CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE
RITAAH


The door to the bridge of the Kavalian Science Frigate opened and the captain of the ship turned in his chair. They had detected the spike of a massive explosion on the surface of this normally uninhabited world and after sending off an inquiry to KFI Headquarters he decided to come and investigate. With the knowledge that KFI was sending reinforcements, the captain set course for the planet. Upon establishing a routine orbit they detected several abnormal readings from the surface and he made the decision to land their atmospheric Frigate on the surface to investigate. Though he was not a scientist, most of the crew was and the senior scientist was adamant about being able to get up close to the source of their anomalous readings. The Captain relented and brought his ship onto the surface. What could go wrong? They were deep within Kavalian space and Ritaah was an uninhabited world. 
It would be the last command decision of his life and the most enlightening unfortunately for him.


The Kavalian Captain’s yellow eyes grew wide in surprise as the bridge doors slid aside to reveal not members of his own crew, but a huge pureblood vampire, several Lycavorians and half a dozen Kavalian clone troops. All of them with weapons out and leading them into the room like any well trained soldiers. It flashed through his mind that he had never seen Spartan troops up close before and they looked just as ferocious as any Kavalian clone troops he had ever seen. The last thing that processed through his brain was that they moved as a single unit, as if they had trained together for decades. He saw the huge vampire raise his arm, the large and deadly Union K12 hand blaster in his grip and he saw and heard the flash of light just before the Kinetic round entered above his wide open left eye and blew his brains and bone matter all over the back of his chair and over the shoulders of the young male scientist standing by the sensor station.


Vonis watched with keen eyes as his combined strike team swept across the small bridge barking orders to the crew of the frigate and shoving them to the deck. He lowered the smoking weapon and smiled a warrior’s smile. They had entered the same way the Science Team had exited the ship, thirty-seven hand picked Lycavorian and Kavalian troops. As the members of the Kavalian crew looked on in shock, they watched as the lone Lycavorian and Kavalian clone soldier stepped up to Vonis. The Senior Spartan NONCOM knew what Colonel Vonis was capable of and he was not in the least bit surprised they had taken the ship. The senior Kavalian troop had never worked with a vampire however, he had only killed them, and to say he was impressed would be an understatement. This Colonel Vonis was the epitome of a leader. This was the type of man who he had been trained to follow as a clone child and he learned in the military classes. This was the type of man he had never seen among the Kavalian troops. Vonis had been in the front of their file their entire sweep through this frigate. He had even saved two of his men’s lives with his incredible ability to blur, and he had done so without a second’s thought. It was these actions and the fact that Vonis had asked him for whatever thoughts he had on the best way to take the ship. The Kavalian soldier was impressed with Vonis’s obvious knowledge, yet he had asked for help from him. It had astonished him until it dawned on him that this vampire was a member of the Lycavorian Union, and while he may have been the son of the hated and now dead High Coven Empress, he was nothing like her or the cruel vampires he had fought before.


“We are secure Colonel.” He stated. “The follow on team is securing the prisoners below decks.”


Vonis nodded. “Excellent.” He said.


“You… you did not have them executed sir?” The man asked.


Vonis met the Kavalian’s eyes. “They are your people Kangam.” Vonis told him. “What you do with them will be up to Mican and those among your people. We only needed to secure the ship for our use. Slaughtering the crew would serve no purpose since most of them are scientists anyway. Don’t you agree?”


Kangam nodded his head. “I do sir.” He replied. “I just did not think it would matter to you.”


Vonis did not take offense and smiled. “Well it does.” He answered. “As my nephew has told Mican… we are not your enemies and we need each other to get out of here in one piece.”

Kangam smiled as he nodded. “Yes we do.”


“Besides… my elven wife would be very upset with me if she ever discovered I acted without thinking.” Vonis said. “I do not wish to make her upset with me.”

Kangam chuckled softly and nodded his head once more. “It is good to see that females are the same no matter the species.” He said. “My elven wife would be the same way.”


Vonis nodded. “You see… we are not so different Kangam. We are not so different. Let’s get these prisoners secured and then start stripping whatever we can off this ship so we can get your people on board.”


“Yes sir!” Kangam barked before moving off to comply with his orders.


Vonis turned and looked at the Lycavorian NONCOM. He was a grizzled eight hundred year old soldier and he nodded his head in approval. “They are good Colonel.” He said.


“Yes they are.” Vonis agreed. “However we have only begun working together so make sure the prisoners are secured properly.”


The NONCOM nodded. “As you order.”


“I’m going to contact Resumar and find out where they stand.” Resumar spoke. “Stand by for follow on operations Sergeant. We don’t know where or when these other ships are going to appear and we may have to move fast if the PILLAR OF FAITH can not react quickly enough for us.”


“On it Colonel.” The man spoke as he moved to follow the Kavalian soldier off the bridge. 

Vonis let his eyes move around the bridge as he moved to the side, finally settling on the Kavalian male with gray in his short fur. A Durcunusaan soldier was securing his hands behind his back, but the man stared at him with fury in his eyes. As the Durcunusaan pulled him to his feet he spat at Vonis.

“Our fleet will be here soon!” He screamed. “Your Union will not stand once all of your precious royal family is dead! You will see!”


The Durcunusaan troop yanked on his arm. “Shut up fool!” He snapped as he dragged him from the bridge. “Don’t give me a reason to cut your idiot tongue from your mouth!”

Vonis contemplated the Kavalian’s words silently as he lifted his hand and tapped the implant on his jaw lightly. “Resumar?”


The response was immediate. “Uncle… are you secure?” Res’s firm voice filled his ear clearly.


“The frigate is secure Resumar.” Vonis spoke. “We are locking the remaining crew and the scientists in the lower decks. What about those that were moving to your location to investigate the MV ship?”

Resumar turned and looked at the nine Kavalian troops and scientists that had survived their ambush only a hundred meters from the entrance of the Mindvoice ship. All of them were wide eyed in almost paralyzing fear as Cemath stared at them, doing his very best to look imposing, which in reality was not very hard considering he was a dragon. Resumar held his chuckle in due to the seriousness of the situation. He could see Athani and Na'lia helping to go through the equipment they had been carrying, while Mican and two Durcunusaan troops were insuring their bindings were tight. His dark eyes cut to the four bodies that were now covered in dark blankets from the Kavalian packs of equipment.

“They gave us mild resistance Uncle… at least until Cemath showed them the error of their ways.” Resumar answered.


Resumar heard his adopted Uncle chuckle softly. “We will begin stripping everything we can from the interior of this ship to make room for our charges Resumar. Mican was right… it is definitely large enough to carry his rebels as long as they travel light.”


Resumar nodded. “As soon as Dario and Channa bring the last of them to the MV ship I’ll have Mican begin moving them to your location. Can you hold?”


“Asharli has already brought their weapons systems online and we should be able to protect ourselves from everything but a sustained assault.” Vonis answered.


“Uncle… did you see any sign of the Coven troops that escaped?” Resumar asked.


“No.” Vonis answered. “You are concerned about them I take it?”


“Julie returned a short while ago.” Resumar told him. “She says the rendezvous point they were to use showed signs of them staying the night, but they have since moved on. They could be anywhere by now. She also said at least six of them are wounded.”


“This means they will be even more dangerous and bold.” Vonis spoke. “Do you trust her Resumar?”


“Yes Uncle.” Res answered immediately. “If not for Julie we would all be dead by now. They… your mother underestimated the pull of the wolf Uncle. Julie may be a vampire now… but she thinks like a wolf. Her heart is a wolf.”


“I agree.” Vonis said. “Any word from the FAITH or Maros?”


“They are holding under Shroud just inside the system.” Resumar answered. “Depending on the size of the force the Kavalians send, they will attempt to ambush them when they arrive. Avi and Avatar 341 have completed roughly sixty-five percent of the core download and that is progressing rapidly now.”


“What do you need me to do Res?” Vonis asked.

“Hold what you have Uncle.” Resumar answered as he saw Avi’s massive form exiting the entrance of the MV ship and begin moving towards him. “I can have Avatar 341 extend a sensor bubble around your location to keep you invisible from sensors, but we are still trying to determine how best to destroy this entire ship. It is nearly seven and a half kilometers long and we can leave nothing that could be studied by anyone.”


“I’ll be standing by here Resumar. We’ll secure the ship and you may begin bringing Mican’s people over as soon as you are ready.” Vonis spoke. “I’m going to send out a small patrol to scout the area around our location. The Coven teams may have seen the ship land and I do not want to be caught by surprise.”


“I will have Julie move to your location before you do that. She can take the patrol out. She has a better chance of detecting them than we do.” Resumar spoke.


“That works for me.” Vonis said. “I’ll standby until she gets here.”


“I have to go Uncle… Avi is coming up.” Resumar said.


“Keep me informed of your progress and what I can do to assist.” Vonis said. “I’m clear.”


Resumar turned as the nearly seven foot tall Avi came up to him. Resumar had grown up with his brothers and sisters with this hulking cyborg around all of the time and Avi’s size didn’t faze him anymore. Avi was holding a data pad in his massive hand and he ignored the Kavalian men and women who watched him with wide eyes.


“Something Avi?” Resumar asked as he stopped next to him.


-Three things Resumar- Avi spoke.


Resumar nodded his head. “Hit me with them.” Res told him with a smile. “Uncle Vonis has secured the Kavalian Science Frigate and I could use some more good news.”


-Five Kavalian warships entered the fringes of this system twenty-two minutes ago- Avi spoke. 


“Avi… I said give me good news.” Resumar snapped.


-I have been in contact with THE PILLAR OF FAITH and given the information to Captain Antell. Avatar 341 has activated passive jammers so they will not be able to contact anyone outside the system and Captain Antell is moving to engage them. When combined with the ships Captain Maros commands… they will destroy the Kavalian ships relatively easy enough. Is that good enough?- Avi said.


“Ok… that’s good news.” Resumar spoke.


-We will not be able to download the entire VORTEX Cruiser 341 core Resumar- Avi spoke seeing Resumar look at him.

“What? Why?” Resumar barked. “That’s not good news!”

-Several of the portable data core units we brought with us for transferring the memory banks were damaged in the explosion of the STRIKER. Micro fissures in their biogel casings that I did not detect with a routine scan-

“How much information are we talking here Avi?” Resumar asked evenly. “And what information?”


-I followed the outline laid out by your father when we copied City Ship 41’s cores- Avi answered. –All history data cores were downloaded first. Followed by engineering data cores and specs, then shield cores and then the sensor cores. As with City Ship 41, your father was far more interested in defensive modifications and the history of the Pralors. Weapons were not a concern for him, though if there was enough room he wanted them as well-


“Why would my father not want weapons data cores?” Resumar asked.


-Your father is a descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar Resumar Leonidas. Just as you are. Though he was an accomplished and exceptionally skilled warrior, knowledge was his power- Avi replied. –Your father is no different He once told me he would start no war with anyone but he would damn sure finish any war that someone started against him. Permanently. That is an adequate paraphrase I believe-


“That still doesn’t explain why he would forgo useful weapons plans and schematics for history data cores.” Resumar said.


-The LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser is already the premier ship in the Union Fleet Resumar. You know this. It is much faster and can project more power than any comparable sized ship in either the Kavalian or High Coven ranks- Avi told him. –With the upgrades that they have already begun to undergo, it will increase the combat power of the LEONIDAS II to the exact proportions that your father wanted-

Resumar nodded. “You are talking of the Quantum Matter Reactors?”

Avi nodded. –While not as efficient as the Quantum Fusion Reactors fully based and designed on Pralor technology that the ARIZONA Class ships are equipped with, the prototype QMRs designed by Zaala Randall are excellent, if a bit under powered copies. Your father knows this, and he wants to improve on her design. He feels the strength of the Union comes not in her ability to bring power to bear, though our power is quite considerable, but in the ability to project our power and show our allies and friends we are able to stand beside them in times of need- 

Resumar looked at Avi and grinned. “Avi… how much time have you and my father spent together?” He asked.


Avi’s red/orange eyes blinked several times. –I do not see the relation that has to our current predicament Resumar-


“Just answer the question Avi?” Res told him.


-Including the times when we have spoken via COM units… total time would equal four years, three months, one week and nine days- Avi answered.


Resumar shook his head. “And here all these years he has led us to believe he never spent any time with you.” Resumar looked at him. “And what did you talk about?”


Avi shook his large head. –Conversations between the King and I are confidential Resumar Leonidas-


“So you are keeping his secrets?” Res spoke with a wider grin. “Leave it to my father to tell his secrets to the one person in the universe that would never reveal them.” He shook his head. “Ok… how much are we going to have to leave behind?”


-Avatar 341 and I estimate that we will only be able to complete seventy-five point two percent of the shield data hub download with the remaining memory cores that we have. Mican and his people have been very helpful to the three engineers we brought with us in removing the forty-three Quantum Hyper Fusion Power Cores VORTEX Cruiser 341 had in sealed storage. Avatar 341 is very confident he can adapt them to our current technology and assist us in building our own. The Hyper Resonance Power Cores are several levels more advanced than City Ship 41’s own design. They are packaged and ready to be moved- Avi reported.


“So you told him we will be taking him with us.” Resumar said.

Avi looked at Resumar. –This was a correct assumption was it not?-
Resumar nodded. “Indeed it was.”

Avi nodded. –I told him as much. He had already made plans to remain aboard VORTEX Cruiser 341 when it was destroyed. He may be more advanced than me, but I have had the interaction with other species that he has not. He welcomes the opportunity-
“Avi why can’t we just yank the remaining computer cores and bring them with us as well?” Resumar asked. 

-That is not possible Resumar. The remaining two computer memory hubs weigh in excess of three million metric tons together and are the size of a STRIKER DT. Where would we put them? We have no means to bring them with us- Avi asked innocently.


Resumar looked at him. “I see your point.” He stated nodding his head. “Then we destroy them with the ship.”

-That would be the plausible plan to follow- Avi spoke. –Avatar 341 and I have been trying to determine what we could do to increase the explosive force of the munitions we brought. Every scenario we run data on comes up far short. We believe the ship needs to be incinerated Resumar and we have come up with a way to do this though…-


“Incinerated?” Res gasped cutting him off. “Avi… just how are we suppose to vaporize a ship that is almost eight kilometers long and buried in a mountain when we don’t even have enough explosives to do anything but break it into a dozen pieces?”


-If we place eleven of the Power cores we have packaged at strategic points within VORTEX Cruiser 341… combined with the chemical composition of the explosives we have brought… it would be more than sufficient to shatter and incinerate ninety-seven point six percent of the ship. The remainder would be too damaged to be of any use- Avi answered.


 Resumar looked at him. “Why do I get the feeling that there is a very large drawback to this idea?” He spoke.


-An explosion such as the one we would create, even underground at the depth VORTEX Cruiser 341 resides, it would annihilate any living creature within a hundred kilometer radius of point zero- Avi answered. –Including plant life and any animal life that may be living in that zone. It would also destabilize this continent and send a cloud of toxic ash into the atmosphere that would remain for at least seven point three months-


“Sibfla!” Resumar gasped in horror.

-As I said… the plan does have its drawbacks- Avi spoke.

“Yeah… no kidding!” Resumar quipped.


-It is the only way to be sure Resumar- Avi said. –Anything less and we will risk not destroying it completely. Even a small amount of Pralor technology falling into the hands of those who will use it for nefarious means would be difficult to fathom-


Resumar nodded his head slowly. “I know.” He said softly. He thought about it for a few moments, weighed the pros and cons and came up with the only true method of completing their mission here. “Do it Avi.” He stated finally. Avi nodded his head and began to turn back to return to the ship. “You said there were three things Avi…” Resumar stopped him. “What was the third?”


-It is not important at this time Resumar- Avi answered.


“If you were going to tell me about it before it must be important enough.” Resumar answered. “You are not just a machine to our family Avi… you are… you are a member of our family when it comes down to it. Speak what you have to say.”


Avi turned back and looked at him. –It concerns Mican and Athani Little One-

This got Resumar’s undivided attention and he moved closer to the cyborg. “What do you mean?” Res demanded. “Has he done something?”


Avi shook his head. –He has done nothing. Not directly-

“I don’t follow Avi.” Resumar spoke.


-You know I am able to conduct deep tissue and DNA scans without having to touch the individual or draw blood- Avi said.


Resumar nodded. “Yes.”


-Avatar 341 has similar abilities. I was reviewing his earlier scans of the Kavalians that he allowed on the ship just before we arrived. I conducted a deep tissue scan of Mican and all the others among his group as they came onto VORTEX Cruiser 341 this time to verify his results. They were the same- Avi spoke in that now familiar almost mechanical voice. –I was able to obtain a DNA match Resumar-


“I’m still not following you.” Res spoke. “A DNA match for who?” 


-Mican’s DNA strands match those of Athani Little One Resumar- Avi told him. –If my calculations are correct… and there is little reason to doubt them… they are brother and sister-


Resumar stared at him in open mouthed shock.

VANEDI
12,678 LY FROM EARTH
SPACEWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM

UNEXPLORED SPACE

Wayonn moved gracefully along the well worn path through the trees, his tan cloak dragging along the top of the hard packed dirt trail. He was used to the slight incline and climb to his great grandson’s perch high in the valley. Vanedi was a large planet with a slightly lesser gravity than what he was normally used too, but it made it that much easier for him to traverse the terrain. Twenty-five years they had been here now, Wayonn playing the part of School Master, teaching Dutkne all that he could. The boy was infuriating sometimes, always wanting to contemplate the meaning of this or that, yet he had learned his lessons well. His Mindvoice skills had advanced to a level very near what he felt from Martin Leonidas. Perhaps not in sheer power, but in refinement and ability he was an equal. Dutkne had spent the better part of his five hundred and forty-eight years of life soaking up all Wayonn could teach him, even while continuing to build on the great legacy left to him by his father and his grandfather. Wayonn couldn’t help but smile at the many memories as Dutkne grew. He reminded him so much of his own son Canth as a small boy, always inventive and adventurous. In terms that others would understand, Dutkne was Wayonn’s Great Grandson, the first born of Canth’s youngest son who he had left with Wayonn when he returned to Lycavore. As far as Wayonn was concerned Dutkne was the last living male link to his beloved son Canth. All of Canth’s children had died through the years, either at the hand of the Coven or for other reasons. Only Dutkne, his mother and two sisters remained. Dutkne’s mother had never taken another mate and though only several thousand years old and still a beautiful young wolf in their terms of lifespan, none had ever caught her fancy enough though many had tried. Perhaps because with Dutkne gone so much, she had committed her life to insuring the Protectorate continued on in her son’s absence. With the help of his two sister’s, Dutkne’s mother had indeed insured the Protectorate remained true to its core values. 
The similarities between Martin Leonidas’s path in life and that of Dutkne were far removed from each other but Wayonn knew this would not stop them from forging ahead into the future. If they had a future. Wayonn still concluded that the reserved but sharp tongued and dry humored Dutkne would be more suited as a friend to Martin’s son Androcles since they were closer in age and abilities and surprisingly temperament. It would be interesting to see them finally meet when that time came. And it was closing in on them, far faster than Wayonn had first expected. 
Wayonn knew of Dutkne’s inherent fondness for escaping for long stretches of time, and it drove his advisers mad as they tried to find him. When Wayonn suggested that they get away twenty-five years ago, Dutkne had jumped at the chance. He was an inspiring leader, but he hated the more mundane roles he was forced to take. When Wayonn had seen what Martin had begun to accomplish after discovering the Mindvoice ship, Wayonn knew it was time for him to begin in earnest teaching Dutkne everything he could. The Pralor Wayonn knew without any question that CS41’s engine activation would have been detected upon leaving Lycavore that day long ago, and he also knew that they would come eventually. He just didn’t know when. The growth in power of Xaxon’s tremors within Mindvoice would also be detected eventually, and over the last ten years he had pressed Dutkne hard. 
The boy was an explorer like his father, and he had traveled to many different worlds in his five hundred plus years. He had even managed an extended stay on Earth, in Sparta when he was only thirty-nine years old. Long before Martin had any idea who and what he was, and before the passing of the comet. He had wanted to study the history of his people and how the descendants of the man his grandfather had followed lived. It was where he had picked up the many Earth words he quite fluently now espoused. It was slang Wayonn knew, but in many cases it was impossibly infuriating. If they were to survive what Wayonn knew would come, they now had to discover each other. They could no longer remain apart, and Martin Leonidas, his son Androcles and Dutkne would be the beginnings of what they could have. Wayonn rounded the trail around the now familiar boulder and let his eyes settle on the figure before him.
Dutkne stood the same height as his father at two meters even, his form lean and quite muscular. He lacked the definition of Martin Leonidas and his sons perhaps, but the potential was there. Dutkne was a seasoned and lethal fighter, but he much preferred to talk his way out of potential incendiary situations. Many times he had succeeded in this, though he was anything but helpless. His precise control over his Mindvoice abilities was exacting, and aside from himself, Dutkne's MV shielding abilities was unapproachable. It was a skill he would need to pass on to Martin and the others when they met, something that he and Martin Leonidas had discussed. He was shirtless now, wearing only the dark brown fatigue like pants and his combat boots, and sitting lotus style on the flat expanse of the adjoining rock face. His skin was deeply bronzed in color now after two decades on this sun drenched world, his dark hair cut to soft fuzz on top of his head, and his thin beard and goatee meticulously trimmed. His five hundred plus years of life had taught him much, and Wayonn saw the Razer Pulse Blaster in its holster by his right leg. Next to that was another holster of sorts that held Dutkne’s weapon of choice. It would have been called a Quarterstaff by others, but this weapon was far deadlier in his hands. It was collapsible, like the Nehtes that Martin’s elven Weapons Master had designed, and it could be broken into two sections. Each tip was weighted with a coating of thin metal making it extremely deadly. When broken into two sections, Wayonn had seen Dutkne extend his physic essence down his arms and hands to encompass the two sections, turning them into weapons that could kill with a single blow.
Wayonn let his eyes drift out over the view of the valley before them and allowed his wolf senses to inhale deeply of the nearby ocean breeze that filtered through the mountains all around them. Dutkne was looking inland, but just over the ridge above and behind him was an ocean that was vast in its size. He turned back just as Dutkne opened one eye and focused on him.

“Have you decided to continue my schooling grandfather?” Dutkne asked. “You have been gone for three days now and I almost sent out a distress signal to Drey to bring our ship back and begin searching.” 

Wayonn chuckled as he moved around in front of the rock slab and looked at Dutkne. “Your schooling is at an end grandson.” He spoke evenly.

Dutkne’s other eye opened quickly and he looked at him in surprise. “At an end?” He spoke comically. “Aren’t you the one who told me, not so very long ago, ‘Your schooling never ends Dutkne’, isn’t that your phrase grandfather?”

“I did say that didn’t I?” Wayonn spoke.

Dutkne snorted. “More times than I care to recall.”

Wayonn grunted in returned. “Perhaps if you had listened the first time I would not have had to repeat myself.”

“Where would the fun in that be grandfather?” Dutkne asked as he got to his feet.

“As I recall… you came on this journey willingly.” Wayonn said as he crossed his thin arms over his chest.

“Anything that gets me away from the insidiously boring realm of politics I will agree to without hesitation.” Dutkne answered dryly. “Life on Etheru was becoming mind-numbing in its normalcy.”

“Your insistence on discovering the unknown will one day clip your tail grandson. You know this.” Wayonn said. “How will your turn on four paws with no tail?”

“Ah… I will discover a way.” Dutkne replied playfully.

“We must talk Dutkne.” Wayonn said. “We must talk of the future.”

“Ah yes… time for riddles. Always a favorite of mine grandfather.” He replied drolly as he pulled on his shirt and began to fasten the straps.

Wayonn snorted and shook his head. “Yes indeed… you will fit in very well in the future providing you learn humility.” He muttered to himself.

Dutkne looked at him. “Grandfather… you are muttering to yourself?” He asked in mock horror. “This is not like you.”

“After three days of speaking with Martin… I’m surprised I am not a raving lunatic.” Wayonn said. “He is quite possibly equally as infuriating as you.”
“Martin?” Dutkne asked as he fastened his staff across his back. “Who is this Martin? Another of your long lost friends… or someone that the Protectorate has newly appointed to drive me mad with the mundane.”

“I have taught you well Dutkne.” Wayonn spoke with a grin. “Perhaps too well. You rarely drop your shields far enough to feel the tremors of Mindvoice outside our simple and limited bubble.”

“Why would I?” Dutkne asked. “What is there outside our bubble as you say?”

“There is the Lycavorian Union.” Wayonn replied softly. “Your people. Our people.”

Dutkne chuckled softly. “Grandfather, the Lycavorian Union is as they have always been. They are our people, yes, but they lack the will and the purpose of our ancestors. They lack what those of us in the Protectorate have kept close to our hearts. They have drawn themselves away from the feral instincts of our people and allowed themselves to try and reach a point that King Resumar and my Grandfather Canth never meant for them to reach. Even Prime Minister Deia walks this path now, and she should be the one to know better as Queen Eliani’s sister.”
“Our feral instincts is one of the reasons the Vanari remain aloof from us Dutkne.” Wayonn told him. “They could be powerful allies.”

Dutkne nodded. “Yes that is true; however I will not be the one to lead our people away from who we are simply to appease another race. The Vanari can accept us for who we are, or things can remain as they are. We are not allies and we are not enemies. They are xenophobic towards others not like them. We do not partake of the insidious slave trade of their people as others do. When we find it, we stamp it out. Besides… the Vanari are more than capable of taking care of themselves.” Wayonn smiled as Dutkne faced him and he stepped off the slab of rock. Dutkne’s faced crinkled somewhat as he looked at Wayonn’s tanned weathered cheeks and crooked smile. “What? Did I release an explosion of foul smelling air? I did have Kremtar Roots for dinner last night.”

“I brought you here almost twenty-five years ago for a reason Dutkne my boy.” Wayonn said.

“Truly? And here I thought it was to get me away from the politicians.” Dutkne answered him with a grin. “What would that reason be grandfather? Or is this another of your riddles that I am supposed to spend years trying to solve?”
Wayonn smiled. “This is no riddle boy.” He stated as his eyes grew bright. “City Ship 41 is no longer on Lycavore Dutkne.” Wayonn spoke calmly.

Dutkne laughed and shook his head. “Oh grandfather… now we are resorting to jokes! This is very unlike you!” He stated as his dark eyes came back to rest on Wayonn and he saw that Wayonn’s expression was plain and very serious. “Grandfather are you feeling alright? Did you perhaps hit your head in the three days you have been secluded on the other side of the planet? Lycavore is occupied by High Coven forces and has been for nearly eleven thousand years.”
Wayonn shook his head. “No. Not any longer. It is no longer occupied by anyone and hasn’t been for nearly a quarter of a century. The Coven abandoned it after Martin left it in ruins and the Kavalians refuse to set foot on the planet for some reason.”

“Kavalians? This Martin character again?” Dutkne barked comically. “Oh grandfather… I like this new you. You are actually cracking jokes.”
Wayonn grinned. “If only that were the case.” He stated as he held out the data pads from behind his back. “You should probably read these.”

Dutkne took the pads. “What are these?”

“The unedited Intelligence reports that Drey and the others have been delivering here for the last twenty-five years. Surprisingly, even they do not know of City Ship 41’s exodus, or what has transpired.” Wayonn spoke. “Avatar 41 did his job very well.”

“Avatar 41?” Dutkne popped. “Unedited reports?”

Wayonn smiled. “That is what they call him now. Avi. Martin’s elven pilot named him within hours after meeting him.”

“Martin?” Dutkne barked. “Again you mention this name. Who is he? What does he have to do with CS41? No one could have moved that ship!” Dutkne protested. “You told me Avatar 41 was programmed to awaken only if a descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar or Grandfather Canth entered the ship. Only they would have the level of Mindvoice abilities to activate the ship’s systems!”

Wayonn nodded as he turned and settled to the edge of the massive slab of rock Dutkne had been occupying just moments before. “That is very true.” He said. “Fortunately for us, both of these things occurred.”

Dutkne’s face took on an expression slightly of anger and slightly of exasperation. His grandfather had done this to him before in the past in order to test his reasoning and his ability to control his temper. “Grandfather… I am not in the mood for another of your lessons! Why have you altered Intelligence reports?”

“Because they contained items that you were not ready to accept, and our people were not ready to face.” Wayonn answered evenly as he looked at him and met his stern gaze. “That needs to change now.”
“What items?” Dutkne snapped. “What are you talking about now?”
“City Ship 41 was activated Dutkne. It was activated and then flown from Lycavore to the planet Earth.” Wayonn explained.

“Earth!” Dutkne exclaimed. “What nonsense is this? Why would it go to Earth? There is nothing on Earth! It is a warring wasteland since the Comet passed between the moon and the planet. The High Coven uses it as a colony for food! Nothing more! Whoever the fool was that created the elves there should be shot for he only made the Coven stronger in its position!”

“Because that is where the descendant of Sumar… where Martin Leonidas directed Avi to guide it. Earth is free now Dutkne. Free and rapidly rebuilding under Martin’s guidance and those he put in charge of the planet. And the man you call fool is the Senior Polemarch of the entire Lycavorian Union army of ground troops.” Wayonn told him. “Earth is Martin’s seat of power half the time, in Sparta. The city of his father. It is where all his children have been born. Every one! The other half of each year he resides on Apo Prime. And the Lycavorian Union is no longer as you once knew it to be Dutkne. Not since he returned and claimed the throne of his grandfather.” Wayonn answered calmly.

“Martin…” Dutkne’s eyes grew wide in shock. “Martin Leonidas! As in…?”

Wayonn nodded slowly and took great pleasure in the expression on his grandson’s face. “Yes… the great grandson of Resumar, Elder Pralor Sumar’s first born son. The second son of Leonidas. The child we all thought lost so many years ago. He has returned… and he has taken his place as King of the Union and of Sparta. He has returned to our people the instincts which you correctly stated they had forgotten. Lower your shields Dutkne… lower your shields and allow me to let you feel what I have felt for twenty-five years since his return.”

“Twenty-five years!” Dutkne shouted. “You… you have kept this from me for all this time? Why?”

“To give him time to do what needed to be done.” Wayonn spoke. “What you yourself have said needs to be done. It has taken him twenty-five years to do it but he has done it most effectively and our people have embraced it to their very core. I was wary at first, of who this man was, until I felt him like a burning star within Mindvoice just as I felt Sumar. They are ready Dutkne… he has made them ready… and he will need your help in the near future. Your unique abilities. He has enemies closing in all around him and I am unable to see what will happen any longer.”

“The son… the son of King Leonidas?” Dutkne asked. His voice was soft now… almost in awe of what he was being told.

Wayonn nodded. “He returned to our people in the Union twenty-five years ago and for all of that time he has dragged them kicking and screaming into the future. He and his Queens have finally brought them back to what Resumar and Canth intended. Avi and CS 41 have afforded them advances in their technology that bring them very much on a par with us, though it is still in its infancy. He has led as a Lycavorian and a Pralor Dutkne. As Sumar once led us when we first arrived on Lycavore all those millennia ago. And his oldest son, all his children, they follow in his footsteps.”

“Son?” Dutkne gasped looking at him.

Wayonn nodded with a grin. “Martin Leonidas is quite the ladies man it seems. A typical Alpha Wolf of old. He has five Queens… all of them of astonishing beauty. And he has a total of fifteen children. Two of them are adopted daughters. Only the oldest ten are able to fight and Androcles is the strongest among them. His first born pureblood son.”
Dutkne’s eyes grew wide. “Pureblood?” He gasped again. 
Wayonn nodded. “He and his son have sealed the divide between the Lycavorian people with the mates they have chosen Dutkne. His son did so and does not yet even realize it. The female pureblood who is now Androcles’s anome is a descendant of the line of Eliani’s Uncle.”

Dutkne looked at him stunned. “Truly? We thought… we thought they had all been killed grandfather. That is what our history pads tell us.”

Wayonn nodded. “In context… Resumar’s blood was of one line of royalty… Eliani’s of another. When they became mates that bloodline was sealed. When they died we thought it ended. There is not a full accounting of who escaped Lycavore except for Chetak and his scum, you know this, but we do know many did. One of those was Eliani’s Aunt and Uncle. Their daughter escaped with them and the Coven never discovered them. She mated very young and her last child, a daughter, gave birth to Androcles’s Anome Sadi.”

“Grandfather… how do you know all this?” Dutkne asked.

“When Martin freed my son, he was able to touch me one last time Dutkne.” Wayonn answered. “For that briefest of moments he was able to relate to me all he had learned through the years about what happened to our people. It appears Veldruk would visit him during his imprisonment and think to torture him with this knowledge. It was this information he gave to me while he passed his wisdom and experienced to Helen.”

“Grandfather… are you saying he… was on Earth when I visited Sparta and stayed among our people there?” Dutkne asked gently. “No one knew who I was, only that I was an eccentric lone wolf.”
Wayonn nodded his head. “He did not yet know who he truly was then and it is unlikely you would have even detected him given the level of your shields and his own natural shielding ability.” Wayonn said as he got to his feet. “There is something else you should know… and then you need to contact Drey and have him come here to remove us from this place.”

“What… what else can you tell me that is more unbelievable that what you have already told me?” Dutkne gasped.

Wayonn smiled. “Canth lives on Dutkne. Martin freed his Mindvoice essence from his prison and he passed all that he was to the Helen… the Lycavorian First Oracle.”

Dutkne’s eyes grew even wider if that was possible. “Grandfather… we have not had… we have not had a First Oracle since the Black Day!”

Wayonn nodded. “Yes we have.” He replied. “She has just been in a different part of the galaxy. When Martin freed my son, all his knowledge and wisdom passed to her. Everything that my son and your grandfather was; it is now held within her. She too is still discovering herself or she would have felt us… you… a long time ago. It is time we stood behind our King and united our people Dutkne. Our King has begun this journey and now it is time we brought them all back together after twelve millennia. Martin Leonidas started it when he saved all those left on Lycavore and guided CS 41 to Earth. He has continued it even now. And together… together we will see it into the future.
“For the future is fast approaching… and it is not as utopian as we had hoped.” Wayonn finished grimly.
RITAAH

The High Coven senior officer placed his hand on the arm of his fellow commando and shook his head as the man lowered his SA80. The man turned his head and glanced at him before turning back to watch the dark green scaled dragon moved further off above the trees, the blond hair clearly visible.


“No Jomar.” He said softly. “We are not equipped to fight dragons and that monster would burn us all before we knew what hit us.”


“He carried that Kavalian whore Captain.” Jomar spoke. “I was going to shoot her. Knock her from the saddle. Our wounded can use her blood to further heal.”
“And when your round bounced from the shield they have around them when they fly and she sent out a Mindvoice warning to her husband then what?” The Captain said. “You would bring that big Spartan and his dragon from west of here, not to mention the other Kavalian whore and the purple scaled beast she rides. Then our mission would be over before we ever got a chance to complete it.”

“Our comrades will die without fresh blood Captain.” Jomar said. “They are moving the last of the Kavalians to the Mindvoice ship even now. We will be unable to obtain fresh blood when they do that, even though the thought of taking Kavalian blood turns my stomach.”

The older man nodded. “As it does mine. The fact remains however… we are very much ill-equipped to fight these dragon beasts Jomar. And the big Spartan that is Leonidas’s cousin is not one we want to discover us. Nor Leonidas himself. We still have a mission to complete and we can not do that if we are dead.” 

Jomar lowered his weapon the entire way and nodded his head slowly. “Yes sir.”

“Come… let us move back to the others. We go tonight and I want to be prepared.” The officer said. “We will need to shift to Plan B, and then plot our way to the extraction area. They are intent on destroying this ship and we must retrieve what we came for before they do.”

The two vampire commandos turned slowly before blurring off into the shadows created by the thick timber.


The only thing that Athani Leonidas would have liked to feel is her long hair whipping behind her as she sat low in the saddle on Cemath’s back and they soared above the treetops. The Dragon Armor braces secured her legs tightly to the side of the saddle and she had no fear of falling, even as Cemath executed sharp turns and dives. She had even grown so accustom to flying on her husband’s dragon that she no longer bothered to hold onto the edges of the Mark IV saddle. Athani could not explain why she did not harbor the fear of dragons that hampered the majority of her people. She hadn’t feared Cemath since that first time on the Union ship where she met Resumar and the more she flew on him, the more she came to understand and relish the feelings as her husband did. 
Athani could not believe she was actually back in Kavalian space after trying so hard to escape. She had escaped though, and part of her new life with Resumar was acting as a Princess of the Union would act. She was now the wife of a Prince of the Lycavorian Union and where he went she would follow without question. It just so happened that now they were in Kavalian space attempting to keep a devastating weapon from being discovered by her father. Martin Leonidas had asked her personally to come on this mission and after what she had discovered since defecting, and the complete acceptance and unquestioning love she had received, Athani could not refuse. She did not want to refuse. These men and women they had discovered here were still her people and she would do what she could to insure they were kept from her father’s clutches and help them to find what she herself had found. Even Resumar had told her the same thing. Their mission here was important, for Athani knew if her father or Pusintin ever got their hands on the technology from this wondrous ship he would turn it against any who opposed him and make a bid to conquer the galaxy.
She felt Cemath turn sharply as they moved lower across the tops of the trees and his wings flared as they appeared above the small clearing where the entrance into the Mindvoice ship they had been using was. She smiled gently as her keen feline eyes saw her tall husband standing with Mican and Avi waiting for her. Cemath extended his talons with his wings flared out and he touched down lightly, slowly going forward until his front forelegs were on the ground. He lowered himself completely to the soft earth as Athani leaped from the saddle and landed beside him. She ran her fingers along his scales as she moved towards Resumar.
Thank you Cemath. Athani spoke to him within Mindvoice as she moved up to his snout.

Cemath bobbed his head up and down and brushed against her shoulder. Always Athani.
Athani smiled and turned her eyes on Resumar as he walked towards her with Mican and Avi. “Why have you called me back Resumar?” Athani asked as she stopped and folded her body into his arms, her long tail wrapping instinctively around his waist. “Dario, Channa and I were almost back anyway with the last group.”
Resumar nodded. “I know… but this is important.”
Athani looked at him oddly. His tone of voice was apprehensive and she had never heard that from him before. “What is wrong my love?” she asked. “Has something happened?”

“Avi has discovered some information that you need to be aware of. It’s… it’s personal information.” Resumar told her.

Athani looked at Avi and then Mican. “If it is personal then why is Mican here Resumar my husband?” Athani asked. The Kavalian had been looking at her oddly ever since she arrived and Athani was beginning to think he harbored lustful thoughts towards her even though his wife was a beautiful elven female.

“You told me that your older brothers had all been killed Aryschanne. Before you were born.” Resumar said as he took her hands.

Athani nodded quickly. “Yes. The oldest two in the poison missile attacks by the Coven some nine hundred years ago. The third was killed just a year before I was born. You know all this Resumar.”

“And you know of no other brothers?” Resumar asked.

“Others?” Athani gasped. “If my father had other sons, Jalersi and I would never have been the ones to come here to begin with. Resumar what is going on?”

Avi stepped up beside Resumar now and Athani looked at him. –Athani Little One… you know it is my duty to scan everyone we come in contact with?-

Athani nodded. “Yes.”

-I ran deep tissue and DNA scans on all those with Mican’s group- Avi said.

Athani nodded. “Yes… that is procedure like you said. What does this have to do with me?”


-My scans revealed a match to your DNA sequencers. The Synaptic strands indicate a relation to you. A brother-


Athani’s blue/green eyes grew wider at this information. She looked at Resumar then. “That’s… that’s not possible! My father… he told me… he told Jalersi and me that the last of our brothers had been killed in a…”

-My scans were completely accurate Athani Little One-


“He told you I was killed in an explosion at a training base.” Mican said softly as he stepped up next to Resumar now. “Yes… that was the official story.” Athani’s eyes cut to Mican in shock. Her vertically slit blue/green eyes were as shocked as Resumar had ever seen them, and he reached out to take her arms and steady her. “In reality… I led a revolt of a cloning facility. Our father was using me as one of his test subjects, just as he used Jalersi and you Athani.”


Mican felt a weight he had carried for decades beginning to lift from his shoulders. It was a weight that Na’lia coming into his life had all but erased, but a weight that still lingered. Until now. He moved closer to her, looking down into her stunned eyes.


“I did not turn out as he expected.” Mican said. “As he wanted. My eyes. My abilities. He wanted to change me to the point where I could lead his clones in battle and look no different than the vampires he planned to invade. When I did not turn out as he hoped I became a liability to him. As did the clones. He ordered us executed Athani. I… I did not want to die. I led the clones in an escape attempt. We succeeded and this is where we have ended up. We have saved more over the years, and we bring them here.”


Athani stared at him in silence. This was why he had been looking at her strangely since she had arrived here. No matter what she was doing he always seemed to be watching her. And now she knew why. Jalersi had told her he had been killed, and when she asked her father, he had told her the same thing. Was it all a lie? Was her entire life a life? Athani blinked several times and looked at Resumar. No… whatever had gone on before, whatever lies she had been told before she had met Resumar, they no longer mattered. This was her life now. This is what she was meant for. And her life with this man was no lie. 


Athani looked back to Mican. “That… this is why you have…”


Mican nodded. “I have known about you and Jalersi for many years.” He said gently. “I think Jalersi may known more about me than she lets on or speaks of, but when word reached us here that you defected… I was very happy. I… I did not know how to approach you once I realized you were here. Na'lia has called me a coward half a dozen times since you arrived because I would not come forward.”


Athani looked at him. “She… she loves you without question.” She said.


Mican nodded. “As I love her.” He stated moving closer still. “I have always imagined what I would say when and if I was ever able to see you or Jalersi. How I would tell you… if you would even believe me.” Mican looked at Avi and then back to her. “I did not suspect he could do what he can do.”


-I have the ability to…- Avi began.


Resumar shook his head. “Avi… not now!” He hissed. He turned back to Athani and squeezed her hands. She inched closer to him, her long tail circling around his leg as it always did when she was anxious or troubled. “We have time now Aryschanne. You and Mican can talk for a time. Dario and Channa will be here shortly with the last group. After that I don’t know when…”


“Yes.” Athani told him quickly glancing at him and then turning to Mican. “If… if you wish to.”


Mican didn’t hesitate. “It would make me very happy.”


Resumar nodded his head. “Stay with Cemath Aryschanne. No one will interrupt you then.” Resumar leaned over and kissed her softly, nuzzling her cheek and ear as he did. Mican watched as Athani's face turned wistful and contented, her eyes closing for the briefest of moments. “You have perhaps an hour before we begin moving everyone to the Coven ship that Uncle Vonis has secured.” He stated before smiling and moving away, dragging Avi by his arm, which was a feat in and of itself.


Mican watched Resumar walk away and then he looked back at Athani. “He is a fine man.” He said softly.


Athani met his gaze steadily. “He is my husband, my mate and my very best friend.” She said proudly. “He saved me. Loved me without pause or regret. Without him… without him I would be nothing.”


Mican nodded. “As it is with Na'lia and me. Ever since she came into my life.” He said softly.


That was the opening and Athani stepped closer. “Tell me.” She said softly. “Share it with me and I will tell you of my life.”


Mican nodded. “It is as good a place to start as any.” He said.

IRARUZU


Walter cringed as another plasma mortar smashed into the ground only a hundred meters from the front of the Drow estate. He dashed across in front of several windows, the sound of weapons fire zipping over his head as a barrage of small arms peppered the windows behind him as he moved. Walter skidded to a halt next to Hval, who was squatting behind the corner of the wall clutching his 190.

“Their mortars have moved back out of range of our turrets and are finding the range again!” Hval shouted.


“You noticed did you?” Walter barked. “How many?”


Hval shook his head. “Two at least! Maybe three Holy One.”


Walter nodded. “That is what I think as well!” He shouted back. “They are short ranged mortars however! They can get within range of the estate until they take out the turrets! Once they take out our defensive turrets they will move forward, target the estate and begin to pound us into oblivion!”

“They outnumber us ten to one Holy One!” Hval snapped. “Why waste the ammunition when they could simply overwhelm us after they destroy the turrets! It would be faster than trying to realign their mortars!”


Walter nodded. “Good point!”


“We will not be able to hold them Holy One!” Hval barked.


Walter slammed his hand down on Hval’s shoulder. “Then die well Dragoon!”


Hval nodded his head, his face a stern mask of determination as he gripped his 190A3. “I intend too Holy One! And I will take as many of these dogs with me as I can!”

Walter looked up and then dashed across the open area in the room and skidded around the corner as he headed down the stairs. He saw Ceneia, Daba, Lu'ria and Jennifer huddled behind some heavy furniture they had piled in front of the main door to the estate. Majeir he knew was occupying the entrance to the underground tunnel and watching the exit which Lu'ria and Jennifer had initially escaped out of. The tunnel entrance had never been meant for a dragon to enter, but it had taken a ten second burst of Majeir’s intense burning flame to actually melt the metal and concrete enough for her to squeeze into the much larger tram tunnel. He shook his head as he passed the entrance and saw Majeir extend her head and neck out of the now much larger doorway.

Walter! She exclaimed. I do not like the vibrations of the ground Walter.
Walter nodded and let his fingers brush against her snout. “Be strong Majeir. You can’t fly because we know they have T19s.”

I can burn them before they fire! Majeir complained.

It was Lu'ria who got up and moved next to her new Bonded Sister. No! She barked out within Mindvoice, placing her hands on Majeir’s massive head. I will not risk losing you so soon after I have found you! You are safer in the tunnel!

I do not want to die in this tunnel! Majeir announced.
You will not die! Lu'ria snapped. I won’t let you die!

Walter turned and moved to where the other three women squatted or knelt behind the makeshift barricade. Daba looked up at him as he knelt on one knee.

“He is not coming is he Holy One.” She said softly.

Walter met her eyes. “I don’t know.” He answered honestly. 

“We know he got the message.” Ceneia spoke.

Walter nodded. “That does not mean he would have put it all together though.”

“You… you are saying that what Lu'ria thinks she feels could be very wrong.” Daba said looking at him.

“I don’t know what to believe.” Walter said. “I… I would have thought he would be here by now. Then again I don’t know where in The Wilds the SCIMITAR was when they got the message.”

“Or if he and the others feel the same for Lu'ria as she does them.” Daba said looking at where her daughter was stroking Majeir’s scales. “You do not have to try and make me feel better Holy One. If we are meant to die here, then we are meant to die here. At least I will be with my child…” She looked at Ceneia and reached out to take her hand. “And the love I have waited many years for.”

Walter met her amber eyes. “Do not lose hope yet Daba.” Walter said.

“The enemy is on our doorstep Holy One.” Daba spoke. “I for one… I intend to make them pay for what they have done before I die.”

Walter heard the chambering of a fresh power cell in the 190 and looked at Jennifer. She clutched the weapon tightly, a look of unreal determination set on her jaw. 

“For what they did to my Drow Mistress… I will kill as many as I am able before I join her.” Jennifer spat.

Daba nodded her head in approval. “Aovi.” She spoke in Lycavorian.

Walter’s head came up when three larger than normal explosions caused the ground to shake and the walls to vibrate.

“They got the turrets!” Hval’s voice echoed over their implants. “They got the turrets!”

Walter looked back at Daba and the others. “Prepare yourselves… based on what they have done already they will not leave it to mortars to kill us. They will assault the estate in force with all of their troops to insure their goal is complete this time!”

“Why?” Ceneia asked. “Why do this?”

“Whatever the reason…” Walter told her. “Whatever the reason… let’s make sure they know they were in a fight!”

He saw the three women nod and then he turned to look at Lu'ria and Majeir. Lu'ria didn’t hesitate and nodded her head, while Majeir’s massive head bobbed up and down.

ULU HARBINGER

IN RANGE OF IRARUZU 


The elven commander of the HARBINGER was pacing his bridge as they closed on the pirate planet. They were under full Shroud and closing the distance by the second. Velnar had been handpicked by Miranda Lorian to command the HARBINGER. Four hundred years in the Union Fleet and countless battles, most recently in the Evolli War where he had earned his commendations for bravery by saving three medical ships that the Evolli decided they were going to destroy out of spite. He hadn’t allowed that to happen, and he would be damned if he allowed his Prince to walk into a trap.


“…me a report!” He barked out loudly.


“Kavalian PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigate!” His sensor operator called out in response. “Maintaining a low Ecliptic orbit. Barely above the outer atmosphere! Picking up what appears to be some sort of battle on the ground just on the edge of the Deutrino field. Getting spikes that appear to be plasma mortars!”


“Centralize the location?” Velnar snapped.


The woman at the sensor station turned to look at him. “The Deutrino field is making our scans fuzzy Commander, but it is definitely in the location of where the Drow base is supposed to be!” 


Velnar nodded his head. “The bastards are trying to hide in the atmosphere!” He stated. “The Prince’s STRIKER?”


“No sign of it Commander!” The woman answered immediately. “But we wouldn’t pick it up anyway sir!”


“Nubou! Nubou! Nubou!” Velnar swore long and loud causing many of his bridge crew to turn and look at him. Their elven Commander was usually much more reserved and he rarely used profanity of any kind that they knew of, and many had served with him for years. “They jumped before us! They must already be here!”

“They have to detect the Kavalian ship Commander!” She called out. “The STRIKER’s sensor array is even better than ours in some ways!”


“Can we burn through the Deutrino field on the surface?” Velnar asked. “Get a message to the Drow base?”

“Yes sir… but we risk exposing ourselves if we do!” She answered instantly. “We’d have to increase power by forty-one percent, and it appears as if the Kavalian Frigate is the thing generating the field! The planet’s entire upper atmosphere is saturated with Deutrino particles now!”


“Fuck it!” Velnar barked as he straightened up. “We need to let the Prince know we are here! Communications officer! Spartan 11! Go secure! And do it quickly!”

SPARTAN 11


“…been trying since I spoke with you Andro!” Marci almost shouted. “I can’t get any of them on the board! Not one!”
Andro shook his head as he looked at her holoimage. He had never seen Marci so upset and flustered. This was not something he had wanted to hear. “It’s a prelude to an all out attack Marci!” Andro announced immediately. “It has to be!”

Marci shook her head. “I’ve been trying to raise Armetus or your father as well! Neither of them is answering! Your Uncle’s COM channel is off the grid! When I inquired of the Durcunusaan officer at the base he only told me that they had left with Isra and a full platoon!”

“Left to where?” Andro asked.

“The man didn’t know!” Marci stated. “Andro… Andro something isn’t right! Even with the Level Six Blackout I should still be able to get in contact with someone. None of your mothers are answering! Not even Deia! I got Laustinos in his office and he told me he would look into it!”

“Laustinos?” Andro snapped. “Look into it? He is a whimpering idiotic fool! He will do nothing!”

“Andro… I have a bad feeling about this.” Marci said. “I need to increase the alert of the fleet!”

“Do it!” Andro told her without hesitation. “Alert Level Three! All Fleet groups are to stage to their Line of Departure immediately! All ground units on Earth to full battle readiness!”

“What are you going to do?” Marci asked.

“Our main sensors are being jammed or deflected by a massive Deutrino field that is encompassing almost the entire planet Marci! It is coming from this Kavalian frigate in low orbit!” Sadi spoke now from her seat. “We are only getting small breaks in the field and it appears there is…”

The loud claxon overhead sounded three times in quick succession and Ne'Veha’s head whipped around to look at one of her consoles. “Incoming secure COMS on Spartan 11!” She announced.

“Identify that SirsanGai!” Sadi barked. “No one knows we are here!”

“It… it says it’s coming from a Commander Velnar aboard the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser…” Ne'Veha was turning as she spoke, but Andro finished her statement.

“The HARBINGER!” He spat. Andro looked at Marci in the image. “I’m going down to Iraruzu and find Walter Marci. I am authorizing you to use whatever means you have to find out what is going on! Any means Marci! Until you have re-established contact with my father or Armetus, you are now in command of the Krypteria and the Intelligence arm of the Union military by my order. You report to no one but me in your actions and I have just approved anything you need to do!”

“Andro that… I will get it done!” She barked.

“Until we find a way to stop the frigate from generating this Deutrino field you will not be able to contact me.” Andro spoke. “Get a warning to my mothers on Kranek and Hadaria that something is about to pop and it isn’t good!”

“Consider it done!” Marci replied as she was moving around to the back of her desk and bringing her control console online. “Watch yourself Andro!”

“I will contact you as soon as I am able.” Andro said. “Spartan 11 out!” Andro reached forward and tapped the console. “Bring up Velnar SirsanGai! Secure Spartan 11!”

The holoimager flickered once more and then the upper body of the HARBINGER’s elven Commander appeared and focused.

“Prince Andro!” Velnar exclaimed as he saw him.

“Commander, explain what you are doing here and do so quickly!” Andro snapped.

“Milord… we detected your emergency Jump six hours ago! Captain Lorian sent us after you in case you needed assistance!” Velnar answered without hesitation.
Andro’s brow furrowed. “Miranda?” He asked.

Velnar nodded his head. “Yes Milord. Admiral O’Connor sent us out into The Wilds to be a Guardian Angel as he called it. We positioned ourselves to be able to respond to several different locations and then we detected your jump. The sensors on the ARIZONA are calibrated differently Milord, and we were able to detect your jump even while you were Shrouded. Captain Lorian ordered me to bring the HARBINGER after you.”

“The ARIZONA’s Attack Wing is no longer at Dreamland?” Andro asked stunned at this knowledge.

Velnar shook his head. “No sire… we… Milord… we are detecting what appears to be plasma mortar explosions near the location of the Drow estate. There is a Kavalian frigate in low orbit that is generating…”

“Yes I know… it is generating the Deutrino field!” Andro barked. “Velnar… I’m going to the surface! Walter is down there! My Drow mate is down there!” Andro saw Velnar’s eyes grow a little wider. “The Kavalians are trying to kill them and advance their plans against the Union! Every Drow outpost we have in The Wilds is off the board! The Kavalians are moving against the us! It has to be!”
“They… Milord that is… but why?” Velnar gasped.

“I don’t know and I don’t care!” Andro snapped. “Velnar… make that frigate disappear and then stand by to receive further orders from Sadi!”

Velnar stood up straighter and nodded. “It will be done Milord!”

Andro leaned over and laid a blistering kiss on Sadi and then Ne'Veha. “Take us down KertaGai! Drop us right on top of the bastards and then provide whatever cover you can to Walter and Lu'ria!”

“What about you and Carisia?” Ne'Veha asked.

Andro turned and saw Carisia pull her matte black helmet onto her head. There were now crimson and gold lines that extended across her cheek guards on both sides as well as along the top of the helmet. The plumed crest was the same color as her raven black hair and stretched well down past her shoulders. He saw her smile, her cobalt blue vampire eyes and the tips of her vampiric fangs very visible. He smiled and turned back to Ne'Veha, nuzzling her elven ear with firmness and love. “We will be fine.” He stated. He turned quickly and nuzzled Sadi’s cheek once more. “Fly like the wind KertaGai.” He said.
Sadi nodded. “The Deutrino Field will disrupt our Shroud when we enter the atmosphere my love. Hold on tight!”

Andro nodded. “It can’t be helped.” He said. “Part of our life… our future is down there and I won’t forsake it for anything.”

“On our way.” Sadi stated.

IRARUZU

WEST OF THE DROW ESTATE


“Move in from the west now!” The Kavalian commander yelled to his officer as he lowered his field glasses and turned to Leruk who knelt beside him. “Their defensive turrets are down Leruk.” He stated. “I will begin my assault from the west. Take your force in from the south through the timber. Use the depression to attack along the rear of the building. You can make your way right up to the back!”


Leruk nodded. “I have distributed the T19s evenly Major.” He spoke as he came to his feet.


“You are sure you only saw the one dragon?” The major asked.


Leruk nodded. “They must have it hiding in the structure somehow.” He stated.


The major nodded. “The team we sent to the spaceport found the bodies of our missile team. They say one of them was… one of them had begun to get his skin peeled from him! It had to be the older Drow whore! They will know we have T19s and will keep the dragon under cover.”


“It helps us!” Leruk said. “If we are lucky we can bury the creature!”


“Bury the dragon but I want them alive Leruk!” The major snapped. “No matter the cost… I want them alive! I am going to rape and kill that Drow whore myself for what she has done to my men!”


“It will cost us many!” Leruk reminded him.


“Not if we progress quickly!” The major answered. “Now get moving!”

PURUSIAN-CLASS HEAVY FRIGATE


“…attack has begun sir!” The tactical officer called out.
“Good. I am growing tired of this planet.” The captain answered as he looked up from the data pad he was reading. “Prepare our transports to retrieve our ground team and…”

“Captain!” The sensor operator barked out as his vertically slit eyes went wide. “Captain I have a contact!”

“Identify!” The Captain spoke coming to his feet.

“Union ship! STRIKER Dragon Class!” The man barked. “She’s making a run for the surface!” The man’s eyes went wide. “Captain! It matches with one of the VF Codes we got from Command!”

“Which one?” The captain asked.

“Sir! It matches to the Crown Prince Androcles!” The operator barked turning in his chair. “The Crown Prince’s STRIKER is here sir!”

The Captain’s eyes were wide. Many things flashed through his mind at this information. They had received many Verification Friendly Command Codes from the Lycavorian traitor and until now, they had not picked up any of them. If he destroyed the STRIKER DT of the Crown Prince, he would be viewed as a hero since KFI command had never been able to nail down his exact location. He made his decision quickly and without real thought.

“Weapons!” He barked out. “Lock forward Anvil Cannons on the STRIKER and prepare to fire! Load tubes one and three with full yield warheads and…”

Captain!” The sensor operator barked out again. The captain of the Kavalian ship turned his head so quickly at the sound of real fear in the man’s voice that he tweaked his neck. 

“Speak!” He yelled.

“Captain! LEONIDAS II-Strike Cruiser has just de-shrouded off our aft quarter!” The man screamed.

“What?” The captain shouted. “Impossible!” 

“Captain… they are powering forward weapons!” The sensor operator screamed.

“Evasive!” The Kavalian Captain roared. “Evasive hard to port! Hard to port! Defensive measures!”

It wasn’t in time by any stretch of the imagination.

HARBINGER

“Captain the Kavalian frigate is preparing to fire!” The sensor operator snapped.

“Not on my watch you don’t!” Velnar snarled coming to his feet.

“Forward MK9s locked!” The weapons officer spoke crisply. 
Velnar stood just in front of his command chair with his hands behind his back and nodded. “Forward MK batteries fire! Stand by Mark22Bs! Four missiles from launchers one and two! Full plasma matter yield! I want nothing left of that ship but atoms! Fire!”

There were five large MK9 Alpha Series Type One Plasma batteries in the bow of a LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser. The Type One MK9 was the heaviest ship mounted weapon that Union ships carried. A single blast from one of these turrets could rip through the hull of nearly any unshielded or armored ship as if it was paper. The concussive force alone was powerful enough to crush the life from men or women near the impact point. All five of the HARBINGERS forward MK9s fired at one time in a blinding flash of yellow/red color. Five single lines of Plasma reached out for the Kavalian frigate and struck the ship dead center of its superstructure.

The PURUSIAN-Class frigates were not designed to go head to head with a behemoth like the HARBINGER and five concentrated beams of plasma seared through the frigates light shields as if they weren’t there and gutted the Kavalian frigate like a fruit. The forward section of the frigate burst away from the rear section as secondary explosions rocked the two hundred meter section of hull. Flashes could be seen through the hundreds of portal windows as interior decompression ravaged the ship from the inside. As the concussive wave of the five plasma beams smashed into the Tri-Cobalt engine core of the frigate, the force field protecting the core failed instantly and the entire rear section of the ship blossomed into a small sun. Six hundred of the frigates nine hundred member crew died instantly in the resulting engine explosion which completely vaporized the rear section.

“Missiles locked on forward section Captain!” The weapons officer barked out.

“Reading numerous life signs in the forward section Captain! They have multiple hull breaches!” The sensor operator shouted. “Their atmospheric shields are holding right now. Emergency power has kicked in.”

Velnar shook his head slowly as his dark eyes watched their holoimaging Heads Up Display. “Nubou them! They should have thought about that before they decided to attack our Prince and our Union!” Velnar growled angrily. “Mark22Bs! Fire!”

“Missiles away!” The weapons officer called as his finger stabbed down on his control console.

A total of eight smallish missiles launched from either side of the HARBINGER’s ventral mounted Mark22B launchers. Smallish in that the missiles were only six meters in length and perhaps four meters thick, yet they packed a horrific punch. Two hundred kilos of pure, refined Pallidium. The most powerful explosive in the Union arsenal. All of it packed into the single warhead the missile carried at speeds that almost could not be tracked. Seven seconds after the missiles launched they impacted the forward section of the Kavalian frigate and detonated. The resulting explosion was not as brilliant in nature, but equally effective. The forward section of the Kavalian frigate appeared to swell from the inside and then almost sixteen hundred kilos of Pallidium exploded and blew what remained of the ship into tiny pieces that would burn up in the atmosphere for the next two months.

Velnar turned his head. “Launch the Ready Squadron!” He barked out the command. “I want a company of Spartans on the surface like yesterday! Full combat load! Anything that even looks Kavalian… kill it!”

“Troop ships are already loaded and powering up sir!”

“Tight beam COM to the ARIZONA!” Velnar snapped as he returned to his chair. “Let Captain Lorian know what is going on and tell her to keep her eyes open! Give me a CAP patrol out to ten million kilometers! Anything that enters the system I want to know about and I want an immediate solution for our weapons! Let’s move people! The sibfla has hit the fan, and our Crown Prince is about to make an even bigger mess than we just did!”

IRARUZU

Andro leaned close to the front of his saddle as Elynth tore across the treetops at nearly two hundred and fifty kilometers an hour. Her wings were folded back and she was expertly using the height they had exited the STRIKER from to glide in at a lesser angle and therefore keep her speed constant. They were almost upon the estate and Andro turned his head to see Anthar slightly behind and to Elynth’s left, keeping pace and matching her every move. It helped that they were mates and Anthar could simply link his mind to her and know what she was going to do at the same time she did. His azure wolf eyes easily saw Carisia’s small form leaning forward much the same as him, her palms spread across Anthar’s broad shoulders, allowing him to feed off her own Mindvoice abilities. As with Elynth and himself, it was the perfect harmony of two powerful minds. Their psychic shield kept the skin peeling wind from harming him and he turned his head forward once more, reaching out with his wolf eyes. 

Enylarcopri! The mortars! That is where they will have their T19s. Andro barked out within Mindvoice. Remove them before they fire again or threaten us! Break now!

There was no hesitation in the least and Anthar peeled away with jaw dropping speed and dipped even lowered to the tall treetops, slowly extending his huge wings out to garner lift as he leveled off from their descent. Seeing that they were approaching properly and were as equally prepared as he was Andro turned his attention back to the open field in front of the Drow Estate. At this moment, Carisia was nearest to him in fighting skill, her vampire speed and ability to blur making her the obvious choice to join him on the ground. Sadi’s skills were improving everyday, though she worked on her Mindvoice powers more than her unarmed combat skills. Ne'Veha had yet to begin spending time with them training as she had only come into their lives days ago, but Andro knew she would join them as well. The mortars and T19s he would leave to Carisia, and he would tend to the Kavalians dogs attacking the Estate.

Sister! Andro snarled out within Mindvoice feeling her heart beating calm and collected just as his was. Perfectly in tune with each other. 

I count sixty-seven still living! Elynth barked out. Half of them are in the trees to the west and moving towards the structure!

Torma Two One! Just as we did on Hagnar Three! Those in the trees I will leave to you sister! Walter will know what to do when he sees us! Andro barked.

They did not outnumber us four to one on Hagnar Three Andro! Elynth quipped.
The Evolli expected us! The Kavalians do not! It will work! Andro snapped.

Then here we go! Elynth shouted as she snapped out her wings and rose a few meters higher. Then she rolled over onto her back just as they cleared the trees and appeared in the huge cleared field, dropping until she was only three meters from the ground with Andro upside down in the saddle.

The Kavalian major lowered his macrobinoculars and cursed under his breath as another wave of seven of his men went down under withering weapons fire from the first and second floors of the building. He counted at least one weapon on the second floor and at least four on the bottom floor. Whoever these Drow were, they had cut a killing zone around their main estate building as there was hardly any cover anywhere for his men to hide as they dashed across the open ground and through the thin treeline. Half of them were in the open area using what cover they could to bound past each other while covering each small group. The others were racing through the treeline trying to get the defenders to split their fire in two directions. He lifted his wrist mounted COM unit.

“Mortar teams! Target the roof of the building!” He screamed. “The second floor! Direct fire into the windows where the bastard is killing our men!” The major looked at his COM unit when he received no immediate answer. “Mortar teams! Direct fire into the building’s second floor! Why…”

“Nooo… arggghhh… look… out…!” 

The major’s eyes went wide when he heard the unmistakable sound of an angry dragon and the distinctive sound of that dragon unleashing a sizzling stream of deadly flame. He whirled around and lifted his macrobinoculars back to where his mortar teams were set up a kilometer away. His blood went icy cold when he saw them on the face of the ridge, a huge red dragon in their midst and laying waste to their positions with his wings, talons, fangs and searing hot flame while the blurring motion told him a vampire was among their number as well. The Major saw the flash in the sky even through the lenses and he pulled them away from his eyes and looked skyward. He was then able to witness the death of the Kavalian frigate in orbit, just as nearly everyone on the planet did as well. He heard the unmistakable sound of another trumpeting dragon and whirled back around only to see the obsidian scaled beast flying directly at his men from the east upside down. He saw the dragon’s maw open even from this distance and the orange tinted stream of superheated breath blistered across the ground.

“NO! NO!” The major screamed as he broke into a run for where his men were.


It was the most gut wrenching stop he had ever conducted and six months ago it was something he would never had attempted. Anthar didn’t slow down as they tore across the tree tops; if anything he increased his speed somewhat. His magenta colored eyes were narrowed to slits, but they took in all around them. The nerves on his scales fed his brain data on wind and speed and course, and it was the training of the last months that allowed him to bring it all together as one.

Sister! Anthar called out.


I’m ready! Carisia barked.


We go!

Anthar let out a bellow of rage, snapped out his wings to both sides and came to an abrupt and quite heart stopping halt ten meters above the three plasma mortars the Kavalians had set up. Twelve heads came up at the massive rush of air and twelve sets of eyes went wide just as Carisia leaped from her saddle and Anthar cut loose with a stream of nearly four thousand degree flame directly at the mortar crew under him.


Carisia had jumped from higher heights and her small five foot two stature made her an impossible target to hit. In the middle of her leap she drew her dual fighting knives and in another blink her booted feet smashed into the chest of the largest Kavalian, driving him down into the hard packed surface. Even though she weighed barely more than a hundred pounds, her momentum and forward motion was enough to crush every bone in the Kavalian’s chest and shoulders as she flexed her legs, adding to the force of the impact. Her vampire hearing detected the sound of his bones snapping and she sprang into motion without thought. 
She was a whirlwind of deadly motion, blurring to the next closest Kavalian who stood there astonished at what was happening. His astonishment would be forever etched on his face as Carisia’s dual blades flashed in a single instant and both sides of his thick neck were opened to the midday air. As his blood fountained in two arcs away from his body, Carisia was already blurring again. The third Kavalian was struggling to get his weapon unlimbered from his holster and he looked up as he brought the hand blaster up. The blurring motion ceased directly in front of him and the much smaller vampire female appeared. Her hands caught his wrist and twisted savagely and he screamed as his bones burst from his skin and the weapon dropped from his grasp. Carisia stepped towards him, slashing her right blade across his exposed throat while spinning to the side to move around him. As she turned fully, she reached back and buried her left blade into the Kavalian’s lower back, using her vampire strength to rip upwards several inches before yanking it free.

The fourth Kavalian had lifted his weapon and targeted her. As he pulled the trigger of his rifle Carisia blurred once more and he sent eight rounds punching into the back of his fellow soldier. Carisia didn’t give him another chance, stepped under his arms and brought both her knives slashing down. One blade opened his arm from his elbow to his shoulder, the other burying itself in his chest. With no pause in her spinning motion, Carisia’s right hand dropped to her thigh and she yanked the K12 from its holster. As she completed moving she jammed the K12 into the Kavalian’s neck and pulled the trigger twice in quick succession. The kinetic rounds blew out the other side of his neck, sending out bloody fur and flesh and showering the ground beside him while nearly decapitating him.


As Carisia whirled to face the last of the mortar crews Anthar was now fully on the ground looming behind her. The four Kavalian troops had their weapons leveled at them, but it was easy enough to see the shimmering blue psychic shield surrounding both of them. Even as they pulled the triggers on their weapons, Carisia and Anthar were moving as one. His right wing slashed forward over the top of his bonded sister as she rolled to the left. The hard bony cartilage that was the front edge of his wings smashed into the first Kavalian’s head, crushing his skull and flipping his body through the air like one would kick a ball. As the last three began to pull back on their triggers Carisia extended her hand with the K12 and pulled the trigger. Five kinetic rounds walked their way up one Kavalian’s lower body beginning at his groin. As each round struck him he staggered back as if hit by a massive fist. Blood was erupting from four massive wounds before the fifth round entered his screaming mouth and blew out the back of his skull. Carisia was already blurring as she rolled to the side and Anthar brought his left foreleg down in a devastating swipe. The third Kavalian had been trying to track Carisia with his rifle and never saw the four razor like talons. Anthar’s talons severed the man’s arm and dug six inch deep furrows into his chest and abdomen until his foot slapped into the dirt once more. The Kavalian died silently, Anthar’s talons having torn his throat open and sliced through his voice box.


The fourth Kavalian was furthest away and did the only thing his horrified mind could think of. He turned and threw away his weapons as he began to run. True to their feline nature Kavalians could run very fast, nearly as fast as a wolf on four legs. Carisia had the advantage of her momentum and vampire speed however. The Kavalian had gone twelve steps before the shape appeared to his side and he felt an agonizing pain rip through his leg. He lost his balance and slammed hard into the unyielding ground rolling several times before smashing into the base of the tree. His hands reached down to grip his now crippled leg as blood squirted from the four inch long slice in the back of his thigh and knee. Carisia’s blade had severed his hamstring and all the tendons and ligaments at the back of his knee.


His eyes were filled with fear as he watched the smallish vampire female blur until she was only a meter away from him. His eyes grew terrified when Anthar’s massive head lowered to just above her right shoulder, his magenta eyes burning with anger. Carisia stared down at the man, her blood seething at what she knew had happened here.


“No one hurts my Drow Mistress and those I love!” Carisia snarled savagely, baring her vampiric fangs. “No one!”


“Wait!” The Kavalian screamed. “I didn’t…”


“Burn him brother!” Carisia snapped.


“NOOOOOOO!” The Kavalian's screams died with the rush of flame and heat as Anthar didn’t hesitate and cut loose with a short but exceedingly lethal stream of fire.

Carisia stared at the writhering form for only a few seconds before turning and leaping to Anthar’s back. As the dragon armor locked her legs in place she placed her palms on Anthar's sides. She heard the trumpet that announced Elynth’s arrival and both she and Anthar turned and could only watch with awe and adoring eyes as the two they loved most in this universe brought their vengeance to bear.


Walter was the first to notice the dwindling weapons fire as he peeked above the scarred table he was using for protection. As his eyes cleared the edge of the table he heard the dragon trumpet and he recognized it without question for he had heard it many times before. His head came all the way up as the weapons fire peppering the front of the estate had ceased almost completely.


“Make my brother proud boy!” Walter whispered to no one but himself and the thin air around him. “Make my brother proud!”


“He’s here!” Hval’s voice screamed over their COM implants. “The Prince is here!”


Walter turned back slowly and looked at Daba whose amber eyes were focused on him and wide in stunned realization. He smiled. “I guess the Yara Parma was right after all.” He stated softly.
 


Daba’s head snapped around and she saw Lu'ria standing beside Majeir with an almost dreamlike expression on her face. Her amber eyes were wide as for the first time she felt the full force of Androcles’s Mindvoice presence engulf her. Seconds after she felt that, she could feel Sadi and Ne'Veha reaching for her… and then finally the one she most wanted to meet in the diminutive Carisia.


“By the gods Holy One!” Hval’s voice echoed. “I can not believe what I am seeing!”


All of them broke for the front of the building and cautiously peered around and over the shattered remains of the windows and their frames. What Daba saw would forever be engraved into her memory, for this was the man who would claim her daughter as his own. Her amber eyes were wide as she watched.


“A jal nindel zhah orthae!”  Daba gasped loudly. (By all that is Holy)


Walter glanced at her. “My father once called them, father and son, he called them Talis rie Annur.” He told her softly. “Forces of Nature.”


Walter caught the movement out of the corner of his eye and saw five figures rise up from the shattered remains of the window frames and bringing weapons to bear. “Down!” He bellowed. “Get down!”


Walter leaped for Daba just as the weapons opened up and he felt three hot lances of fire strike his side as he threw his weight upon Daba and buried her. Lu'ria reacted to Walter’s warning but much slower than she normally would have because of what she felt from Andro and the others. She was still not skilled with using their psychic shield either and as she turned she released her control of it and the shimmering blue shield dropped from around her body. Daba grunted from the impact of Walter’s weight on top of her and looked up just in time to see Lu'ria take four rounds to her chest and abdomen.


“Lu'ria! Lu'ria no!” She screamed.


Sister no! Majeir’s voice echoed Daba’s even as she winced with the force of the strikes against her psychic shield. NO!!! Die! Die! Die! Majeir bellowed in anger as her head turned towards the windows and she let loose with a stream of searing flame at the windows while she struggled to bring her body out of the tunnel entrance. 

Ceneia and Jennifer whirled before Walter had finished his warning and were bringing their weapons up just as projectile rounds began to dance across the floor causing them to roll away and seek cover. Majeir’s blast of flame slammed into the window frames, igniting it instantly and setting the five Kavalian troops outside the windows instantly on fire. So close were they that two of them were charred to brittle bone within seconds as the others screamed out their agony.
“LU’RIA!” Daba screamed as she finally pushed Walter’s groaning body from atop her and scrambled to her feet.

“DON’T MOVE!” The voice roared.

Majeir’s head snapped around and saw Leruk standing over the top of Lu'ria now, his weapon leveled at her head, the second Kavalian with his rifle leveled at them. She inhaled and prepared to unleashed another jet of flame but he held up his hand. 

“Open your mouth dragon and she dies!” Leruk barked. “I know you understand me! You will kill me… but you will kill her as well!”

Majeir’s rage filled eyes glared at Leruk, but she kept her mouth closed. Daba began moving again and Leruk lifted his other hand.

“I said don’t move Drow whore!” He screamed causing Daba to stop in her tracks. “You have caused far too many problems for us these past days! Now it is time for you to make full amends for the lives of my comrades who you have killed.”
Leruk motioned with his head at the Kavalian soldier who fired two quick rounds into Jennifer’s chest. Her body was blown backwards with the force of the rounds, blood spraying the wall behind her as she slammed into the wall and was still. 

“It was me!” Daba shouted. “I skinned your friend on that building! Kill me instead!”

Leruk met her gaze. “I’ll get to you Drow whore!” He snarled in reply. “You came all the way to this planet for her and I want to know why before I kill her!” He asked lowering his weapon closer to Lu'ria’s forehead as he positioned his body with his back into the destroyed main foyer of the estate home. Her eyes were closed and blood was rapidly pooling on the floor under her from the four bullet wounds. 
“Tell me why!” He screamed.

Torma Two One.


It was a relatively simply maneuver that Andro and Elynth had named and mastered when Andro was thirteen and Elynth fourteen. It was a maneuver they could do in their sleep, and it was also a maneuver that could have devastating results if executed properly. During the Evolli War they had tried this maneuver on a company of elite Evolli Shock troops. It had not worked then because the Evolli had been expecting dragons and were prepared for the type of combat that would ensue. The Kavalian troops however, they were not so lucky.


Even upside down Elynth could direct her stream of flame tinged superheated breath with exacting control. As she burned a scorching path towards the bunched together Kavalian troops, engulfing seven of them in the stream’s path, Andro released the Dragon Armor braces around his legs and fell away. While Elynth sped over the top of the now burning field, Andro rolled in midair, extracted and extended his Nehtes from its holster and then rammed it into the ground as he landed in a cloud of dust and ash. In that split second he channeled all of his considerable Mindvoice power into the Nehtes and through it. As the razor sharp spearhead fully buried itself nearly eighteen inches into the ground, a psychic ripple expanded outward with devastating results. The half dozen Kavalian troops nearest to Andro caught the full brunt of this ripple as it pulsed through them shattering bones and pulverizing organs. The force of the ripple dissipated quickly but it allowed Andro the time he needed.

The Kavalians troops who were only staggered by the ripple of enormous Mindvoice power watched as Andro stood to his full height and glared at them from under his helmet. The crested plume, now with five different colors of hair moving slightly, the last one Andro adding only the previous night and was a silvery color that extended past his shoulders. His azure eyes were now wolf eyes and his dual fangs were bared in a snarl. They watched as he lifted his left arm and called forth his Shi Viska from Flat Space and then nineteen Kavalian troops lifted their weapons and sent a furious barrage of kinetic projectiles screaming at the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union.

Andro dropped to one knee bringing up his Shi Viska in front of him even as the rounds began to impact his psychic shield. He clenched his teeth as he concentrated and brought forth more of his MV ability and reinforced his shield. The barrage was tremendous in its intensity, causing the front of his psychic shield to flare a brilliant white color even as many of the Kavalians moved closer and closer to him, confident that they would fell this supposed Crown Prince with unique powers they did not understand. He was without his dragon, and alone and there was no way he could stand against all of them.


Only three of them would survive this confrontation, and two of them would never walk again.


Whether by chance or fate, it seemed as if the power cells on the Kavalian rifles all went dry within seconds of each other. As each of the troops began to reach for a reload the level of fire slackened and as they turned to look at where the Prince was as they reloaded, their eyes went wide in disbelief.


Andro slowly rose back to his feet, his psychic shield still shimmering and his left arm lowered slowly until his Shi Viska was pointed at the ground. His azure eyes were nearly glowing now as he surrendered himself to the power coursing through him completely. His left arm snapped back up in a blink and the Shi Viska launched, humming out its eerie delight as it sliced through the weapons and chests of the three Kavalian troops closest to Andro before speeding off. Andro knew Kavalians were made of sterner stuff than Evolli and as one hand reached back and cleared Iphan Rie Aellseleum from its scabbard on his back, his right hand dropped and yanked the K12 from its holster. It was a complete rout from that moment on.

Androcles Leonidas had sat and listened to his father once. He was only ten years old and it was just months before he departed for Sparta to enter his Agoge. Torma and Elynth had flown them to the peak among the many mountain ranges on Apo Prime and as he looked down on Tuya he listened to his father.


“We are different Androcles my son. You and I. You will always be stronger than your brothers and sisters because of the time you were conceived in your mother’s womb. It was a time of high emotion for both of us. We had just discovered each other again, and we let go of ourselves and surrendered to the instincts inside all Lycavorians. We surrendered to our feral instincts. The instincts that so many have forgotten through the years because they thought it was what my father and grandfather wanted.” Martin spoke softly.


“This was not what they wanted father?” Andro asked.


Martin shook his head. “We thought to better ourselves and we pulled away from who we are at our core. We must learn to harness the animal within us; harness and use that strength and power. We are wolves in the form of men Andro. It is what made your grandfather and the Spartans so dominant in their time. They embraced our feral side in battle, but they learned to control it as well. No retreat. No surrender. That was their way.”


“But our soldiers now… they are like this.” Andro said.


Martin nodded. “Yes… because they embrace it more than they ever have. Because of me. Because of your Uncle Danny and all the others who fought with me on Earth.”


“I have this instinct father? Like you?”


Martin turned to look at his azure eyed son. “Oh yes. Your blood is as pure as mine. As your mother’s. This does not make you better than others; never fall into that trap. You are only as strong as the man or women to your left and right. Your blood… it means you must lead them with your heart.”

Andro nodded. “Fight with my head. Lead with my heart. You have taught all of us this father.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes I have… but with the exception of Denali… it will mean more to you in the future because of your blood and the pureness of it. It makes you stronger. Your bond with Elynth makes you stronger. No Lycavorian or elf has ever bonded with their dragon brother or sister while still in the womb. You are special son. Elynth is special. You will know when it is time to fully embrace that feral instinct inside you, but you must learn to harness as I said. It can be your greatest strength. It can help you defend those who need you to defend them.”

“How will I know when it is time father?” Andro asked.


“You will know son.” Martin spoke nodding his head. “You will feel it inside you, screaming to come out. To act on your instincts! Follow those instincts always! I did not act once and it almost cost me your mother. My Anome. My soul. I swore never to hesitate again Andro. You must never hesitate either son, for in hesitation there is death.”


Androcles Leonidas did not hesitate that night on Alba Tau, and everything his father told him had come to pass. He embraced the feral side of his blood and unleashed the animal within. They all did that night. It was the only thing that saved them then. Androcles Leonidas did not hesitate now either.

“My turn!” Andro snarled loudly. Androcles embraced that feral side once more. He felt it swell within him, engulf him within its arms and he let it guide his actions. There was no hesitation, no pause and no regret. 
Androcles Leonidas attacked. 


It was a beautiful thing to watch if you excluded the spray of blood and the sounds of screaming and dying men. If you dismissed the crunch of bone and the bark of the K12; if you dismissed the scene of arms and legs and even heads being severed from living bodies. Andro was a tumultuous storm sweeping over a portion of calm land. Iphan Rie Aellseleum spun in wide sweeping circles that almost transcended time and space. The Dragon Armor laced blade was impossible to see let alone block or parry, always where it was supposed to be, always with a precision born of countless hours of regimented training and the unique Mindvoice power to encompass everything around him. Every time it struck flesh and bone, it was a fatal wound. Every boom of the K12 Kinetic Magnum spelled death. It was an exquisite choreograph of pure unblemished skill and power. 
His psychic shield flared almost to a transparent blue as he moved. It formed around his limbs like a second skin, adding an additional layer of armor to the Mark IV ArmorPly he already wore. His movements as natural, smooth and graceful as any ballet ever performed. It was as if he danced to the sound of some music that only he heard, yet you need only look to where Elynth was to see that two hearts and minds danced to that same tune. Seven Kavalians fell under Iphan Rie Aellseleum before Andro’s Shi Viska came whipping from behind him just as he ducked down. With the blades fully extended, the shield turned vertical and cleaved a Kavalian soldier completely in two before speeding off once more. Two barks of the K12 and two more Puma Bane soldiers fell. A powerful slash of Iphan Rie Aellseleum and a head was sent flying. Blood soaked the ground behind him, as did the bodies of the Kavalian troops. Nothing would stand in his way. Nothing could stand in his way. These men were here to hurt someone who would share his life into the future. Someone who was more than dear to him in many ways. A woman who would share his life and the life of his Anome. Androcles Leonidas would never allow harm to come to his Anome. Like his mother was to his father, Sadi was the most beautiful and precious thing in the universe to him. Whatever caused her pain then caused him pain. If harm were to come to Lu'ria… it would cause his Ilythiiri tessai pain. Lu'ria’s pain would be his pain… and his pain would be Sadi’s pain. He would never smell Lu'ria’s sweet honey melon scent or feel her white satin hair in his hands. This would cause his Sadi pain. (Drow Blossom)  

That was something Androcles Leonidas would not allow.

They were here to hurt those he called family and friends. And they would pay for that folly in spades now. Andro completed a final spin, the K12 twirling in his hand until it seated in the holster on his thigh. He faced the last five Kavalians who were scrambling to reload their weapons still. Thirteen seconds and fourteen of their comrades lay dead or dying on the ground around this terrible creature before them. Their eyes locked with Andro’s as his motion stopped and he looked at them, his azure eyes as cruel as anything these hardened fighters had ever seen. They saw him twirl Iphan Rie Aellseleum in his right hand, the blood stained blade whistling in the air until it was seated in the scabbard on his back. Their eyes filled with confusion at this for he was now unarmed. This false thought only urged them to reload quicker and just as the first man brought his weapon up once more they saw the silvery diamond marquise shaped psychic projectiles form in the palms of both his hands. The shapes appeared to be roughly two inches long and perhaps an inch wide. Seeing these shapes caused all of them to pause once more, so very confused and effectively signing their own death warrants. Andro’s hands snapped forward and the two psychic projectiles shot from his hands with uncharitable speed. The chests of two men blew apart instantly, their bodies launching backwards with savage force until they fell nearly ten meters behind the remaining three, gaping wide holes in their chests that appeared to have been fused open. As three heads came back around two more psychic projectiles erupted forward, and two more chests blew apart, throwing their bodies back with incredible force. 
The last Kavalian kept his eyes on Andro as fear unlike anything he had experienced in his lifetime gripped his body. There was no compassion in those azure eyes. No reasoning or sympathy or pity. There was only death. He had fought High Coven soldiers and Immortals many times, yet never had he seen such pure, unadulterated death. The Puma Bane soldier did the only thing his limited mind could think of. He placed the barrel of his rifle under his chin and blew his brains over the scorched earth behind him.

“Nubous coward!” Andro hissed loudly.

“LU’RIA!” The woman’s voice reached his wolf ears causing him to spin around and look at the shattered and pocked home with glowing azure blue eyes. That word galvanized him instantly. With a silver/white flash of light the massive raven black wolf appeared racing for the structure.

Sadi alone had felt the tremendous tidal wave of emotions through her mate. Only she was bound to him so tightly it allowed this. She had felt every emotion, seen his mind’s eye, and what he felt for her, for all of them, but primarily for her. She turned her helmeted head back slowly from the field after witnessing what he had done and her eyes changed to her wolf eyes, her fangs growing slowly. If Sadi Leonidas had any doubts, questions that resided deep down about what her role in this life was going to be, seeing and feeling what Andro had done quickly lined up those doubts and questions and shattered them for all time. She was his soul, his core, and in being these things Sadi realized he was the same to her. The gods had kept them apart until they were ready, until he was old enough to fully grasp his gifts, and when it was time they had brought them back together. She could feel Andro’s blood swirling through her, melding with her own so pure and unblemished, infusing her with his will and determination. And Sadi Leonidas spread her arms and embraced it. 

Sadi looked out the windshield of the STRIKER and her jungle green wolf eyes grew wide as she saw the ghostly beautiful face of the blond haired woman. Her green eyes glowed brightly even as her misted body drifted before her like an apparition. Her ghostly face was animated and smiling brilliantly.


“Mother?” Sadi whispered softly.


Ne'Veha’s head came around from where she was monitoring her instruments. “Sadi?” She asked.

Sadi watched the ghostly figure nod her head and lift a hand to blow a kiss before the mist was taken by the wind and it was gone. Sadi blinked and before her she saw the ground and Elynth’s huge body smashing her way through the trees, her flame tinged superheated breath scorching Kavalian troops at every turn.


“Sadi my love?” Ne'Veha gasped again causing Sadi to look at her. Ne'Veha’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw those jungle green wolf eyes. They burned with intensity and passion and Ne'Veha felt her own elven blood begin a slow smolder.


Sadi smiled at her, baring her wolf fangs. “Let us end this SirsanGai!’ Sadi spoke. “Lu'ria is injured badly. Andro is going to her now but we need to end this and land quickly.”


Ne'Veha nodded. “Yes.”


Sadi turned back to the front of the STRIKER and focused her eyes on Elynth. Elynth! She reached out within Mindvoice.


Elynth’s large head snapped around and looked skyward directly at where Sadi had the STRIKER hovering. KertaGai! She barked out. Sadi… I feel it! So powerful! So wonderful!


I as well Elynth! Your armor! Extend your armor! I’m going to blow those Kavalians bastards to hell! Lu'ria needs us!


Do it! Elynth barked out. I can not kill them all for they cower and run in fear! Elynth trumpeted out her distaste. I am only a female Kavalian dogs! You run from a female!

Sadi smiled at Elynth’s words and turned to Ne'Veha. “SirsanGai! Missiles! Both pods!”


Ne'Veha’s hands flew over the weapons console activating the pods on either side of the STRIKER. She turned back to Sadi. “Extended and locked!”


Sadi reached out and touched her panel. “For Ilythiiri tessai.” Sadi muttered before stabbing her finger down on the panel.


Anthar and Carisia landed on the edge of the field, their own Dragon Armor extended at Sadi’s silent warning and they watched as twenty-three missiles plowed into the stretch of tree line. The ground heaved up and shook violently as the missiles devastated the terrain. Trees that were burning were torn asunder and shattered into lethal fragments that peppered the air all around. Kavalian troops that were hiding behind large trees were shredded as these same splinters punched into their bodies at lethal velocities. Through it all, Elynth walked calmly towards the edge of the clearing, the fragments bouncing harmlessly off her Dragon Armor encased body and her psychic shield.


Anthar could only watch with unabashed love and pride as his beautiful obsidian mate finally came into the clearing and left the exploding and burning timber behind. He watched her lift her right foreleg and flick it outward, the upper body of the Kavalian troop she had crushed moments ago slipping off her talons and sailing through the air to land many meters away.


Yuck! Elynth announced.

Carisia ran up to Elynth and Anthar extended his snout towards her. “Elynth! Are you hurt?” She exclaimed out of breath.


Ah! Elynth spat. I will need to clean my talons when I am done, but no Enylarcopri, I am not hurt!


Anthar watched as her armor began to retract and he waited until it had retreated full into the saddle before using his snout to firmly rub her neck and wings. Are you certain Elynth? He asked her.


Elynth bobbed her head up and down even as the tips of her wings twitched in delight at the touch of her mate. Yes! We must go to the home! Lu'ria is injured and Andro may need our help!


Anthar looked back slowly to the field and the bodies that were strew about from Andro’s battle. Help? He spoke. He may need something… but help from us is not one of them. You saw what… what he did? He asked turning back.


Elynth met his eyes with stunning yellow/gold dragon eyes. Does he frighten you my handsome mate?


He does not frighten you? Anthar asked.


I will never fear my Bonded Brother. She answered proudly. Scold him perhaps… but never fear him. Come… we must go. Sadi will land nearby.


Elynth… is she… Carisia began to speak.


Elynth lowered her head and touched her snout to Carisia’s cheek. Never doubt his love for any of you Enylarcopri. Like his father, he would shatter worlds for you if need be. Come!


Elynth cocked her powerful legs and flung herself into the sky just as Carisia leaped onto Anthar’s back and he followed.


“Tell me why!” Leruk screamed once more.


The coughing sound drew everyone’s attention and Leruk’s eyes turned to watch Walter lift himself slightly from the floor. “Fool boy!” Walter spat as he rolled himself over onto his back, his hand holding his side. His fingers were bloody and the entire left side of his abdomen was soaked in dark blood. “I see you are just as nubous dense as your father!”

Leruk glared at him from across the room. “You know nothing!” He screamed.


Walter laughed gently as he pushed himself up against the wall. Ceneia didn’t care and went to his side, the lone Kavalian shifting his weapon to shoot her in the back, Leruk’s hand stopping him in mid-motion.


“I know who you are boy!” Walter barked. “I can smell your father’s traitorous stench even through the death you have wrought here!”


“My father is no traitor!” Leruk screamed. “He is a proud Kavalian and leader!”


“Your father is an ignorant fool and a power hungry ronnus!” Walter snarled. “He has no idea what he has set in motion this day boy! And neither do you! You have no comprehension at what you have unleashed!”


“Tell me who she is!” Leruk screamed once more. “Tell me who she is and I may spare your lives!”


Walter laughed almost madly and both Ceneia and Daba looked at him as if he had gone insane. He shook his head slowly. “Oh… Leruk, son of Pleistarchus. Your father has abandoned you boy! He has taught you nothing!”

“Do your lives mean nothing to you?” Leruk screamed.


Walter’s wolf eyes glared at Leruk from across the room. “It is not our lives that will be lost today!” He snarled. “Your father should have taught you better boy! He should have taught you to never bring harm the mate of an Alpha wolf of Spartan blood.”


Leruk’s eyes went wide then and he began to twist around. His body was lifted into the air and shot across the room to smash into the opposite wall with a sickening crunching sound. A single shot boomed out and the Kavalian trooper’s head snapped back as his brains and fur splashed wetly on the wall behind him. Ceneia and Walter looked up to see Hval step from around the corner of the upper balcony, lowering his 190. 


“Fucking Drow killing scum!” He could be heard muttering as he came down th stairs.


Daba didn’t see the massive black shape cross behind her as she skidded across the floor to where Lu'ria lay unmoving. “Lu'ria! Lu'ria my baby!”


Leruk staggered to his feet, blood leaking from his mouth and nose, his hand blaster lost somewhere among the rubble. He twisted around and saw Androcles Leonidas crossing the room towards him and his eyes went wide. “You!” He gasped.


Daba looked up from where she cradled Lu'ria in her arms and her amber eyes grew wide. She saw the towering son of King Leonidas Drow his arms to his side and the eight inch long glowing psychic knife extended from his right fist.


Andro’s azure wolf eyes were filled with savage rage as he stepped up to Leruk. “No one touches my mates!” He snarled loudly. 


Leruk swung at him then, Andro deflecting the clumsy blow with little effort, and he stabbed upward with his psychic knife. Leruk’s eyes flew open wide in unimaginable agony as that psychic knife entered just under his jaw and sliced its way into his brain. His whole body went rigid as Andro lifted him off the floor and pinned him to the wall. He stepped forward even closer and glared at Leruk with cruel eyes. 


“My father once told me it is forbidden to draw blood from family!” Andro snarled so very loudly. “Blood before all else he taught my siblings and I! You may have the same blood flowing in your veins Leruk my cousin… but you are not my family! You are not my blood! And now I will kill you for what you have done!” Andro leaned closer. “Cousin!”

Andro’s eyes flared intensely and he twisted his fist against the underside of Leruk’s jaw. His eyes exploded open in torturous agony as Andro solidified his psychic knife while it was still imbedded in Leruk’s brain. Leruk’s arms and legs kicked hideously as the PK fused his flesh and brain and bone into a single mass of gore and when Andro yanked his hand away there was a three inch wide smoking hole under his jaw that extended into his head. His eyes were frozen open in death as his body dropped to the floor and Andro turned away.


“Walter!” Andro barked.


“I will live!” Walter shouted as Ceneia was tearing open his body armor. “Lu'ria! You have to turn her Andro! We have no medic!”


Andro’s eyes went to where Daba held her daughter tightly and he crossed the room in a blink kneeling beside her. He tore his helmet off and tossed it down, Daba gasping in shock at his glowing eyes and handsome features. Andro looked at Daba’s tear stained eyes. “Give her to me elf mother!” He spoke softly. 
“She… she will not open her eyes!” Daba sobbed.

Andro reached out for her. “Give her to me so that I can love her as my Ilythiiri tessai.”

Daba didn’t resist as Andro gathered Lu'ria’s body into his arms. He settled to the floor and brushed some of her strands of white hair from her face. Blood leaked from her lips but his wolf ears could hear her heart beating and he could smell her sweet honey melon scent. His fingers wiped away the blood from her pink lips and he leaned over slowly brushing his lips against hers as Daba watched.

“I am here Ilythiiri tessai.” He whispered against her lips. “I am here for you now and you will be mine. You will be ours Lu'ria of the Drow.”
Daba watched as he opened his mouth and she saw his vicious looking dual fangs fully extended as he lowered his head and sank them deeply into Lu'ria’s flesh where her shoulder and her smooth neck came together. Lu'ria’s amber eyes sprang open in that instant, her arms whipping around Andro’s shoulders and her legs kicking out.

“ANDRO!!!!” Her voice pierced them all to their core and Daba could only watch as Andro drew her tighter, sinking his fangs in deeper, the virus within his blood surging through Lu'ria’s veins like searing hot liquid. She gasped out in agony as the bullets inside her body were rejected and forced out through her flesh and the wounds began to knit themselves back together. Lu'ria groaned and clutched Andro tighter as the virus spread quickly, altering her body and granting her the gift of life and so much more. It raced through her blood, purging everything that was foul and unknown. It mixed and mingled with her cells, changing them, making them stronger. She could feel her muscles stretching and contorting inside her skin and she screamed out in pain, yet strangely she didn’t pull away. She tried to draw Andro tighter, pulling him closer, her hands going to clutch his head and hold him.
Ceneia looked at Walter as she worked on the two rounds that had penetrated his armor. “Walter?” She asked in worry.

Walter nodded reassuringly. “His blood is the purest among us.” Walter said. “Like his father. Like his mother. The strands of the virus inside him is more potent and powerful. It will change her quicker, but it is far more painful because of this strength.” Walter twisted his head. “Hval… Jennifer?”

Hval looked up from where he was treating Lu'ria’s human companion. “Only one round did any real damage Holy One!” He spoke back. “She is unconscious but stable. I sealed the wound but we must get her to medical facilities quickly.”

Walter nodded. “No worries Hval. Help is coming!”

As if to emphasize his words, the wall into the home in the main room came smashing down and obsidian black scales along with carmine red appeared in the dust. Three female figures rushed through the dust and made their way towards them as the roar of STRIKER AT’s could be heard in the distance. 


Daba could only watch in shock as Andro began to withdraw his fangs just as the three women appeared around him and Lu'ria. Her heart was beating out of control as she saw in front of her the words of the Yara Parma. 

The firstborn of many, the son of knif'rt kal'daka eyes and virile manhood. He will have the heart of amber and wrap his hands in white satin. Yvalm xuil to'ryll euol, uuthli ujool lu’ charnag d' olath solen, whol jal draeval orn nind ssinssrigg 
Bound with greenest gems, bluest glass and deepest of dark orbs, for all time will they love.
As Daba watched, history began to unfold. As Daba watched, the future of the Drow was altered forever.
