moment and simply stared at her. His love for her would not allow him to react as she expected him too, and he no longer denied the fact that he did love her. He would not act as those animals that had mistreated her so. Lynom almost laughed at the irony of this situation. He loved this elven female with every fiber of his being and had since the first moment he had seen her strength in fighting those animals who had forced themselves upon her. As'hia in turn hated him with equal feeling he wrongly assumed. He knew what he was doing the moment he laid his eyes upon her and had acted the way he did even knowing it would put his people in jeopardy. He had not cared. He still did not care, for even though she hated him, he still loved her with all that he was. It was more painful than any physical hurt he had ever experienced to know how she felt about him, but at least she was alive and would be safe when she returned to her family. For all that… he would not have done anything differently.

Lynom turned quickly away from her startling As'hia somewhat, and he moved to several of the equipment crates and picked up the pack.

“Your elven metabolism has not fully recovered from the drugs and beatings you were subjected too.” Lynom spoke as he began stuffing items into the pack. “That is why you are still cold during the nights. I know you have refused so far, but I suggest taking the medicines I left for you so that it speeds your recovery.”

“What are you doing?” As'hia snapped as she watched him moved to the crate with the rations and take an armful, only to move to the pack and drop them in.

“My presence here is not beneficial.” He spoke softly. “You don’t want me here and you certainly don’t need me here.”

As'hia watched as he dropped several small cans of ammunition into the pack and took several plasma grenades and then he sealed the pack. He hefted it onto one shoulder and then turned to look at her as he lifted the Immortal sword from the rock and pushed it through the straps on the pack. “Where are you going?” She demanded.

Lynom’s laugh held no mirth in it. “One day to hell probably.” He answered her. “Right now I am going to set up my own camp on top of this mountain and leave you to yourself.”

“What?” As'hia gasped.

Lynom stepped up to her side as his cobalt eyes vanished. He looked down at her face. “I do not begin to understand what you must feel after enduring what you have Ssin’urn ‘Anon. But I am not one of the monsters who did these things to you.” He said softly. “Even so… my presence continues to remind you of what happened so I will leave. I will be on top of the mountain making sure no one followed us and monitoring the communications array. My father and brother will be here soon, as will your parents, and then you will never need to see another Immortal in your lifetime. You can return to your life and try to rebuild what you have lost. I will not remain here and let you hate me for being what I am however. Not with as much as I have fallen in love with you As'hia. That is too painful to endure.”

As'hia stared at him in shock at this pronouncement and he turned without another word and moved to the cavern entrance. He touched the opening and As'hia watched it slide open and then Lynom moved through it without a second look back. The sound of the rock wall closing was almost thunderous in the now empty cavern and As'hia was then truly alone. As alone as she had ever been.

RITAAH


Resumar didn’t think it was going to be easy
. 
It seemed nothing a Leonidas did was ever easy, and this fact appeared to follow him and Andro more so than their other siblings for reasons which he could not begin to fathom. The clearing was there just as their imagery had told them, however the terrain surrounding the clearing was far thicker than it appeared and this immediately caused problems. The moment the STRIKER’s landing pads touched the ground the High Coven troops in the back began their assault. Even as prepared as they were, the sudden quickness of the attack caught them only partially aware. Cemath and Mirra could not use their superheated breath within the confines of the STRIKER and they were left to activate their psychic shields and try and stay out of the fighting as the Coven troops began exchanging heavy fire with the Spartan troops among the numerous large crates of equipment they had brought. A stray projectile round had ricocheted off the interior walls of the STRIKER and then into the cockpit where it entered just below the pilot’s left ear and blew her brains all over the front of the windshield even before she had fully powered down the ship. As the co-pilot worked frantically to shut down the ship’s systems so they were not damaged more by stray fire because they were powered on, more projectiles slammed into the armored sides of the cockpit doorway making Athani cringe and stay out of the line of fire as she clutched the K14. One vampire commando had blurred fast enough to reach the doorway of the cockpit, intent on killing the Kavalian whore and the two pilots. All of the commandos knew the layout of the STRIKER by memory and he knew he could escape through the cockpit hatch.


His plan did not factor in the towering bulk of Avi, or the immense strength of the cyborg in the cockpit. As he blurred into the cockpit, the tree branch thick arm came whipping from the side to smash into his chest even in the middle of his blur. As he wailed in agony, his body lifting into the air and all forward momentum gone, he wondered how anyone could have matched his speed while blurring. He never got the chance to answer that question as when he landed on the deck with a grunt of pain and rush of air, the Kavalian whore appeared above him the K14 extended in her hand, and she calmly pumped two kinetic rounds into his cranium. Athani didn’t pause as she stepped over his lifeless corpse and slammed her hand down on the controls, activating the emergency hatch and turned back to the co-pilot. Though filled with worry for her new husband, Athani had a job to do and she knew Resumar would be upset with her if she did not complete it. 

“Open the ramp!” Athani screamed out. “We must get them off the ship before they destroy all our equipment or ignite the explosives!”


“Ramp coming down!” The harried co-pilot shouted as she slammed her hand down on the panel between the seats.


“Avi… the cameras in the back? Can you get them working?” Athani screamed as they heard the roar of gunfire that could only be the exchange of P190A3s and SA80 weapons fire. Athani knew that while the STRIKER was a large ship for its class at over seventy meters, it was only twelve meters wide and there were only so many places Resumar and the others could hide from sustained weapons fire.  
-Stand by- The hulking cyborg returned to the seat he had occupied and his hands flew over the console with a blur. –I have all the cameras up-

Athani crossed over to stand beside his shoulder, her blue/green eyes wide as she saw the gaping opening in the back where the ramp was now down. She could also see Cemath and Mirra attempting to make themselves as small as possible in the back of the STRIKER. There were two bodies by Cemath’s right foot and she could see bright blood on the deck. She smiled grimly as she realized two Coven troops had gotten too close to him. The cameras could also see the bodies of half a dozen others, but it was too dark to make out whether they were Coven troops or Spartans.

“Damn!” Athani swore. “Is there nothing we can do to help them?”


-This vessel has no internal defensive systems. It was not designed for battle on the interior- Avi answered. –We must remain here as Resumar told us and keep the Coven troops from taking the ship-


“Nubou!” Athani spat. “If they hurt my Resumar I will gouge out their eyes and feed them their entrails!”


Resumar ducked down behind the crate once more and slammed a fresh magazine into his K12. More projectiles whizzed over his head and impacted the bulkhead of the STRIKER and he winced slightly as the buzz saw sound of the 190s returned fire. He turned his head quickly as Julie Collins blurred across the open area between the two massive equipment crates and skidded to a stop next to him holding the K12 in her hands and slamming roughly against the crate.

“They want this ship as much as we do!” Julie barked above the gunfire.


Resumar looked at her. “No! What gave you that idea?” He shouted before leaning around the crate and sending six rounds whistling down the center of the STRIKER before leaning back. “How many are left?” He barked out.


Julie squatted on the balls of her feet and launched another half dozen rounds over the top of the crate before lowering herself back down. “Nine I believe!” She yelled back as she quickly changed magazines.


“We aren’t going to stay lucky for very long!” Resumar declared. “One of us is going to hit the crates with the explosives and do major damage!”


“Your dragon can do nothing?” Julie asked.


“Too confining!” Resumar answered. “He can’t even get his wings open fully inside the ship to fight! He did take out two of them who got too close to them though!”


“Yes! I saw that! Efficient use of his talons if you ask me!” She answered. 


“We do try!” Resumar shouted.


Julie looked at him and couldn’t help the smile on her face from showing. Yes indeed, he was so much like his father, and Julie had every intention of returning that part of her life to herself no matter what she did.


“Are you always so nonchalant about men and women shooting at you?” She screamed as she extended and sent another tirade of projectiles down the length of the STRIKER.


“You should see my brother!” Resumar answered. “He would have just stood up and pushed them all out the back with…” Resumar’s dark eyes grew wide for a moment. “That’s it!”


“What is it?” Julie declared.


Aryschanne? Resumar reached out within Mindvoice.


My love? Athani answered immediately.


Athani… release the upper rear compartment locks! Resumar commanded.


What? Resumar… that’s insane! She barked within Mindvoice. The entire ship will drop! The landing struts will be crushed! They…


Aryschanne… we must get them off the ship! They are all located behind the last two equipment crates. He explained quickly. If you unlock the upper rear compartment locks it will knock them over and allow us to rush their position! Trust me Athani… it will work!

Very… very well husband! But if you die on me Resumar Leonidas I will haunt you for the rest of your spirit life! Athani spat.


Resumar looked at Julie. “Grab onto something!” He barked. “The others will know what it is when they hear the alarm!”


Julie watched him wrap his hand and arm around the large straps securing the crate to the floor and she did the same as a red light began flashing a buzzing alarm sounded. “What are you doing?” She screamed at him.


Resumar smiled stupidly at her. “Giving us the edge!” He exclaimed.

Cemath’s eyes went wide and he turned to look at Mirra! Mirra! Brace yourself! Quickly! He commanded as he wrapped his tail around one part of the harness mechanism and saw her do the same. He dug his talons into the deck plating as much as he was able and closed his eyes. I hope you know what you are doing brother! He shouted within Mindvoice.

The alarm stopped sounding and the floor of the STRIKER dropped away. Literally.


Athani opened the dividing door into the rear of the STRIKER and bright moonlight met her eyes. She gasped at what her feline eyes saw. The moment she had bypassed the upper locks on the rear compartment, it was as if they were separating the rear of the ship from the cockpit area as an in-flight emergency. Since she only released the upper locks, the last fifty-five meters of the ship had dropped with all of its weight down ten meters. It had the desired effect she saw, as Resumar and Julie were now mingling at the rear of the half buried ramp, the landing struts on the STRIKER crushed beyond repair. She could see all the way through the ship even though the forward section was also beyond repair bent down and inward as it was. Even the Dragon Armor skin of the outer shell could not withstand the stress of the odd position and weight and had buckled outward as opposed to ripping completely as the rest of the normal Duridium shell had done.


Athani leaped across the small opening nimbly and used her catlike abilities to slide and maneuver her way down the steep incline of the rear section of the ship. She saw Resumar turn towards her as she neared him at the foot of the ramp and she leaped the last six meters with ease landing in front of him.


“This was your solution!” She exclaimed. “This was… it was…”


Suicidal! Mirra exclaimed with equal emotion in Mindvoice. Athani Leonidas… you married this one?

Cemath chuckled. I thought it was a brilliant move. He spoke.

Mirra whirled her purple scaled head toward shim. You would! You are just as suicidal as your Bonded One!

Resumar looked at Julie with a smile and then turned back to her. “It worked didn’t it?” He spoke. 

Athani looked around and saw the remains of five High Coven troops in the light of the moon, three of which had been crushed by the last equipment container when it broke its restraining straps. Julie was squatting slightly away from the overturned crate as the remaining Spartans moved back from around the now grounded STRIKER. The senior enlisted Spartan came up to Resumar.

“We swept a hundred meters around the clearing as you ordered Milord. No sign of them.” The man spoke.


“How many dead?” Resumar asked with some trepidation.


The enlisted man shook his head. “Surprisingly none Milord. The High Coven was using soft ammunition. Seven of our people were knocked out by the massive concussive force of the projectiles, but none were killed.”


“Soft ammunition?” Resumar said looking at Julie.


She nodded standing back up. “The Empress did not want any equipment damaged Resumar. She wanted these ships as well as the MV ship.” She turned back to the woodline along the clearing. “The remaining Coven troops blurred off in that direction.” She said pointing to the southeast. 


Resumar nodded. “That’s the secondary landing zone where Dario’s STRIKER was setting down. He isn’t answering calls in Mindvoice, though I can feel him and Sorran both. They are agitated to say the least!” He turned to the enlisted Spartan. “Hyperetes Mescis, leave half the team here and ready the others to move to Dario’s location. You remain here and secure the ship and prep the contents to be moved.”

Brother? Cemath inquired as he came to his feet.


Resumar nodded. “Get airborne and see if you can see anything Cemath. Mirra go with him. Athani…” He spoke turning to her.


Athani shook her head. “I will remain with Avi.” She said quickly. “I know. He seems to be the only one who thinks your stunt was just as insane as I do.”


“I don’t like that Dario won’t answer me.” Resumar spoke.

“Perhaps he thinks you are just as crazy as I now do.” Athani snapped.

Resumar began to smile but was cut off from completing that smile by the massive explosion to the southeast. All of them whirled as the huge fireball spiraled skyward lighting up the darkness like a small sun. A fireball that was quickly followed by the sound of rolling thunder. A powerful gust of wind slapped all of them in the face, staggering Athani and Julie slightly as they watched with horror in their eyes.
“Dario!” Resumar exclaimed. “No!”

Dario was not answering his cousin for a very good reason. He was fighting to stay alive to the very best of his ability.


Things had started to go wrong the moment their pilot flared their ship for landing. They had hit a batch of rough air and two Coven troops mistakenly took this as them setting down on the surface. Even though Dario and the other Spartans were prepared for an attack, the two troops blurring into the cockpit before they had landed surprised them completely. Without even thinking to look out the cockpit window and take notice that they were still a hundred feet in the air, the two Coven troops lifted their SA80s and shot both pilots in the back of the head. Though they were using soft ammunition, STRIKER pilots rarely wore helmets, and Dario’s eyes were wide in horror as the blood and brains of both pilots decorated the inside of the windshield almost simultaneously. Their deaths sent the STRIKER into an immediate tailspin from which there was no recovery. Thrown violently back by the gravity of the tailspin Dario was pinned against the chair he sat in even as the two Coven troops were turning their weapons on him.


The STRIKER impacted the ground at nearly a hundred and thirty KPH directly on its belly with no landing gear to break its fall. Not that it would have mattered anyway. Dario was saved from the fate of the Coven troops in the cockpit for the simple reason that he was sitting and not standing. The impact on the unyielding ground sent both Coven troops rocketing upwards and then down again, their heads and shoulders instantly crushed by the crash as the dorsal section of the STRIKER caved downward from the force of the contact with the ground, and then their lower bodies shattering in the downward motion of the crash. As it was, the chair Dario sat in was nearly torn from its metal bolting in the deck and he was suddenly dangling sideways, dazed and very confused.

The STRIKER’s collision with the ground sent up a billowing cloud of dirt and shredded grass. The ramp was torn from its mountings and all twenty-two members of the assault team were sent hurtling in different directions. Sorran and Dario had been in another STRIKER crash similar to this before and the moment Sorran felt the ship go into a tailspin he shouted a warning to his partner and drew his tail and head as close to his body as he could. He relaxed his body so as not to try and anticipate the impact with the ground and he would be able to spring about with the force if he was lucky. His fellow dragon was not as lucky. He did not pull his body in as tightly as he could, ignoring Sorran’s directions in fear. The rear of the ship smashing into the ground shattered all four of his legs for he was trying to brace for the impact. As his head came up and he began to bellow in pain, the top portion of his harness snapped off and was driven downward through his skull as the top of the rear of the STRIKER dropped a good meter and a half, turning the now lethal protruding piece of metal into a killing apparatus.

Dario shook his head to clear his mind and began tearing at the straps holding him in place. Using his strength he was able to yank the main one free of its mounting bracket and he slipped out of the chair under the other strap. He staggered towards the open door into the rear of the ship and came face to face with the dazed High Coven senior officer of their group. With a snarl of intense rage Dario smashed his head forward, the thicker bone of his Lycavorian skull impacting the nose and cheek of the dazed vampire officer and crushing that bone and cartilage to mush. As the officer screamed in pain and staggered backwards away from him Dario drew his Nehtes, thumbed the extending button and drove one half of the nine foot spear through the man’s chest. He yanked it out in the same motion and looked into the rear of the ship with wide eyes. 


“Execute! Execute! Execute!” He screamed the words as he moved into the rear of the ship.


Then all hell broke loose. 


Dario dove for cover behind one of the crates as he saw two High Coven troops rise up and level their weapons at where he was standing. As he rolled into the back of the first crate his eyes caught the motion of three of his men struggling to get their weapons unlimbered. They accomplished this exactly at the same time as two High Coven troops dashed forward with their weapons already out. Dario could only watch with wide eyes as the five men unloaded on each other from point blank range. He watched as the bullet strikes to all of them men were burned into his memories for all time. Blood blossomed from the bodies of the Coven troops even as two of his troops staggered back under multiply impacts to their reinforced Mark IV ArmorPly. Dario would learn later that this is what saved them from the soft ammunition that the Coven troops were using.


Sorran! Dario screamed out in Mindvoice.


Brother I am stuck! Sorran answered instantly. Get out Dario! My harness is crushed and the body of…


No! Dario exclaimed.


He died quickly! Sorran spoke. His body pins me to the floor. You must get out! The impact broke open one of the explosive crates! The electrical fire will ignite it in moments! Get out Brother!


NO! Dario screamed out. I will not leave you! 
Dario bolted to his feet and turned to run to the back of the ship just as another High Coven troop stepped out in front of him and lifted his SA80. Dario didn’t hesitate and didn’t pause. He simply reached out with his long, powerful arm and snatched the shorter Coven troop up by his throat and ripped him off the ground carrying him with him as he walked. The Coven troop dropped his weapon as he tried to claw at the iron grip now squeezing his throat closed to no avail. Dario was a large Spartan, nearing six foot three and two hundred and thirty pounds and he was physically extremely powerful. As he moved forward he finally squeezed with just enough force that he crushed the vampire’s larynx as he rammed him into the next equipment crate in the line. Dario didn’t hear the man’s spine shatter on impact with the metal crate, or the gurgling of the blood pouring into his throat. The only thing that mattered to him was getting to his Bonded Brother. Dario ignored the random weapons fire, or the fact that both the Coven troops and Spartans that had survived were doing all they could to get out of the ship before the electrical fire that had begun along the port side reached the now shattered crate that had held the explosives they were to use to blow up the MV ship.

Dario made his way quickly through the increasing smoke from the widening fire and reached the pen area of the STRIKER. His eyes were wide at what he saw. Sorran was pinned under both the crushed harness and the body of the second dragon that had come with them. Blood was pouring from the massive wound in the second dragon’s skull all over his Bonded Brother’s back. He rushed forward immediately and without regard for his own safety he began trying to heave the head and neck of the dead dragon off Sorran’s back and shoulders so that they could tear at the harness.

Dario you have to go! You have to leave me! Sorran growled out even as he tried to move his shoulders and help his Bonded Brother push the weight of the dead dragon off him.

“NO!” Dario screamed as he grabbed the saddle harness the dragon wore. 
You will die fool! Sorran snarled.

Dario glared at him then. “Then we will die together!” He shouted. “Now shut up and help me idiot!”

Sorran gathered as much of his legs under him as he could and with Dario using all of his wolf strength and their combined TK power they were finally able to pushed the body of the dragon off Sorran’s back and shoulders. Dario immediately looked at the crushed harness and yanked his Nehtes from the thigh holster once more. 
“Can you never do anything the easy way!” Dario screamed at him as he began to hack at the remaining sections of the twisted metal dragon harness.

Only you would put us on another ship that crashes! Sorran barked right back at him. You volunteered us for this mission! He continued as he used his clawed talons to pull down on the opposite section of the harness framework. See the sights you said! Meet beautiful female dragons you said! And here we are! I should have known! Once more digging our way out of a crashed STRIKER that is going to explode at any moment and scattered us to ashes!

“It won’t if you shut up and pull!” Dario screamed as he finished severing the frame at the top and it dropped free of the ceiling allowing Sorran to pull the remainder off his back and shoulders with his talons. Sorran looked at him then, his eyes bright. “Can we go now Brother?” Dario snapped.

With all haste! Sorran popped.

Their psychic shield almost glowing, they plunged through the smoke and flames licking at them as they dashed for the ramp. They had to duck lower than normal to clear the top of the ramp but then they were out among the stars and moonlight and Dario immediately shifted to his wolf form to put as much distance between them and the ship as possible. His dark blond fur rustled in the night air as his powerful legs propelled him away from the doomed ship.
Go brother! He screamed out as he willed his four legs to carry him away as fast as possible. Go!
Sorran didn’t hesitate and immediately snapped out his wings and reached for the sky, pulling away rapidly with powerful sweeps as he climbed into the cloudless sky. Just as he cleared the tops of the trees and the edge of the clearing the STRIKER exploded.

The resulting concussion wave sent him spiraling out of control over the tops of the trees, snapping the crowns of large trees off as his nearly four metric tons became something akin to a meteor. He didn’t hear his Bonded Brother yelp in surprise as the concussion wave picked the dark blond wolf up in its wake and tossed him like a ragdoll. They didn’t see the fireball that blossomed in the night sky and reached nearly four hundred feet up considering the amount of explosives the STRIKER was carrying.

Oh this is going to hurt! Sorran heard Dario spit out just before his huge skull smashed into the top of a three hundred foot tall tree and knocked him silly. 


“Gods!” Na'lia gasped as they came up short and watched as the fireball reached skyward and the explosion caused the ground around them to tremble.

Nine Kavalian rebels had joined with them and they were sprinting through the darkness with ease, navigating the terrain easily since they knew anything with ten kilometers of the settlement like the back of their hands.


“They must have been carrying a huge amount of explosives!” Mican declared without pause. “No transport ship would cause that large of an explosion!”


“We must hurry!” Channa spoke as she began to move again.


“Channa… there could be vampire troops out there!” Mican snapped. “We can not fight vampire troops at night! They’ll take us down one at a time using the shadows!”


“Mican… do you think they would be moving back towards that explosion if any of them survived?” Channa barked. “They would be moving as fast as they could away from that in case it draws the attention of the Kavalians in the sector! They don’t know the ships are above us fighting! I thought I saw a body flying through the air to the northwest! Lycavorians are hard to kill! Perhaps he or she survived!”


“How do we know that?” Pasat spat as he stepped forward. “Channa… we are taking a huge risk! The Lycavorians can see in the dark far better than we can! They might mistake us for Coven troops! You said yourself that the Coven would tried to kill them! How do we know that is not what has happened?”


The pull was becoming too strong for Channa to ignore and she snarled viciously. “Then I will go alone and we risk only me!” She spat before turning and bursting into a run into the darkness heading northeast.


“Channa!” Mican shouted to no avail as Channa used her feline speed and agility to disappear almost immediately. “Fuck!” He whirled on Pasat. “Take half your squad and move around to the west Pasat!”


“Mican she…”


“Has she ever been wrong before?” Mican snapped.


Pasat blinked several times and then turned to the group following them. Channa had saved his life once and he would not forsake her. “First four with me! The rest of you stay with Mican!” He ordered. 


Mican looked at Na'lia who was still watching the fire reach into the sky. “Na'lia?”
Na'lia turned to him and lowered the portable scanner she held. “The composition of the explosion was concentrated Talorium Mican. From the force of the explosion and radius of the blast I’d estimate at least two thousand kilos of it.” She said softly. “Whatever they are here for, it’s not to hurt us. They came to destroy something with explosives!”


“Are you sure?” Mican asked.


Na'lia nodded. “Yes.”


Mican took a deep breath and turned back to the darkness. “Let us find Channa before she steps into a shitstorm and hurts herself.”


He took off at a fast trot followed by the others.


Dario! Brother where are you! Dario wake up anse you! Sorran’s voice filled his head.

Dario groaned loudly as he opened his eyes and found himself staring at the night sky through the trees. Stop shouting! Dario snapped. You’re hurting my head! Uhhhhhhh!


Dario! Resumar’s voice broke in now filled with relief. Are you hurt? Where are you?


That… that depends on your definition of hurt. Dario answered as he slowly moved his head back and forth. When he felt no pain he lifted his head slightly and looked down to make sure he still had his arms and legs. He lifted his hands and only felt the painful ache of soreness as his arms followed. He wriggled his toes in his combat boots and then bent his legs slowly so that his knees were extended up and his feet were flat.


“Ok… ten fingers… ten toes.” Dario croaked softly. “At least everything is still present.”


Dario! Sorran’s voice erupted in his head again.


“Damn it Brother! Stop shouting!” Dario snapped.


I’m not shouting fool! Sorran snarled back.


Dario can you see where you are? Resumar asked. Sorran nearly crushed us when he fell!


I see two moons! Dario replied. Does that count?


There is only one moon Dario! Athani’s voice spoke. Resumar… Avi has got the short range sensors working again. He is four hundred meters to your northeast.


Dario… we’re on our way!


“Great!” Dario spoke letting his hands drop to the ground once more. “I’ll just sit here and rest then.”


The Coven is still out there cousin! Resumar barked out. Be mindful of everything around you!

“The way I feel… dead might be better.” Dario spoke with a soft chuckle.


I will show you dead when I get there idiot! You should have left me! Sorran declared but the worry in his voice was obvious.


Complain. Complain. Complain. Dario retorted.


Dario grunted when the weight pressed onto his chest and he blinked several times until he focused and saw the boot attached to the very long leg. His eyes followed that lean leg up to the very shapely hips and firm ass, the slim waist and large breasts and then into the most delicious blue eyes and full lips he had ever seen. Blue eyes with vertical slits like the cats he had seen on Earth. He saw the amazingly long raven black hair surrounding those eyes and sensuous lips and the near flawless tanned skin.


“Athani… you have blond hair right?” Dario spoke.


What? Yes… you know that!


“Then I’m looking at a beautiful angel and I must be dead.” Dario spoke.


Resumar! Athani’s voice erupted. Avi is detecting a dozen heat signatures closing on Dario! One is already on top of him!


Shit! Resumar’s voice filled Dario’s head.

“Who are you talking too?” The soft voice asked him as the large caliber projectile hand weapon lowered to point at his chest.


Dario smiled as the scent of apricots filled his nostrils. “The angel smells good too.” Dario said.


“Tell me who you are talking too!” Channa barked as she leaned over and brought her handgun closer to his chest. “Who are you?”


Dario we are almost there! Resumar shouted.


Dario looked into those beautiful vertically slit blue eyes. “You know… it’s not polite to pretend you are an angel.” He spoke.


Channa’s face became confused. “Are you stupid?” She asked the moonlight bathing the face of the man beneath her boot in a dim light. She could see the strong jaw and masculine cheekbones but the shadows hid the rest of his features. She knew he was a large man, easily the size of Mican, for he had made a slight impression in the ground where he had landed after she watched him fall through the trees.


“You smell really good!” Dario said once more.


Channa leaned over even more as she felt tingles in her body at the whisper of his voice. “Can you hear me?” She barked. “Who are you talking too? Tell me or I will shoot you in the chest and leave you here to die!”

“No.” Dario said.


“No? No what?” Channa snapped.


Dario ignored the ache in his body and his hands flashed up. He grabbed the barrel of the weapon with is left hand, his long fingers wrapping around the weapon and twisting it to the side directing it away from him. His left hand snatched the front of the shirt the female wore and he pulled her down towards him. His green eyes changed and his wolf fangs burst from his gums as he snarled viciously.


“You won’t shoot me!” He spat before lifting his right leg and using his knee to heave Channa off the ground above him and throw her over his head. He used the momentum of his throw to roll over on top of her and pull the weapon out of her hand which he promptly tossed to the side. He pinned Channa’s hands to the ground and leaned over her face seeing her eyes go wide. “I told you it wasn't polite to point guns at people you don’t know.”


“Get off me!” Channa snarled baring her feline fangs.


“Care to tell me why you…”


Dario’s head snapped back as Channa brought her tail whipping up and smashing into the side of his head. His grip on her hands loosened just enough that she pulled her left hand free and sent it driving upwards into his chest with all of her strength. This caused Dario to roll to the side of her and Channa instantly rolled away from him and leaped to her feet. She whirled and watched Dario stagger slightly to his feet holding his head where he tail had struck him. He turned wolf eyes on her in surprise. “You are Kavalian!” He gasped.

Channa didn’t hesitate and snapped up with a front kick aimed for his head. Her five foot nine height and long legs gave her exceptional power and her constant training regime with Mican and Na'lia had made her a deadly fighter. She had killed over a dozen Kavalian troops with just her hand to hand abilities, using her speed and the superior acrobatic ability her tail gave to her. She had underestimated Dario’s height in the dimness of the timber around them however and her boot slammed into his shoulder and stopped as if it was hitting a wall. She heard him grunt in pain as she faltered with her balance. Channa didn’t hesitate and seamlessly went with the momentum of her action, turning in mid air and whipping her tail around to strike him again. She heard the satisfying thwap of her tail striking skin and she felt him stagger once more as she completed her spin in the air and landed on her feet. She immediately launched into another side kick that would have crushed the skull of her opponent if it had connected. This kick did not and two very strong hands caught her foot easily with speed she had never been witness to before. Dario glared at her down the length of her long leg.


“Nubou woman! I am not your enemy!” Dario shouted.


His words fell on deaf ears as Channa leaped off the ground even as he held her right leg and she sent her left leg whistling forward to connect with Dario’s jaw. The power of her kick sent him stumbling back as he released her foot and she landed upright on both her feet once more.

“I will not allow you to hurt those I protect!” Channa barked as she stepped forward. “I will kill you Coven scum!”


“I am not part of the…!” Dario began to shout as he looked up, blood running from his mouth where Channa’s kick had smashed into his jaw and lips.


Channa’s tail whipped out once more as she leaped into another flying kick at his head. The tip of her tail slapped into Dario’s face and she heard him grunt in pain just before her fist smashed into his cheek. Channa used her fists and her tail in conjunction, pummeling Dario with blow after blow. She had refined this skill to an art, her tail acting as a less powerful fist so it appeared she was a whirlwind of action. Channa had never felt so charged and powerful and she was caught up in this new feeling. Her limbs felt quicker, her blows more powerful, and her speed even more than what it normally was. Her blue eyes were wide with newfound energy and she did not know why. The was only one downside to her current fight.

Channa had never fought a Lycavorian that was bonded to a dragon.


“Enough of this tail sibfla!” Dario’s voice growled.


Channa’s eyes went wide when Dario caught one of her wrists and her tail in his two hands and she froze in mid motion. The next thing she knew, she was sailing through the night air where she landed with a loud grunt of pain and air escaping her lungs from the force of her landing. Dario wiped the back of his hand across his cheeks as he moved towards her. The force of her landing had stunned her and Channa blinked several times trying to focus once more as she pushed herself up on her elbows.


“Are you done?” Dario snapped as he moved to stand above her. “Listen… I just had my big ass tossed over three hundred meters through the air when my ship exploded. I came down through those tress hitting every nubous branch there was, and then I landed like a sack of limp sibfla! I am not in the mood to play games with you anymore! And I am not part of the High fucking Coven! And if you hit me with that tail one more time…”


Channa sprang off the ground and did just that, her tail snapping forward and crashing into Dario’s face with enough force to knock him back a few steps. This time however she darted to the side after hitting him, preparing for his retaliation. She did not see the Coven soldier unwrapped the shadows from around his body and lift his weapon to shoot her in the back. Dario however, he did see the Coven soldier the moment the shadows began to shift behind her. His wolf eyes were much more attuned to the night and he moved forward with speed that stunned even Channa. Her blue eyes were wide as she blinked and then the huge man was upon her. She closed her eyes in recognition that she was about to get hit very hard but all she felt was a rush of air move past her and the sound of the collision of bodies. She spun gracefully and could only watch with unmitigated awe at what happen next. 


“You Coven motherfucker!” Dario snarled with fury as he knocked the SA80 upwards and used his superior height to wrap his arm around the soldier’s head and shoulders while he twisted his body back to face Channa. “A dragon is dead because of you and your pals! My friends are dead!”


Channa heard a ghastly guttural sound as she watched the larger man use incredible strength to lift the lower body of the vampire who had appeared behind her in the air and then bring it smashing down as he held the man’s head in the crook of his arm. The snapping of the man’s neck and spine was grisly in its tenor. His legs twitched horribly several times and then the man dropped the body without regard on the ground. She could see his chest heaving in the dim light and suddenly she realized that this man was far more dangerous than she had first realized. He had moved with speed and strength she had never seen before. He had frozen her with some sort of power in the middle of a kick that would have snapped his neck and then he only tossed her a few meters. Her eyes lifted from the twisted body of the Coven troop and she gasped softly at what she saw. The moonlight caught those eyes just right and they were the most appetizing eyes she had ever seen. She could not determined their true color in the darkness even with the moonlight, but she could see the black ring around the light cornea and she could also see the man’s long flesh tearing fangs extending from his upper jaw. He hadn’t been lying to her. He was no vampire.  

Channa saw Mican and Pasat emerged from the darkness with their weapons leveled at the man with unwavering arms. She opened her mouth to warn them but Mican spoke first.


“Do not move!” Mican spat. “There are a dozen weapons directed at you this very moment.”


Dario lifted his wolf eyes and looked at Mican. “You think?” He snapped sarcastically. “Is this beat on Dario day? Do I have nubous lae stamped on my head somewhere?!”


“Shut up!” Mican barked. “Channa are you alright? Did he hurt you?”


“Mican this is not…” Channa began to speak but this time Dario cut her off.


“You know… I’m really tired right now! I was almost blown up! I fell through a bunch of really hard tree branches. I’ve been slapped by her tail way too many times. I save her life… and now you are pointing weapons at me.” Dario spoke. He threw up his hands in disgust. “I can’t win cousin.”

“Do not move!” Pasat shouted as Na'lia came forward now and moved up next Channa.


“Channa… are you…” Na'lia looked at her face and saw her looking at the man oddly. “Channa?”


Whatever it was Channa decided; it was growing stronger by the millisecond. She could feel it pulsing through her like currents of electricity and it was energizing her body like before. It was like a blanket of power and warmth that was wrapping around her, protecting her and feeding her energy. The only problem with that was that Channa also felt it coming from the man in front of them. And it was staggering in its power.


Her eyes went wide and she looked at Mican. “Mican put your weapons down!” She barked. “Do it now! Quickly!”


Mican looked at her confused. “What?” He exclaimed. “Why?”


“Because if you don’t… we will kill all of you and leave your corpses to rot.” The new voice spoke from Mican’s right side. He froze when he felt the cold steel barrel of a weapon press to his temple and he saw the slightly shorter but equally as wide Lycavorian step further from the shadows.


Pasat and the others began to shift their weapons and make ready to fight when the three piercing roars filled the darkness and three massive dragons dropped out of the night sky. The sounds of snapping and crushing trees that surrounded them echoed across the landscape as they landed in a triangle all around them, Sorran behind his bonded brother and Cemath behind Resumar. Gasps and yelps of surprise and fear echoed in the small clearing Dario and Channa’s fight had brought them too and the Kavalian rebel troops staggered in all directions. They found there was really no where to turn as a dragon glared at them from every angle.

“I suggest you take my advice.” Resumar spoke once more. “It has been a bitter night for us… and we would rather not have to kill those who are suppose to be our allies.”


Mican didn’t lower his weapon but he turned his eyes to look at Resumar and the head of the massive beast behind him, his arms shaking. He was superior in controlling his fear, but even Mican could feel the coldness of death grip the pit of his stomach with three of the beasts his kind were so terrified of.


“All… allies?” Mican spoke.


“You are Mican correct?” Resumar asked.


“How do you know that?” Mican demanded.


“The Avatar I have traveling with us heard it from the one you just left on VORTEX Cruiser 341.” Resumar answered. “Put your weapons down… there are still High Coven troops like this one that survived the crashes of our ships. We do not need to fight them as well as each other.”


“You… you are Resumar Leonidas?” Mican asked as his weapon began to come down slowly. “Son of King Leonidas.”


Resumar nodded. “Yes. The man your friend here…” Resumar motioned to Channa. “…has been slapping around is my cousin Dario.”


“She wasn't slapping me around.” Dario snapped.


That does not appear to be the case my brother? Sorran spoke as he lowered his huge head next to Dario’s shoulder and turned his eyes on him.


Dario turned his own head and looked at him. “Yeah… look at you? Big old knot on your head! Scales all busted up! You ain’t looking so rosy either! I just got tossed three hundred meters across the surface of this planet and…”

Channa watched them converse back and forth with eyes of wonder. The head of the dragon alone looked as if it could swallow the man whole, but yet he stood there talking to the dragon as casually as one would a family member. She could not hear the dragon’s end of the conversation, but it was obviously a lively one no doubt. Channa felt the presence of someone close to her and she turned her head quickly to come face to snout with the rather large dragon only one meter away. Her gasp of surprise drew the attention of Mican and the others.


“Channa!” Mican barked reaching for Na'lia instinctively to protect her. “Channa get back!”


Mirra moved her head closer to Channa; her amethyst colored eyes wide and unblinking as everything she had felt for two weeks came crashing to the forefront once more. The reasons she felt she needed to come on this mission. The reason that she choose to ride with Cemath and not Sorran, who she had taken quite the liking too according to Athani Little One. This was the reason standing before her with raven black hair and dazzling blue feline like eyes.


You can feel me can’t you? Mirra asked gently within Mindvoice. You can hear my words yes?


Channa’s eyes grew enormous then as the soft tone of the female voice echoed in her head. Amazingly it didn’t frighten her… it soothed her more than anything else she had ever felt. Channa found herself nodding her head quickly at the question that voice had asked her and she sensed Mirra move even closer. Once more Channa ignored Mican’s shout of alarm and that voice filled her head once more. 


My… my name is Mirra. Touch me please.


Channa did so without a moment’s hesitation, placing her palm flat on Mirra’s snout. Na'lia, Mican and the other Kavalian troops all gasped in stunned shock as the light blue color psychic shield activated at the tips of Channa’s fingers and began to spread back up her arm and around Mirra’s massive head and snout and then down her long neck and across her lean muscular body until it ended at the very tip of her tail. By now it had engulfed Channa’s entire body as well and she felt a whirlwind of memories and experiences race through her, places she had never been, people she had never seen. Wondrous places with towering mountains and lush forests, blue green oceans and white sandy beaches. Mirra’s amethyst colored eyes opened slowly and she stared at Channa. 


Destiny has brought us together my Bonded Sister. She spoke with giddy happiness in her words. And I am so very happy to finally meet you. May… may I hear your voice Channa my Bonded Sister?


“You know my name?” Channa gasped.


Mirra nodded her massive head. I know many things about you now. Just as you know many things about me. You are strong and willful. Speak with your mind sister. It will come easily to you now.


I don’t know… Channa’s eyes flew open when she began to answer without even using her mouth. She looked at Mirra with unabashed glee. I… I spoke with my thoughts! She exclaimed.


Mirra nodded. And we will do so much more.


Channa turned to the man and women who she regarded as brother and sister and she saw Na'lia with tears in her eyes and her hands over her mouth. Mican looked utterly stunned as she moved closer to Mirra and lifted her hands to brush her smooth scales.


“Mican! Na'lia!” She exclaimed now. “This is… this is Mirra! She is what I have been feeling all along!” Channa declared. “It has been her all this time!” Channa turned her head back and placed her small hands on either side of Mirra’s massive snout. “My… my Bonded Sister!”

IRARUZU

“…say again?” The Puma Bane Commando Leader spoke as he pressed his finger into the curve of his slanted ear.


They were holding position four hundred meters away from the Drow estate waiting for the explosive traps to be tripped so that they could move forward and confirm that the two females who had escaped the store were dead. The soft whimpers of humiliation and pain still filtered to his ears from the two Drow females his men had brought with them. His men were growing tired with them, both of them beaten and raped more times than he cared to keep count. 


“Major… a Bontawillian KJU21 Corvette landed at the spaceport minutes ago.” The voice of the five member team he had left in the city reported.


“Why is this of interest to me?” The Major snapped.


“Not the ship sir… who exited the ship.” The voice answered. “Senior Polemarch Walter Carson.”


The Major’s eyes grew wide. “The senior enlisted man in the entire Union? Here on Iraruzu! You must be mistaken!” He spat.


“No sir! I checked with our data files three times.” The man answered calmly. “Two Elven Dragoons from a unit assigned to Earth and an older Drow female also left the ship with him. They are just now departing the spaceport facilities and moving into the city.”

“Why would the senior Enlisted man in the entire Union military be here? In a civilian ship no less.” The Kavalian Major asked no one in particular.


“Events are still very confused here sir! Many people are still running around and looting the store! Others are just milling about in shock.”


“Extend the simulated Deutrino field around the city as well.” The Major ordered immediately. “His presence here is not a coincidence! It can’t be! We are still waiting for these two females to show themselves and can not leave until we know they are dead. Destroy the Corvette with missiles from a secure location and then kill this Polemarch when he returns to investigate.”


“As you order sir!” The voice answered.


“Major!” Another voice barked from his left and he turned to see the stationary guard pointing back towards the house. He could see the three remaining members of the Puma Bane team that had hit the Drow store in the city running across the open area towards them.


“Damn this can’t be good!” He spoke getting to his feet as the three men trotted up.


“Major!” The one who had been stabbed in the face by Lu'ria’s blade was first to speak.


“Why are you here Kamal?” The Major demanded. “You were suppose to insure they were dead before leaving the estate!”


“They did not enter the estate sir!” The assassin answered. “We discovered a hidden control room of sorts near the main entrance. Inside we found cameras and monitoring equipment. One of the cameras was directed on this location! They knew you were here!”


“Fuck!” The Puma Bane Leader snarled. “Where did they go?”


“They appear to have loaded several packs and then moved above ground through an escape hatch of sorts. It came out on the far side of the estate five hundred meters inside the timber. We returned rather than follow them.”


“They are on foot?” The Major asked.


“Yes sir.”


“They will try and get out from under the Deutrino Field!” The Major spat. “We can’t allow them to make their way into the mountains or we will lose them for sure.”


“Major… one of them is a human female.” The man spoke.


“Yes… a human female who has lived among the Drow for at least two to three years! She will be in excellent physical condition and extremely intelligent if she is a member of the Krypteria! She will also know how to kill our men! Take two more men with you and follow them! Pick up their trail before it becomes cold and…”


“I will find them Major.” The voice spoke from behind them.


The Major turned to see the tall young man come forward from behind two other commandos. His dark blond hair was matted with sweat and the camouflage paint decorating his face gave him a disturbing look, but there was no mistaking whose son this was.


“Leruk… your father entrusted you to me.” The Major spoke. 


The young man nodded. His skin was deeply tanned with no trace of hair so like the Kavalian commandos that stood around him. He wore similar body armor and carried identical weapons, but he was definitely not Kavalian. “Yes he did.” The young man spoke. “He expects us to accomplish our mission as well. Making sure I am not put in danger was not part of that mission.”


“Leruk… you are the second son of Marshall Pusintin! You…”


“I am a Puma Bane Commando am I not?” The young man asked. “I have completed all the training just as these men have. I have been on four operations with your unit before this one. I am very capable Major. And I’m the only one among us who has the ability and advanced enough skill to track them by their scent. An ability my father taught me quite well.”


The Major met Leruk’s eyes for a moment before making his decision. “Kamal… take Leruk with you. I will remain here until I know this Carson person is dead and then I will follow with the rest of our force. Our secondary team is waiting at the rally point. If you need assistance contact them.”

“I will not need them sir.”


“If you do… do not hesitate to call them.” He spoke. “They are a hundred strong and they arrived only yesterday so they are fresh. Do nothing stupid Kamal… we have already lost more than we were supposed to lose on this mission. I hope the other teams fared better than we have. Six dead and five wounded. Against elves!” The Major shook his head. “I do not want to lose anymore.”


Kamal nodded. “As you order sir.”


Walter and Daba moved along the main street of the city. It had no official name but was the main port city and was simply called Iraruzu Center. The two Dragoons walked behind them, their eyes and ears alert for anything. All of them wore civilian clothes so as not to draw attention to themselves, but even still whoever they came across as they walked made it a point to move away quickly, all of them muttering under their breath and looking at Daba. Walter’s hand unconsciously caressed his right leg where his Nehtes rested in its thigh holster. He carried a standard P190A3, since these weapons were common finds out in The Wilds now. It was one of the very few weapons of war that Martin and Deia had allowed to be exported to allied worlds for the simple reason it was extremely reliable and rugged. They knew of course that the designs would have made their way to the Black Market eventually and they wanted to insure their allies had such weapons to defend themselves if need be. Over the course of the last few years however, many of them were turning up on the Black Market because of lost equipment caches or Black Marketers who had gotten their hands on several shipments of the weapon. While they had been seized and dealt with severely, they had already sold the weapons by the time they had been caught and now forged copies of the real weapon were turning up all over The Wilds. The real P190A3 was now considered a status of wealth and skill in The Wilds. Walter also wore a Limian Hand Blaster that fired hardened darts that carried a small explosive charge in the tip of the round. The charge was powerful enough to blow a half credit sized hole in the target causing massive bleeding and pain. He carried the weapon because it reminded him of the ancient Earth weapon he had grown fond of as a young man, the M1911 .45 caliber automatic. 

Daba carried a K14 secured in a holster on her side under the long cape she wore, plus her dual Shakur fighting knives. They were a gift from Aihola when she became a Senator and she treasured them. The two Dragoons carried an assortment of weapons but Walter knew they were out of place here almost immediately. All of them moved with practiced grace and natural confidence. And there were very few elven mercenaries or pirates. The elves were just too noble a race to resort to such a life.


Walter finally stopped on the street outside what appeared to be some sort of small general store and he turned to look at Daba. “Something isn’t right.” He spoke to her.


Daba nodded as she looked around and then back to him. “I agree.” She said softly. “And whatever it is… it has to do with me. They… the people are avoiding me like I have Acamarian Plaque.”


Walter reached up and tapped his right ear. “Ceneia?”


“We’re here Walter.” She answered from the Corvette.


“Have you pulled up an overview of the city yet?” He asked. “It’s bigger than we first thought.”


“According to Krypteria records… the Drow front operation should be straight on the main street you are now on. It is approximately a hundred meters across from the large ten story structure on the left. It is the tallest building in the area. That is the main Lodge for visitors to this dreary place it appears.”


Walter turned and spied the ten story building. He estimated it was three quarters of a kilometer away and he nodded. “Very well. I see it.”


“Walter… be mindful. There is a lot of chatter on the radio frequencies about some sort of assassination at a store in the vicinity.” Ceneia said. “I can’t make heads or tails of what the idiots are saying, it’s all very random, but I can tell you that something has just occurred that has got the population stirred up quite a bit.”


“Yes…” Daba broke in touching her ear implant. “We are seeing it on the streets as well ussta cryso. They are treating me as if I have a disease of some sort.”

“You Mistress?” Ceneia’s voice answered.


“Yes… they are avoiding me.” Daba spoke. “And going to great lengths to do so I might add.”


“Walter… I don’t like this.” Ceneia said quickly. “Given what Majeir felt and now this? It smells like a trap.”


Majeir… can you sense Lu'ria nearby? Walter asked within Mindvoice. He left their conversation open so that Daba and Ceneia would be able to hear and speak as well.

Not nearby no. I can feel her… but she is heavily shielded Walter and this is preventing me from touching her. I wish to take to the sky. I can find her quickly this way. Majeir told him.


Walter shook his head. Not yet. We don’t know what is going on Majeir and having you take to the skies from the spaceport would announce to everyone that there is a dragon on this world. The Drow’s cover would be blown wide open.


Walter… her shields have a… they…


Walter looked at Daba when he answered. They what?


They are far more powerful shields than she should have. Majeir told him. It is almost as if someone is reinforcing her natural shields for her and they are doing it subconsciously. Someone with… Walter it is the same level of power I have felt whenever I go to visit Syrilth and Androcles or his father is there to see the Elder Council. Daba this… this is…

Another sign that what Lu'ria has felt all this time is true. Daba spoke softly.


Yes. Majeir answered.

Let’s get to the store they are using and go from there. Walter spoke. And do so quickly. Ceneia… keep your eyes open and let us know if you pick up anything unusual.

Affirmative.
 
Walter turned to Daba. “Let’s get moving.” He said. “The longer we stay here the more this stinks like a trap just as Ceneia said.”
WESTERN MOUNTAINS

FORTY-SEVEN KILOMETERS NORTHWEST OF CITY


Lu'ria lowered the small pair of macrobinoculars and looked at Jennifer who laid next to her. “See them?” She asked.


Jennifer nodded not taking her own long glasses from her eyes. “Six of them.” She stated. “Roughly five klicks behind us. Moving quickly but not overly fast. They are being careful. They should not be able to follow us Lu'ria. How are they still tracking us?”


Lu'ria nodded and lifted her glasses again to focus in on Kamal and the five others with him. “The one in the front. He is not Kavalian.”


Jennifer focused her glasses on the tall figure moving easily through the timber. He was not as large as the Kavalians though he conversed with them easily and they appeared to take his directions without question. Jennifer lowered her glasses. “A Lycavorian?” She gasped.


Lu'ria nodded as she watched them in her view. “Not part of the Union.” She said. “But yes, he is a Lycavorian. He wears their uniform, carries their weapons and they are taking his orders without question. That is how they are following us.”


“Our scents?” Jennifer exclaimed. 


Lu'ria nodded. “Kavalians do not have as acute a sense of smell as Lycavorians. Whoever this man is, he is helping them willingly and must be someone of importance if they follow his directions and consult with him.”


“If he can track us by our scent we will never lose them.” Jennifer spoke quickly. She looked at Lu'ria. “They will run us into the ground Lu'ria.”


Lu'ria shook her head. “The Matron Mother took me up here to hunt for several days. There is a stream two klicks further north from here. Along the bank are Hadarian Tulip Buds.” She saw Jennifer’s eyes fill with realization. “Yes… we can spread the buds all over our clothes and keep enough with us to continue doing this so that their bitter smell masks our scent. We will be ok until help arrives. Come.”


“NO!!!” 

Daba’s cry shattered the chatter of the half dozen scavengers that were in the Drow store looting the shelves and manhandling the bodies of the dead. All of them had been stripped of their boots and half of their clothes, the many shelves of herbs and ointments now scattered all over the floor of the large store.

It was when her eyes fell upon the half naked body of her dear friend Vlonjra that Daba, Matron Mother of the Drow Family and Clan Dareitara, Senator on the Earth Council, went totally off the deep end and lost all control. Moving with all of her inbred elven speed Daba snatched her dual knives from her belt and fell upon the luckless Limian male before he ever knew what happened. Two vicious slashes and a gurgling sound filled the air as his head was nearly sliced clean off when Daba ripped both blades down either side of his neck. Moving with the fury of a Hurricane, the Limian female died next as Daba plunged her blades into the woman’s chest as she turned to run. Two Evolli males, obviously leftovers from the war with the Union, began to unlimber their weapons. They were incredibly slow in their efforts and Daba had buried her blades in the neck of one even as a P190 blew apart the silence in the store and the second Evolli’s head splashed yellow blood onto the wall behind him as the Dragoon soldier next to Walter had brought his weapon up and fired with barely a pause.
The Icalro male and female were trying to back peddle from the lethal whirlwind of death that Daba had become and bring their sidearms up to target her. The male’s eyes went wide when he saw the long shaft and broadhead of the Nehtes burst from his neck just below his jaw. He died without seeing Daba spin in midair and bury one of her blades in the oval skull of the Icalro female just above her eyes. Walter ripped his Nehtes free of the Icalro male’s shredded throat and kicked him forward with a heavy boot, his own face a mask of disbelief and rage. He turned as Daba dropped her blades and fell beside her friend on the floor of the store, weeping uncontrollably as she reached out with shaking hands. She ignored the insects that were buzzing around Vlonjra’s bloody skull, ignored the bits of her scalp and hair that fell away when she lifted her ever so gently off the floor and Daba dropped her head to Vlonjra’s chest and let out a wail of sorrow that would have woken the dead.

Walter turned to the two Dragoons, the one having fired his weapon being Hval. “Hval… check the others! Olar… watch the entrance!” 
Walter kept his Nehtes extended for quick use as he let his eyes move around the inside of the store. There was blood everywhere on the floor, the bodies of six Drow crumpled in death, all of them having been shot at least a dozen times, including the two females. The male Drow closest to the door was perforated with holes, half his head gone and his mid section looking as if someone had used him for target practice. The fingers on his bloody hands were all broken from where someone obviously smashed them to get the weapon out of his dead hands. As his eyes scanned the interior he noticed the smashed wall behind the counter to the left and he moved quickly to the counter, vaulting it on one bound. He slowly drew his K12 as he let his Nehtes lead his body into the darkness of the tunnel. He squatted and stopped, letting his eyes change and then taking note of the rail tunnel and dimly lit section of track.
“Holy One!” Hval spoke moving up to the counter.

Walter stood back up and turned to looked at the Dragoon. “Hval?”

Hval shook his head slowly. “None of them survived Holy One.” He spoke softly. “Four appear to have been caught completely off guard, the last two at least died fighting.” He pointed to the front. “From the directions of the projectile strikes, they assaulted from the front door. Rigor is only just now setting in, this did not happen long ago. An hour… two at most.”

Walter nodded his head as he cleared the counter once more in a single leap Hval saw this and watched with keen eyes. Nearly thirty-one hundred years old and he didn’t look a day over forty-five. The last surviving Spartan to have fought with his former King at Thermopylae, and next to that King’s son who he now served with devotion and honor, he was perhaps the most recognizable face within the Union. His history was taught in the schools on Apo Prime, Earth, and every planet in the Union just about. He was in better physical shape now than he had been in nearly a thousand years, for the moment Martin had named him Senior Polemarch of the entire Union Ground Army, Walter’s life had begun once more.
Walter moved quickly to where Dana wept softly now. He didn’t bend over but instead placed his hand gently on her shoulder. “Daba?” He said seeing her head come up. “Daba… I need your skills now. Tell me what happened here.”

Daba lowered Vlonjra’s body reverently to the floor and wiped the tears from her eyes. She folded her friend’s hands across her chest and touched her fingers to Daba’s open amber eyes. Gently she closed her eyelids and stroked her cheek one more time before slowly getting to her feet. She turned to Walter and met his eyes taking a deep breath. “Forgive me.” She whispered.

Hval was the one to answer and he reached out to squeeze her arm. “You have nothing to apologize for Matron Mother. You acted as any of us would have.”

Walter nodded. “Hval is right.” He said. “Right now however… I can smell over a hundred scents, mixed in with the herbs and ointments that are now scattered over the floor; I can’t pick out any individual one.”

Daba nodded and allowed her eyes to sweep the room quickly. She stepped away from the two men, bending down to pick up her blades as she looked toward the entrance. “Seven of them.” She spoke. “Two broke towards the counter, the other five stood here.” She said moving to one spot in the floor that was covered in blood.

“Hval?” Walter spoke and the Dragoon pulled the small hand sensor from a pouch on his combat harness and moved up next to her squatting by a large portion of the blood pools and holding the sensor out.
Daba turned her head and looked around. “Two fell.” She said pointing to blood pools larger than the others and squatting next to Hval. “Another injured badly but living.”

Hval looked at her. “How can you tell that Matron Mother?” He gasped.

Daba pointed to the blood pools on the floor. “The differences and color of the texture of blood.” She answered him. “Lethal wounds produce dark red blood that is thick and consistent. Severe wounds… but those that aren’t life threatening… they produce a lighter color blood with less consistency and less thickness like this.” She said pointing.

The sensor in Hval’s hand beeped softly and he looked at it with wide eyes. He stood up quickly, Walter looking at him. “Hval?” Walter asked.

“Kavalian blood.” He spoke.

Walter and Daba both stepped closer to him. “Kavalian blood?” Walter snapped. “Are you sure?”

Hval twisted the sensor in his hand. “The scanner is.” He replied. “We should…”

“Walter!” Ceneia’s voice broke through on the COM.

Water lifted a finger to his ear and activated his implant. “Ceneia we are rather busy here. There are no survivors inside the store, but it appears Lu'ria and another made it out. We…”

“Walter shut up and get back to the ship!” Ceneia barked. “Something has happened on Earth!”

Walter looked at Daba as his blood went cold. “What has happened?”

“I’m watching a garbled transmission from Prime Minister Deia recorded about thirty minutes ago. I tapped into the frequency of one of the spaceport Netnews channels. It’s an automated report that keeps repeating. The Deutrino field has somehow extended over the city itself. Walter… Walter there has been a series of coordinated terrorist assaults made by High Coven Commando units on Earth.” Ceneia’s voice sounded tense and anxious. “It’s says that Zarah Leonidas was… Saoi sibfla!”

“Ceneia!” Walter barked.

“Majeir! Unamal! Get off the ship! Get off the ship now!” Ceneia’s voice screamed into his implant.

The explosion caused Walter to wince and then they felt the ground shudder beneath them. Olar rushed into the building.

“Holy One! The Spaceport!” He shouted. “Our ship!”

“Ceneia!” Walter screamed. “Ceneia answer me!”

“Holy One!” Daba snapped. “We must go back!” She exclaimed. “I will not lose her!”

Walter looked at Hval. “Incendiary Charges!” He popped.

Hval yanked his small pack from his shoulders and practically tore open the top before yanking our three oversized grenades. “Plasma grenades!” He announced.

Walter snatched one. “Good enough!” He barked. “Burn it! Burn it all! We won’t leave them for the scavengers on this foul world to have!” He twisted the charging timer on the top of his grenade and tossed it over the counter into the opening of the tunnel he had viewed. Hval tossed one of the grenades to Daba as he twisted the timer on his grenade and tossed it behind the main counter. Daba repeated the action a third time and looked at the body of Vlonjra.

“You rest with the King’s father now my dearest friend.” She spoke softly before rolling the grenade onto the floor next to her body. “Watch over us and I will sing your name into the future.”
“Go! Go!” Walter snapped. “Back to the spaceport!”


The Kavalian Gunner lowered his rocket launcher after putting the third and final rocket into the now burning ship through the top of the spaceport bay ceiling. He felt the pat on his shoulder and turned.


“Excellent shooting Kao!” His squad officer spoke.


“Nothing will live through that sir.” Koa answered. 


The officer nodded. “Indeed.” He answered.


“Now what sir?” 


The officer grinned as he looked up the street where they could see hundreds of others scrambling to get out of the way of each other and to avoid any secondary explosions that might occur. 


“Now we wait for the old Lycavorian and Drow bitch to show themselves and then we kill them.” The Kavalian said. “How many rockets do you have left?”


“Two.”


“Load one… prep the other.” The officer ordered. “We may need to take out some of these ridiculous scum to actually kill this Polemarch.”


Walter grabbed Daba’s arm as they made their way down the street, pushing aside civilians that were rushing in the other direction.

“Hval! Olar!” Walter snapped bringing the two Dragoons up short.


“Holy One we…” Daba’s face was filled with sincere concern and dread.


Ceneia? Walter reached out within Mindvoice. Majeir?


We live Walter. Majeir’s voice answer almost immediately.


Walter could see the massive relief on Daba’s face. Where are you?


Ceneia ussta cryso! Daba exclaimed.

I am alright Mistress! Ceneia answered immediately. A little cooked from the rush of flames but ok. Majeir and I made it off the ship! Ceneia said. Unamal was not so lucky! We’re hiding in a storage room off the west side of the hanger itself. It’s beneath the overhang of the ceiling and they can’t see us.


Who can’t see you? Walter demanded.


Kavalians Walter! Ceneia answered. A rocket team from the building next to our hanger. It was looking directly down into the bay. They fired three rockets. The ship is wasted.


Nubou the ship! Walter exclaimed. Kavalians attacked the Drow in their store. They killed everyone except Lu'ria and another female it appears. They made it out through a hidden rail tunnel.


Walter… why are the Kavalians killing the Drow and attacking us? Majeir asked.


Ceneia you said something about Deia. Walter asked.


We were watching it when the Kavalians attacked. Several High Coven Commando Teams attacked different sites on Earth. Zarah… Zarah Leonidas was raped and nearly beaten to death. The Prime Minister was beginning to speak about Prince Androcles but then the rockets hit. Ceneia replied quickly. It was a recorded transmission Walter. The damn Deutrino field has extended over the entire city now. This was a fucking trap! The whole thing was a trap!

Ceneia… stay calm damn it! Walter barked out. Majeir… can you get airborne?

Yes. Unamal… Unamal was kind enough to put my saddle on while we waited for you. I will take Ceneia and burn them for what they have done! Majeir answered with heat in her tone.


No! Walter almost yelled. He knew Majeir to be strong willed and very independent. He had watched her grow from a hatchling and the day he had saved her from the White Skinned cannibals in that Mountain in North America. He had watched her on the oceanside cliff as Martin asked her to decide the fate of Maruad. And more horrible a death he could not think of at the moment. Through the years she had become supremely intelligent and having an older sister who sat on the Dragon Council, having a brother who was bonded to two of the most famous female elves on Earth, and having unfettered access to the Royal family and the Bonded dragons who were part of their family made Majeir very confident and skilled. She had trained for days with Elynth and Jeth and Tharua her second older sister. All of the children of Torma and Isheeni. She was just as much a part of their family as they considered Walter to be even though he and Majeir were not bonded. She was also exceptionally passionate about things and very defensive of those she loved and cared for. Majeir… they will know where Lu'ria is. You can’t kill them!


Lu'ria! Majeir exclaimed. If they have harmed her Walter, by all that I hold dear, I will burn and tear my way to the very heart of the Kavalian homeworld and I will take my fury and vengeance on them!


Daba looked at Walter with wide amber eyes when she heard this but he didn’t answer as he shook his head. If you get airborne… can you find her quickly?


Within a few hours at most. Majeir answered confidently. Having Androcles reinforcing her shields also makes it easy to track her. His signature is so clear and powerful and when combined with hers it is like a beacon.


I would assume the rail tunnel we found leads back to the Drow estate outside the city. That will be the first place we look. Walter spoke.


What about this rocket team? Ceneia asked quickly.


Walter looked at Daba. Leave them to Daba and I. Where were they again?


The five story building to the east of our bay. It appears decrepit and almost mossy green in color. Ceneia answered. Walter how will we know when you have succeeded.


Walter met Daba’s eyes and she watched his wolf eyes once more take shape and narrow. His wolf fangs slowly extended from his gums and Daba felt a shiver of fear course through her. He had known the Holy One for many years, and at this moment she was more afraid of him than at any time in her life.


You’ll know when we discover if Kavalians can fly! Walter Carson snarled.


Now that…!!! Majeir announced loudly. That is my Walter!!!

