CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

ULU HARBINGER

Daba moved up next to Walter as he stood leaning against the doorframe into the medical bay. He turned to look at her and smiled gently. He motioned into the room with his head. “The Yara Parma was right after all.” He stated slowly.


Daba’s amber eyes followed where he motioned with his head and she saw Lu'ria resting comfortably in the medical bed, the three women crowded around her. Carisia sat on one side of the bed, Sadi and Ne'Veha on the other. Sadi held Lu'ria’s hand within both of hers, Carisia’s hands resting on Lu'ria’s other arm. There were no words being spoken between them, but she could see Lu'ria’s bright amber eyes gleaming in happiness as she looked back and forth. Daba turned back to Walter and he saw the question in her eyes.


“They are speaking within Mindvoice Daba. Sadi is beginning to help Lu'ria to adjust to her transformation to wolf.” Walter answered the unspoken question in her amber colored eyes. “The change will be nearly complete outwardly by now. Her senses and her strength will have tripled at the very least. Her abilities in Mindvoice even more so given what Andro is capable of. It will take probably another sixteen to eighteen months for it to fully encompass her entire molecular structure as it did with Anja and Dysea. It is a lot to take in and Sadi will be an excellent teacher for her. She is very much like Gorgo in her demeanor and patience.”


“So fast?” Daba asked stunned.


Walter nodded. “It’s the pureness of Andro’s blood.” He replied. “It is so virulent in its nature that it makes the initial transformation more painful, but it also makes the transformation much more quickly. Sadi and Andro will teach her to use her new senses and abilities. They’ll teach her how to shift and run as a wolf, how to sing to the moon. They’ll teach her all she needs to know Daba. She is his mate now, and she is their Mistress if what I have seen so far is any indication.”


“Walter… there has never… there has never been a Drow who is completely wolf.” Daba said softly. 


Walter looked at her oddly. “I thought… Daniel’s father… Melancton… he changed a Drow during their assault of your city in Canada didn’t he?” Walter asked. “Lu'ria isn’t the first.”


Daba shook her head. “Ta’rena was one of the last Drow to be cloned from your work Holy One.” She answered. “She was not pureborn a Drow. And she is very happy as the second mate to Daniel’s father and Mistress to his mother. Aihola our Queen was born part vampire because of the Coven experiments conducted on her mother and father.” Daba looked at him evenly. “Lu'ria… Lu'ria is the first pureborn Drow to be made a wolf. We have known this could happen; our females are drawn to strength and prowess, as you know. Lycavorians have the traits we look for in mates and husbands but we have purposely avoided this circumstance as much as possible until our…”


“Until you had two or three generations of re-populating your species of elf within your own ranks?” Walter asked.


Daba looked embarrassed as she nodded slowly. “Yes.” She said. “I know that it is not right but…”


“Daba… do you think Martin didn’t know that.” Walter said. “He understood it. And he in part believed in what you were doing. He has great personal respect and reverence for the Drow Daba, he always has. Much of that stems from Lynwe and Aihola and what they started with him in Eden City. Andro does as well… but with him it is more spiritual than anything. The Drow are closest to Lycavorians in terms of tradition, honor, duty and culture and general mentality. But now… with Lu'ria and Andro… now you will need to release the last book of the Yara Parma and begin letting the Drow choose for themselves. I think it might surprise you just how many remain true to their culture and history. I believe they will see Lu'ria becoming Andro’s mate as a sign that the Drow are meant to be tied to the Leonidas family. Not as a way for them to break free of what you believe.”


“I know.” She stated softly. “Aihola has tried through the years to slowly get all of the Elders to see this. She has succeeded to a degree, but now I think they will see Lu'ria and Andro and they will know it is the right way.” 


“Were you able to get a hold of your oldest daughter?” Walter asked.


Daba shook her head slowly and looked at him. “There is still a Level Six blackout on Earth and the ship’s communications officer told me since this ship does not officially exist, I can not call her ship until we are back in Union space.”


Walter nodded. “Yes… the HARBINGER came from Dreamland. There would be no record of her status.”


“Dreamland?” Daba asked looking at him. “What is this place?”


Walter chuckled softly. “Welcome to the world of the Leonidas family Daba. I would imagine you would become privy to information that is by no means common knowledge. You might be surprised at what goes on behind the scenes in this family and…”


“Sadi what is wrong?” Ne'Veha’s voice barked out drawing their attention into the room. They saw Sadi come to her feet and stagger backwards from the bed, holding her temples with the palms of her hands.


Sadi shook her head back and forth as Ne'Veha gripped her arms and Lu'ria sat up in the bed. “No!” Sadi exclaimed painfully. “No!”


“Sadi… what is wrong?” Ne'Veha almost screamed with worry. 

Sadi’s usually tanned skin had gone pale now, and her jungle greens eyes were wide in horror and disbelief. “An… Andro my love! Oh no!” Sadi gasped. “Elynth!” She clenched her teeth and squeezed her head tighter as Walter and Daba came into the room quickly.


Walter moved right up to her and took her arms, pulling her close to him. “Sadi! Sadi what is it?” He demanded.


It touched Carisia first, then Ne'Veha and finally Lu'ria. All within seconds of each other and then they were all gripping their heads as if sharp blades were being plunged into their brains and twisted around.


“Phraktos nau!” Carisia hissed as she leaned against the bed and held her hands to her head.


Sadi’s eyes grew wide as just as suddenly as it had struck, the pain was gone. They heard it then, the woeful trumpet of horrible agony from Elynth as the echo of her cry rolled along the three decks closest to the Hanger Bay where she was, including the deck they were on which held the medical bay. Sadi pushed back from Walter quickly.


“Something… something has happened!” She gasped.


“Something terrible!” Ne'Veha gasped as she shook her head still, trying to shake the intense feelings from her mind.


The shrill alarm cut through all of them like a knife and their heads came up as the voice came over the internal COM.


“HARBINGER is now at Condition One! HARBINGER is now at Condition One! All on duty personnel report to your combat stations! All on duty personnel report to your combat stations! This is not a drill! I say again this is not a drill! We have received a Alpha Storm alarm from Earth! We have an Alpha Storm alarm from Earth! Stand by for sustained combat operations!”


Sadi looked at Walter as she felt his hands squeeze her arms almost painfully and the air expelled from his lungs in a shocked manner. “Walter what is it?” She demanded. “What does that mean? I have never heard that term before! What does it mean?”


Walter’s face was a mask of disbelief as his dark eyes focused on her. “Martin… it… he…”


“Damn it Walter! What does it mean?” Sadi screamed.


Walter met her fear filled eyes. “It means the King has… it means the King has been killed.” He spoke with disbelief.

SPARTA

PRIME MINISTER DEIA’S OFFICE


“…find me a fucking Durcunusaan officer!” Deia screamed at the image of her aide on her monitor, her eyes filled with tears at what they had just witnessed. She held a trembling For'mya in her arms, the woman sobbing almost uncontrollably from the assault of Aurith’s cry within Mindvoice and seeing the man she loved more than her own life blown apart before her eyes.


Deia had experienced many things in her long life. Joy. Sorrow. Anger. Her nearly fifteen thousand years of life had shown her many things that most would never experience in four lifetimes. She had seen and witnessed the unquenchable love Resumar had for her sister. His actions in reclaiming Eliani from Chetak, no matter what the cost or risk to him, this had caused Deia to love and trust the man utterly. She had been beside her sister Eliani and Resumar when they had succumb to the High Coven destruction of their world and their subsequent rule and slavery of all Lycavorians. She had seen the barely controlled rage on Resumar’s face when he agreed to this in order to save what remained of their people. She had stood with them the entire time during their slavery by the Coven, working with them behind the scenes, many not even realizing she was Eliani’s sister. She had been one of those working with Eliani and Resumar as they planned the exodus of the ten thousand fetuses to Earth, not realizing that in their actions they were saving the last of the royal bloodline. 


When Resumar and Eliani fell beside Canth and their beloved elven concubine that day, Deia had vowed to never let their legacy die. She actively entered the political arena the day Martin’s father died, swearing to insure he did not die in vain. It was her will and skill that had finally brought all the different factions together in one voice, completing what Resumar and her sister had begun. It was Deia who orchestrated Apo Prime becoming the seat of the new Lycavorian Union. All this she did as a simple senator of the Union, the loudest and most influential voice among the many thousands who had joined them. When she was elected as Prime Minister, Deia threw herself headlong into the job. Part of it she knew was because she had made that vow so long ago, and part of it was because she truly believed. They had Gorgo back among them and the second son of Leonidas hidden and safe. They simply needed to buy time and fight the Coven until they could be reasonably sure Martin would be safe growing somewhere.


The day she found out that Martin’s ship had been destroyed almost ended her desire to continue. The baby who would be their King was lost to them. The last link to her sister and the man Eliani so loved. Deia never knew what it was that possessed her to continue on with what they had started. She didn’t know why
 the fire did not leave her. Something drove her to stay on the path and continue what they had started no matter the cost. Some sense of awe and respect and will to not see their goal die. She was never able to fully put her finger on the invisible force that drove her forward.


Until the day that signal first came to them twenty-seven years earlier. 

A signal on a channel reserved for Lycavorian Oracles. A communications channel that had not been used in over two thousand years until it activated that fateful day and announced that Martin Leonidas lived. In that signal Deia discovered why she had never given up hope. Why she had never stopped moving forward and keeping the dream alive. A part of her, so very tiny and miniscule in relation to everything else, that part of her knew Martin had lived and therefore would not let her fail. Through everything that had happened since his return, Deia had never felt such joy and happiness. They thought so much alike, and in Martin Leonidas Deia saw Resumar. The passion, the power and the desire for peace and freedom for all his people. These last years had seen many things happen that tried her patience with him, he was stubborn as a mule, willful and did not seem to take things as seriously as he should even though he was now king to trillions of lifeforms. Only when she stepped back at different times did she see the manner and methodic workings of his mind and how he did things. He loved his Queens just as brightly and unashamedly as Resumar had ever loved Eliani. As his father had loved his mother Gorgo. There was nothing he would not do for any of them. Many considered him politically inept, though Deia knew him to be a consummate diplomat when he wanted to be. Through it all, never once did she doubt that he would lead their people and the Union into a bright future. 


Never once did she imagine she would see that future explode in living color.


Isheeni’s wail of anguish within Mindvoice was only the prelude to the nightmare when Torma died. As For'mya staggered from the force of both Isheeni and Aurith screaming out their agony, even Deia could hear and feel the pain. She had pulled For'mya to her then, yelling at the open communications monitor to her aides to find Martin. To warn him. Anything. She had never felt so helpless in her life. The large wall monitor in her office had been tuned to this young elven reporter as she ran through the streets of Old Sparta. It was an area she knew well, for like every Lycavorian within the Union, Deia adored coming to Sparta. It was like being able to live in the past and future together with the history that encompassed this city that Martin’s father had built. She had no idea she would be there holding For'mya and together they would witness the gruesome death of a man they both loved in different ways. For'mya had screamed out her horror and combined with the assault of Isheeni and Aurith's cry within Mindvoice she was very nearly overwhelmed with grief.


Deia knew that For'mya’s latent abilities within Mindvoice allowed her to sense things that were odd. It gave her an uncanny ability to know things were not as they should be, almost like a powerful sixth sense. More powerful than anything Deia had ever seen before. Several times over the last twenty years this ability had saved her life and the lives of others by keeping them from acting on something that For'mya felt was out of sync as she described it. This ability also made her more susceptible to overwhelming emotions around her. While she was not physically weak by any standard, she did not have the harsh and sometimes brutal upbringing that Martin’s other Queens had experienced to some extent. She was not as hardened to outside events as they were, and while she knew Martin adored this about For'mya, Deia also knew For'mya considered it her single most damning weakness.


“I can raise no one Prime Minister!” The aide shouted back from on the monitor. “The moment the Alpha Storm directive went out, all Union communications and security devices went into automatic. I’m having difficulty getting through to the Durcunusaan main base! Your own detachment is trying as well and they are unable to get through!”


“Who is leading this?” Deia screamed out. “Find Armetus! Riall! Anyone! The Kavalians didn’t get here on their own!”


“I’m on it Prime Minister!” The aide barked.


Deia turned back to look at For'mya. “For'mya… child!”


For'mya’s golden blond hair whipped back and forth slowly. “He… he can’t be dead!” She sobbed. “Deia! Deia I can’t feel him anymore! I can’t…”


“Hold on For'mya child…” Deia stammered as she pushed herself to her feet. “I will get you something to ease the screaming in your mind.”


Deia knew well the effect on the mate of a male Alpha wolf when they died, especially a powerful Alpha, of which Martin Leonidas was the most powerful. The connection they had to their wives and mates within Mindvoice and emotionally ran very deep, no matter if they were turned or pureblood. When that connection was severed so completely and utterly, and done so quickly such as it had been when Martin died, it could leave the female dazed and confused for days.


As Deia made her way quickly to her desk the door to her office began to open. She stopped and began to bark out an order assuming it was the Durcunusaan entering. Her eyes grew wide when she saw Laustinos enter the office with five very large and well-armed Kavalians behind him. Deia’s eyes darted out into the anteroom of her office and she saw the bodies of her aide and two Durcunusaan soldiers lying on the floor of the outer office with large parts of their heads missing.


“Laustinos… what is the meaning of…” Deia’s eyes went wide when she saw him lift his hand and the K12 Magnum appeared.


“Shut up you fucking bitch!” Laustinos screamed as he stepped up to and smashed the K12 across her face sending her sprawling. “I’m helping to usher in a new rule for the Union!” Laustinos shouted at Deia as she held her face and glared at him from the floor, blood leaking between her fingers. 

“You nubous traitor!” Deia screamed as she scrambled up next to For'mya and taking her in her arms. “It was you! You have done this!”

For'mya glared at Laustinos with fully changed wolf eyes and fangs exposed. “YOU!” She bellowed. “You have helped them to kill my Martin!”

Laustinos’s laugh sounded almost insane in its makeup. “Of course I have!” He barked. “This is the only way that Marshall Pusintin can sit on the throne once more. His brother… that stupid brute of a man… he was leading us to ruin! He didn’t love you For'mya! You are a fool to think he could love more than Aricia!”

“LIAR!” For'mya snarled as the Kavalian troops slowly spread out in the room behind Laustinos.

“You! Anja! That vampire whore… even my Dysea! He doesn’t love any of you! Why can’t you see…?” Laustinos continued.

“You… you did all this for Dysea?” For'mya gasped now. “You killed our… you killed Martin to win Dysea? Are you mad? You cannot compare to him! Never in all of eternity! Dysea will kill you horribly for what you have done!”

“See now that is where you are wrong.” Laustinos declared. “She is wolf! Her body will sing for a mate now that Leonidas is dead! I intend to be that mate!”

“NEVER!” For'mya growled.

“We shall see! When Pusintin is once more King of the Union… you will see.” Laustinos stated.

“We have to move quickly.” The Kavalian closest to him snapped. 

“Pusintin?” Deia gasped as she came to her feet wiping the blood from her cheek which was laid open nearly to the bone. “He can never sit on the throne of the Union or Sparta! You have betrayed your people for nothing! You have killed Martin! You helped them to kill my… you helped them to kill my nephew!” Deia screeched in unrelenting anger. 

Laustinos pulled the trigger twice in quick succession just as Deia was leaping off the floor in mid-change. Those two kinetic rounds punched into Deia’s chest center mass and physically tossed her body backwards with incredible force. Blood blossomed from between her shoulder blades as at least one round punched clean through her midsection. As she slammed into the wall and slumped into a sitting position Laustinos stepped up to her and leveled the K12 at her head. “I hate you!” He screamed. “You overbearing arrogant upaee!”


Laustinos heard the growl too late and turned just as the golden blond fur of the large female wolf appeared out of the corner of his eye. Those jaws snapped shut on his arm and long flesh tearing teeth sank to the bone.


For'mya Leonidas may have been the most docile of Martin’s queens, but she was by no means helpless. She was a seasoned fighter pilot and the premier pilot within the Union of the STRIKER Class ships. She had seen battle before, some of it up close and personal. As her fangs sank deeply into the flesh of his arm, she brought up her right front paw to rake it savagely down Laustinos’s face. The hammer like blow fell upon her skull then causing her to see bright stars. She was vaguely aware of the Kavalian to the side of her drawing his rifle butt back for another blow that she could not stop. The butt of that weapon smashed into her head once more and For'mya lost all control of her limbs as her jaws released Laustinos’s arm and she staggered drunkenly into the side of Deia’s desk. Two other Kavalians lashed out with savage kicks to her sides drawing wolf yelps of pain and surprise as she was launched across the room to crash into the monitor, shattering the glass partition into hundreds of pieces. She fell to the floor, her wolf eyes blinking rapidly and trying to focus on anything but the pain that lanced through her entire body.


“Don’t kill her you fool!” Laustinos screamed out as he held his bloody arm with his opposite hand. “Your Marshall wants her alive to insure completion of the plan! Secure her as she is, but leave room for her to shift back!”


The Kavalian who had spoken earlier removed something from his combat harness. “The charges are set?” He asked.


Laustinos nodded. “I positioned them myself over the last few weeks.” He replied as he tore a piece of his inner shirt away and wrapped it around his bloody forearm. “They will bring the entire building down once we enter the tunnel!”


“It will kill many of your people.” The Kavalian declared.


Laustinos met his eyes. “They are not my people as long as Pusintin keeps his end of the bargain.” He barked.


“Where is this secret entrance?” The Kavalians asked.


Laustinos motioned with his head. “Behind the first bookcase. The touch panel is under her desk chair. Once in the tunnel we can blow the building while we make our way outside the city.”


The Kavalian nodded. “Then let us go!”

ULU ARIZONA

Miranda was pacing the bridge of the ARIZONA deep in thought. Ever since they had detected Andro’s STRIKER make the jump to Iraruzu she had had a feeling of foreboding that was growing steadily as time passed. Velnar had contacted her just before engaging the Kavalian frigate that was generating the Deutrino field around Iraruzu, and now they could get no sensor readings from the planet. That could only mean they had succeeded in destroying the frigate, but also spreading massive particles of Deutrino through the entire system making sensor readings iffy at best. There had been no communications with the HARBINGER since. Miranda did not worry for Velnar and his ship. The HARBINGER, like the SCIMITAR and other newer LEONIDAS IIA Strike Cruisers, was the pinnacle of advanced technology. Those ships were closer to the ARIZONA than any other ship in the fleet when it came to technology and weapons, though they lacked the mighty punch that the ARIZONA could unleash in so many different ways. 


Miranda was a fighter pilot by nature, and her mind was always plotting scenarios and steps to take even before she took them. It was why she and Steven thought so much alike and why she wanted his as her CAG. Miranda turned and looked at E'dira sitting at her station and running one diagnostic or another. She was fastidious in her duties Miranda knew. Looking at the Drow female that she so desired gave Miranda that little extra push and she took a deep breath.


“E'dira… can you run a gravometric spatial sweep of the system around Iraruzu?” She asked moving towards her.


E'dira looked up at her with amber eyes. “A gravometric scan will not allow us to see past the massive Deutrino disruption.”


Miranda nodded her head. “I know… but it will detect the Dragon Armor weave of the HARBINGER’S hull. It will tell us if she is still in the system.”


E'dira’s eyes grew slightly wider and she smiled. “Miranda… that is… that is excellent!” Yes… this woman was most definitely going to be hers E'dira thought. Her hands began to move across her consoles as she adjusted her sensors. “Compensating for Deutrino particle emissions…” E'dira looked up at her shaking her head. “No… the HARBINGER no longer appears to be in the system.”


“Shit!” Miranda muttered. “And Velnar would run dark with the Crown Prince onboard. At least until he returned here and formed with us.”


“We could use a tight beam sub space carrier wave and contact Androcles Leonidas on the Spartan 11 secure frequency.” E'dira offered.


Miranda shook her head. “No. I want…”


“Captain Lorian… Alpha Priority transmission from Commander Falarie on Falcon Four One!” The female voice barked from across the bridge.


Miranda spun around quickly. “Alpha Priority?” She exclaimed moving back towards her command chair. “Put it up! Holo Station One! And get Colonel Randall up here pronto!”


“I’m already here!” Steven’s voice barked out as he strode onto the bridge with Zaala holding his hand. She immediately broke from his grasp and moved to her specially designed Engineering Station next to E'dira. 


Miranda moved back to stand in front of her chair and console as Steven came to stand next to her and looked at the large holodisc that was built into the deck at a forty-five degree angle from her chair. There were two such main holodiscs, one to her station’s left and one to the right of E'dira’s station. “Alpha Priority from Falcon Four One!” She stated to Steven. 

Steven looked at her surprised. “Alpha Priority? We aren’t at war with anyone Mando.” He replied.

“Something tells me that is about to change.” Miranda spoke. “This whole Guardian Angel thing has been bugging me since we left Dreamland.” She turned and watched as the image flickered for a second and then they were looking at the face of Commander Falarie. “Talk to me Falarie!” Miranda barked.


“Captain Lorian… three minutes ago Chloe detected some unusual readings coming from the Protonic Lightning Nebula in Kranek’s system. I adjusted course and moved us closer. Captain… we are looking at over ninety Kavalian warships hiding in the nebula! Everything from three GREAT SOULS to PURSIAN-Class frigates!”


“Kavalians?” Miranda gasped.


“Yes ma’am! Matthew confirmed their configuration from our data banks!” Falarie replied. 


“Ninety ships?” Steven snapped. “Falarie… that’s almost a complete Fleet Group by the TOE of the Kavalians!”


“Yes sir! They match our Fleet Groups in size if not ability.” Falarie stated.


“Falarie have you been detected?” Miranda barked.


“No ma’am!” Falarie answered. “I have cross decked the other RAPTORs in on our readings and positioned them in such a way to cover the entire system, including the nebula. I did not feel this was a simple report filing Captain Lorian. That is why I contacted you on the AP channel.”


“The SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT haven’t detected them Falarie?” Miranda asked.


“No ma’am.” Falarie answered. “NORMYA’S LIGHT has remained shrouded the whole time we have been here. The SCIMITAR is the only ship we show actually visible above Kranek ma’am. Their wing is still shrouded as well. Due to the overall sensor coverage they must provide themselves, they will only scan in a two-dimensional spatial patterns unless they need to change, as you know. We are not so limited and Chloe found the Kavalians using three dimensional patterns.”


“Shit.” Steven swore. “Miranda… do we warn Sa'sur on the SCIMITAR?”


“If we do that… we risk exposing ourselves.” Miranda stated swiftly. “No one knows we are out here except Ben! We need to contact Andro on the HARBINGER! COM officer! Lorian secure to the HARBINGER! Do it now!”


“Aye Captain… initiating…. Captain Lorian!” The COM officer yelled so intensely all heads on the bridge turned to look at her. She was facing Miranda with large eyes and a look of utter disbelief on her face. “Captain Lorian we are…”


Miranda nodded. “Say it Cel’ina.” She spoke.


“A secure Level Nine emergency transmission was just flashed to all fleet ships and all ground units throughout the entire Union Ma’am. The originating signal was Admiral Joarl on the PROMETHUS ma’am!” The elven female stammered. “Captain… it is declaring an Alpha Storm. Spartan One is down! They… they are saying he is… they are saying the King… they are saying the King is dead!” 


Steven’s eyes grew wide. “The King? Martin?” He gasped. “What? How?”


“The transmission doesn’t say Colonel… only that…” She turned quickly back to the three triangular patterned consoles that wrapped around her chair as her instruments began chirping insistently. “There’s more! All Union Fleet Units are ordered to full alert! We are to report our readiness and preparation for unrestricted combat actions!”


“Jesus! Against the Kavalians?” Miranda stammered as she moved towards the second disc. “Bring the ship to combat alert!” She barked as the plot table came alive with the Kranek System and all Union ships currently within the system. Only the SCIMITAR was currently showing, as she was the only ship not shrouded.


Cel’ina turned and looked at her Captain. “Yes Captain!”


“Fuck me!” Steven growled as he moved to the Air Boss station and slammed his hand down on the panel. “This is CAG! I want all ships prepped to Ready Alert with full loads! I want them standing by in the next thirty minutes Senior Chief! Call out all the ground crews if you have too! This is not a drill. No training this time. Everything is to be war shots!”


“On it CAG!” The voice echoed.


“Captain… HARBINGER is responding!” Cel’ina barked her eyes wide.


“On the second disc Cel’ina!” Miranda snapped. “Now!”


The image of Androcles appeared, flickered briefly and then cleared. Not one soul on the bridge of the ARIZONA would ever forget the way he looked. His face was drawn tight, as if he was holding in so much sentiment and ready to explode, his azure colored eyes filled with a myriad of emotions that were running the gambit all at once.


“Andro?” Miranda gasped. “My… my god Andro!”

ULU HARBINGER

Androcles was ready to explode. 

He could not begin to even describe the emotions churning within him. Dark emotions. Vengeful emotions. He and Elynth had been together in the landing bay when they felt their father’s die, and as Majeir and Anthar leaped to get clear of Elynth’s thrashing tail, several crates of equipment weighing nearly four tons lifted from the deck of the landing bay and went smashing into three fighters. The echoes of their cries in and out of Mindvoice were perhaps the most painful things anyone on the HARBINGER had ever seen or felt. If not for Anthar and Majeir physically throwing their huge bodies on Elynth’s thrashing body, her Heavyhorn tail would have injured or killed several crewmen who blundered around trying to get out of the way. It was only after they had pinned her to the deck that they watched as Andro wrapped his arms around her massive head, encircling only part of her snout and touching his forehead to hers between her eyes. 

Anthar then witnessed how deeply his mate’s bond with Andro extended as he felt them reach for each other within Mindvoice. They reached not for their mates and friends but for each other and it was only this bond that allowed them to finally bring some manner of control back to their actions. Anthar did not know what they had said to each other, for the MV shield he felt around their conversation were more powerful than any he had ever experienced in his lifetime. They were similar in power to what he had once felt the Empress Aikiro generating while she discussed something with the witch Yuri. As Anthar watched Andro slowly make his way away from the dragon pen in the hanger deck, he felt his mate’s scales lean heavily against him. His head turned and he saw her azure eyes filled with such pain and sorrow that it nearly broke his heart.

The HARBINGER had received the Alpha Storm alert from Admiral Joarl only seconds before the ARIZONA, and crewmembers quickly found themselves getting out of the way of the Crown Prince as he made his way to the bridge. Lycavorian, Elves, Algolian, Hadarian, it mattered not what species they were, all of them could feel the slow burning rage that resided just beneath the surface of the young prince, and no one wanted to be in the same galactic system when that fury was unleashed.

Velnar turned as the doors to his bridge opened and he spied Androcles enter. “Milord!” He exclaimed. “Sire I…?”

“Set a course for Earth!” Andro barked. His voice told everyone who heard it that he would brook no opposition.

“I am already doing…”

“Captain… incoming secure from ARIZONA!” Velnar’s COM officer shouted.

“Put it up!” Velnar snapped as he came up next to Andro and put his hand on Andro’s shoulder. “Sire perhaps you should…”

“Andro…” Miranda Lorian’s voice filled the bridge intercom. “My god Andro!” 

Andro looked at the woman in the transmission. “Miranda… I need… I need you to…” Andro stared at her for a long moment unsure of what to say. What did he need her to do? What could she do? His father and Torma were dead. This was beyond anything he could have ever anticipated, especially so soon after the High Coven attacks against his family. He did not think the Kavalians capable of such bold operations. His father and Torma? While they could not communicate within Mindvoice because of the distance involved, every member of his family could still feel each other over great distances. Each of them had their father’s blood running through their veins and while Denali, Resumar, Lisisa and Eliani were the strongest of his siblings in terms of Mindvoice abilities Andro knew only Denali and his mothers would be able to actually feel that their father was gone. At the moment, Androcles Leonidas was lost for what to do. His eyes never left Miranda’s face. She was only a few years older than him, and she had lived with their family for over six months. She was a familiar face and one he knew well for they had always gotten along easily. Miranda’s next words were what spurred the Leonidas blood within him to come raging back to the forefront.

Andro watched as Miranda’s head turned at the commotion on her own bridge. “What?” She gasped. “From where? How many?” 

There was a pause before she turned back to look at him. “Andro… fuck!” She swore. “Andro… Ben sent us out here to look after you! I have four RAPTOR A3s in position around Kranek and the lead bird is telling me… shit… we are tracking two Kavalian fleet groups currently closing on Kranek Andro!”

Andro’s eyes went a little wider as he turned and saw Walter rushing onto the bridge with Daba, Sadi and the others. He turned back to Miranda then. “It’s a systematic attack against my family!” Andro snarled. “They are trying to decapitate the Union leadership! They have already succeeded in killing my father! I will not allow them to kill anymore of my family! We will join with you and…”

“No!” Walter barked as he came up next to him causing Andro to glare at him with angry azure eyes.

“Do not presume to tell me what I will do Walter!” Andro growled menacingly. “These Kavalian bastards have killed my father! They’ve killed Elynth’s father! They’ve attacked and killed countless Drow! I will show them the error of their ways! I will nubous kill every one of them and glass their planets into oblivion! What the High Coven did to them will pale in comparison to what I will do! I will…”

“You will not do these things! You can’t!” Walter roared out moving closer and raising eyebrows on the bridge as he challenged Andro’s orders. “Andro you must return to Earth!”

“My father is…” Andro screamed. He stopped himself the moment he felt Sadi’s hands touch his chest and shoulder. He felt Carisia and Ne'Veha crowd around him, Lu'ria not missing a beat, as she pressed close even though still dressed in hospital garb. Andro felt the burning and consuming anger welling within him lessen just at their touch. 

“They have killed my father! Killed Torma!” He continued now with measured but angry words. “They have assassinated the King of the Lycavorian Union! Now they go after my family on Kranek! They are probably moving against my mother on Hadaria! What would you have me do Walter? Let this go unanswered?”

Walter stepped closer to him. “You are a Spartan damn it!” He snapped. “As your father was! As your grandfather was! I expect you to act as a Spartan and do your duty as Crown Prince! You must return to Earth and insure that the glue that holds this Union together is not torn asunder! That glue is your family! You!”

“My family is under attack!” Andro hissed.

“You are King now boy! You are King!” Walter barked poking him in the chest, unafraid of him. He had sworn a vow to Andro’s grandfather three thousand years ago, and while the spirit of King Leonidas may have released him from that vow, Walter had not released himself and he never would. Velnar and many on the bridge looked shocked at how he was talking to Androcles. 

“Your father would expect you to act like it, damn you! I expect you to act like it!” Walter stepped close to him and glared into his eyes. “He would expect you to step into his shoes and insure the Union does not come apart at the seams! Only a Leonidas can reign in the military now! If you do not return to Earth and allow men and women to see you, if you do not assume command the Union military will go off on its own and begin killing Kavalians wherever they find them! They will not act as the cohesive force you and your father led during the Evolli Wars. You must set aside your… you must set aside your anger and grief right now and get control of things before it gets worse!”

“It is worse!” Andro screamed. “They are going after my family on Kranek! Two of my mothers! My brothers and sisters!” 

[He is right my brother.] Elynth’s voice burst into Andro’s mind behind shields that no one could breach unless they allowed it.

[Sister… sister they…] Andro began.

[We are bound to each other Androcles! More deeply than even our fathers! They would want us to insure their sacrifice was not in vain!] Elynth spoke and Andro alone could hear the pain her own words caused her. [We… we must act as Walter says, for no one else can!]

[I do not want to be King!] Andro shouted.

[Yet… yet now you are King.] Elynth spoke. [The time for our vengeance will come. It is not now however. As much as I want to burn every Kavalian alive and shred them with my talons, we must think of others right now. We are close enough to Denali my brother. Reach out and touch him, tell him he must hold them together. He must insure he protects his brothers and sisters and mothers.]

“Andro! The Kavalian Fleet Groups are closing on the SCIMITAR!” Miranda’s voice brought him back into reality. “Andro I can help them! They won’t stand a chance without…”

Andro turned and his azure eyes burned into Miranda Lorian with an intensity she had never witnessed before and it caused her words to die. “Manda…” He spoke softly, using the name he and Resumar and the others had called her when they were together. A name that Miranda had not heard in a very long time and a name that even to this day caused shivers to course through her for it told her she always had a family to turn too. “Save our family Manda.” Andro whispered. “Save our family no matter the cost!”

Miranda Lorian’s reply was immediate and resolute. “Count on it!” She spoke forcefully. “ARIZONA is clear!”

Andro turned to Velnar as her image faded from the holo emitters. “How fast can we return to Earth Velnar?” He barked.

Velnar sputtered for a moment before answering. “Sire… the HARBINGER has… our LSD Drive coils are Hyper Matter Fusion Coils.”

“So… what does this matter?” Walter snapped. “We need to move quickly!” 

“Wait… Hyper Matter Fusion Coils were supposed to be in only the theoretical stage!” Ne'Veha spoke now with wide eyes.

Sadi nodded her head. “We had not even reached the prototype stage according to the Fleet Journals.” She added. 

Velnar shook his head. “That is what those outside of Dreamland think.” He answered. “They were designed by Zaala Randall and others using technology from City Ship 41. They allow us to execute much longer and more accurate jumps. They are similar to the ARIZONA’s secondary drive plants.” Velnar answered.

Andro’s brow furrowed. “Her secondary? Velnar… my only interest is getting back to Earth! Like yesterday if at all possible!”

Velnar nodded surprising himself with the calmness he felt facing the Crown Prince of the Union at such a time. “Yes Milord. The ARIZONA, the HORNET and every ship of her class will be fitted with Quantum Resonance Field Reactors. Avi helped us to design and build them. They are essentially smaller versions of the City Ship’s own drive cores, taken from City Ship 41 itself. We needed to design the HMFC drives to be able to keep up with them. It was… it was your father’s idea.” He finished softly. “He and Admiral O’Connor wanted to be able to… they wanted to be able to project Union influence faster and further than ever before.”

“I don’t need the techno babble!” Andro spat. “How soon can this Hyper Fusion thing have us back to Earth then?”

Velnar turned to a human woman standing off to the side watching what was transpiring on the bridge like everyone else. The rank on her uniform marked her as senior engineer. “My Chief Engineer Milord. Commander Rachel James.”

The woman stepped forward tentatively. “I need an hour to plot the precise coordinates of the jumps Milord.” She answered quickly. “At full power… the HMFC’s can make it to Earth from our current location in three consecutive jumps, compensating for minor course alterations to avoid natural space born phenomenon.”

“In hours please!” Andro asked rolling his eyes.

“If you are authorizing the use of full power Milord…” She spoke. “We can be to Earth in just under twelve hours. We will need at least three days to recharge the coils after…”

“Do it!” Andro barked. “Anything that gets in our way Velnar, if it does not bear Union signatures I want it obliterated it completely.” Andro spun around and marched off the bridge leaving everyone on the bridge staring at where he had just exited.

“Senior Polemarch Dymas?” Velnar asked softly a moment later watching as Walter turned to look at him.

“Yes Captain?”

“Senior Polemarch… forgive me for saying this but…” He looked at Walter intently. “Why do I get the distinct feeling that the Kavalians do not yet realize they have killed the wrong Leonidas?” Velnar asked softly.

Walter tilted his head slightly as he looked at the man taking no offense at his statement even though Sadi and the others glared at him with barely restrained hostility. “I believe your observation would be very accurate Velnar. Very accurate.” Walter stopped Sadi as she huffed and began to walk out.

“Let me talk to him first Sadi.” He said softly.

“Walter we are his mates!” Sadi complained. “He needs us right now. Especially now! We need him!”

Walter nodded as he moved closer to her and looked at the four of them. “Yes he does.” He spoke softly. “I… this is something I need to do.”

Sadi looked at him. “Why?” She demanded.

Walter shrugged his broad shoulders. “You do not fully know the history of Martin and I Sadi. It is something Andro’s father would expect of me, and it is something that I should have done long ago with Martin’s brother.” Walter replied. “If I had… all of what is happening now might not be happening at all. Please.”

Sadi looked at Ne'Veha first and then Carisia and Lu'ria. She saw acceptance in their eyes, at least for the moment and she turned back to Walter. “Protect him Walter.” Sadi said softly.

Walter smiled almost shyly. “That is a job for the four of you.” He spoke gently. “I can only attempt to guide him and keep him from unleashing hell on the Kavalians the likes of which his uncle has no concept of.”

ULU ARIZONA

“…count on it! ARIZONA is clear!” Miranda hissed just before the transmission faded.


“Jesus Christ Mando!” Steven declared.


Captain Miranda Lorian was many things to many different people. As she looked around the bridge of her ship and saw some those people staring back at her the words went off in her head. Captain. Friend. Future lover as she looked at E'dira. Leader. That was the single most resounding word that echoed in her mind. 

She was a Leader. She was the symbol of what humans could become, of what they were working their way back to being. They were accepted as equals throughout the entire Union now, where less than a century ago they were considered helpless and unworthy of anything but scorn. Ben, Steven, Tina, Charles Turner, and now her. They were changing the very face of humanity with their actions, and Earth was fast becoming the center of the Lycavorian Union.


Family.


She had lived with them for only seven total months and yet they had accepted her as easily as if she was one of them. In some ways she knew Martin still considered himself human, and combined with his fierce love of Sparta, that is why he spent so much time on Earth. He had fought beside many humans as they reclaimed their world from the Coven, and even as he became King to trillions, he dragged the humans on Earth kicking and screaming into the future with him. He was the reason she was standing here this day when all was said and done.


Save our family Manda! Save our family no matter the cost!

Miranda looked at the faces on her bridge, many of them also fast becoming her family. And like these men and women around her, she would do everything in her power to keep them safe.

“Janon!” She barked out knowing her XO would have entered the bridge long ago.

“Captain!” He snapped coming forward.

“Take a fighter and assume command of the HORNET Janon!” Miranda ordered looking at him. 

“Miranda… Captain Telson will…”

“Captain Telson has no combat experience!” Miranda told him as calmly as she was able. “We are about to jump into one serious shit storm and I want my best on the job! Do it Janon! I need you on the bridge of the HORNET so we can coordinate smoothly!”

Janon nodded without questioning. “On my way!”

“Helm… spool up the QRFs!” Miranda snapped out as she moved across the bridge of her ship. She could almost feel the power contained within the hull and deck plates of this ship, just as the sailors and officers of her namesake must have felt long ago. “Inform the entire Attack Wing to link their navigation with us and prepare to max out their HMFC drives to full power!”

“Captain… we haven’t tested the QRF yet!” The engineering officer turned from his station and replied before Zaala answered.

Miranda looked at Zaala. The elven officer was extremely competent if a little on the sedate side. “Zaala?” She asked.

Zaala Randall nodded her head without hesitation. “It is ready and it will work!” She spoke. “Chizz and I have been tweaking the QRF with the new specs from Avi ever since we came onboard. I will plot the jump myself!”

“How long?” Miranda asked.

“Fifteen minutes!”

“Do it!” Miranda barked.

Steven took her arm. “Mando… the SCIMITAR is going to engage now!” He hissed out. “She’s already outnumbered four to one. And that doesn’t include the Kavalian fighters! The GREAT SOULS can carry upwards of a hundred birds and if our sensors are correct there are eight of them moving on the SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT! Let me take some help to her now Mando and then you bring the ARIZONA in and wipe the rest of them up!”

“The Micro HMFC’s also haven’t been tested Steven.” Miranda said. “Everything we do now is a huge risk.”

“Life is a fucking risk!” Steven snapped. “I trust my wife! She says they will work… just like the engines on this big beautiful ship! She helped to build them!”

“How many?” Miranda asked.

“We have enough on board for ten squadrons! The ground crews can put them on in three minutes the moment I give the order! I can launch in five!” Steven answered. “I’ll go in DEVASTATOR heavy. Seven to three! We’ll target the capital ships and try to take some heat off the SCIMITAR and her wing. Knowing Sa'sur like we do… you can bet she has ordered NORMYA’S LIGHT to evacuate the planet. The RAPTORs already in system can shut it down! No one will ever know we were there!”

Miranda hesitated for only a second and nodded. “Bring as many of them home as you can Steven.” She said softly.

Steven nodded. “I will. All of them if I can swing it!”

Miranda nodded. “Get moving!”

Steven glanced at where his wife stood. Their eyes met and Zaala nodded her head in acknowledgement. She loved her husband, but she knew what he did was dangerous and she accepted that. Steven gave her that lopsided grin and Zaala smiled back as he headed out of the bridge.

Miranda moved to her command chair. “Give me weapons!” She barked out. “Set Point Defense Batteries to zone defense, full saturation fire! All guns ready for salvo fire. As soon as we complete the jump, scramble every fighter we have within two minutes, even if you have to throw them out the fucking hatch!”

“Priority Miranda?” E'dira asked from her station.

“Vector them in on capital ships only!” Miranda ordered. “Any with the ability to turn their Planetary Gauss Cannons on the surface! Have Falcon One Four and the other RAPTOR’S coordinate.”

E'dira nodded. “Passing the Intel on!”

“Zaala… plot us between the Kavalian fleet groups closing on the SCIMITAR!” Miranda snapped as she moved to her command station and stabbed a small button on the arm of her chair. “How soon?” A small cover slid aside on the arm to reveal an archaic phone like device that Ben had insisted was installed on all the ARIZONA Class. It was leftover from an age long dead but when combined with the technology of today it was connected not only to the ARIZONA’s internal ship COM, but the rest of the Assault Wing’s internal COMS as well.  It was a heavy thing, but she lifted it with ease and brought it to her face, the mouthpiece only millimeters away from her lips as she looked at Zaala.

“I’m adjusting for Protonic particles in the system Captain!” Zaala declared without looking up from her station. “We can jump in… eight minutes!” She declared turning to look at her.

“I thought you said sixteen!” Miranda barked.

“They are my family… just as they are yours.” Zaala said. “I work fast.”   


Miranda nodded as she lifted the phone device. “Attention! Attention! This is Captain Lorian. We have just been informed by Lycavorian Union Fleet Command that the KFI has conducted sneak attacks across the breadth of the Union. They have…” Miranda stopped as all heads turned to look at her on the bridge. Many of them knew of her close relationship with the Leonidas family and the familiarity she shared with many men and women they would never meet. “They have… assassinated our King.” Miranda continued with the pain obvious in her voice. This was something she had lived through not once in her life, but twice. And it appeared to be happening all over again.

“All of you know why we are out here, what we were sent here to do. We have detected two Kavalian Fleet Groups moving against Kranek with the intention of killing as many of the Leonidas family as they can.  Our orders come from Androcles himself and we are to stop those fleets at all cost. We are outnumbered two to one, but numbers make no difference to a Spartan. I am human! Many of you within this Attack Wing are human. It makes no difference for we are all Spartans!” She paused for a moment searching for the right words and then continued. “I spent over half a year of my life living with Andro and his siblings and their family. They came to regard me as part of their family because I had lost mine. I do not wish to see that happen again and this time I have… we have the ability to stop it! I intend to take this ship and our Attack Wing into harms way, and I intend to do what Androcles has asked me to do. We will kill the Kavalians trying to murder our Royal family, our friends on those ships and our allies! I don’t intend to hold back and I want to insure none of you do either! We will execute a combat jump in eight minutes using our Quantum Drive and may the gods be with us all.”


She replaced the phone into its cradle and moved back to the plotting table and then turned to E'dira. “E'dira… order the 1st and 2nd Attack Squadrons to break from us the moment the jump is complete and execute evasive pattern Bravo Five Two! They will cover NORMYA’S LIGHT! Target flanking ships and work their way in! Channel all power to shields and the Black Sun EW Nodes! Stand by on the Missile Rack Clusters and prepare to launch on my command! Make sure Falarie has shut down the system before we get there and transfer control of the remaining DEVASTATORS that we launch to her so she can direct them in on the priority targets! We’ll leave Colonel Randall to run amok and do what he’s best at! Cause trouble! I don’t want those murdering bastards able to fart in the fucking wind without us knowing about it! And spool up the Graviton Wave generator E'dira, it wouldn’t be prudent or proper to have any of our guests leave the party early!”


E'dira looked at Miranda with love in her Drow amber eyes. No matter what else was happening right now, E'dira knew Miranda had finally laid the past to rest and was moving into the future. And E'dira knew that future included her.


The mood across the ship had shifted. A majority of the crew was human as Miranda had said, descended from a long ago age of wooden ships and iron men, and it was a quiet rage that took them now. They drove themselves into the preparations as the ship’s magazines were opened and the live ordinance was moved into position with both computers and power loaders. In the ship’s main hanger bay, it was what military leaders all across history called controlled chaos. Purple armored crews lowered elongated tails onto the ten selected squadrons, quickly locking the portable LSD engines into place as red armored crews loaded anti-ship missiles onto the strike fighters. The different colored armored suits signified which section each male or female worked in, and the partial body armor would protect them from explosions and shrapnel should they come under attack. Pilots could be seen climbing into their cockpits as the Mag-Lift elevators began to lift the first wave of fighters into their launch tubes. They all bore names from long ago that had been reborn along with this ship. The Black Widows. The Jolly Rogers.  The Grey Wolves. The Death Jesters. They were names out of Earth’s storied flight history and they would be sung once more on the field of battle.  


In the space of five minutes after the first fighter was launched, all ten squadrons were taking up formation ahead of the ARIZONA with Steven in the lead. He turned his helmeted head to either side seeing the ten squadrons of ships lined up in formation behind him. He saw three TAUR’OHTAR Destroyers shifting their position to take the lead in front of the ARIZONA as they prepared to make their own jump. The computer between his legs flashed a tone telling him that the micro HMFC was charged and ready for jump.


“ARIZONA, this is Scar Lead! All fighters in formation and ready for jump!” Steven barked.


“Confirmed Scar Lead. We’ll be eight minutes behind you Steven. Save some for us!” Miranda replied confidently.


Steven laughed. “No promises Captain!” He looked out either side of the cockpit of his TEMPEST fighter. “Squadron leads sound off!”


“Black Widow Lead! Let’s get some!” That from an elven female.


“Grey Wolf Lead. Time for some hurt!” A human male.


“Death Jester Lead standing by!” The ever calm and cool voice of a Lycavorian.


“Jolly Roger Lead! Let’s do this!” Another human voice, this one female.


“Raven’s Wings Lead! Let’s stop talking about it and kick some ass!” This coming from a normally very reserved elven pilot who was married with nine children. The emotion in his voice was a palpable thing.


Steven waited as the last five echoed within his helmet but he didn’t really hear them as he stared ahead into the blackness of space feeling his blood surging and the wolf within him wanting payback. Martin Leonidas hadn’t questioned him when Steven went to him that day and asked to be changed so that he could grow old with his elven wife. It may have been that Zaala was Tarifa’s sister and Martin would do anything for family, but Steven believed it was because he saw the utter devotion to Zaala that Steven held. If not for Martin Leonidas, Steven Randall would not be here today. He would have aged as any normal human and been on the tail end of a career that Steven valued almost as much as Zaala. Now Steven Randall would be able to live hundreds of years, if not thousands, and with his plan to turn Zaala in the future they would have all the time in the world to explore each other to their heart’s content. 

First Steven Randall was going to make them pay for killing the man who gave him all this.


“Scar Flight! Grey Wolf Squadron will disperse and cover the moment we come out of the jump! Jam the fuckers’ silly! I don’t want them to be able to talk with one another even if they are five feet away from each other! Once jamming has commenced… Grey Wolf Lead you are cleared to use your Plasma Matter missiles and take out any sensor signals you detect trying to burn through the jamming!”

Steven heard the Grey Wolf Squadron Commander grunt in reply. “Two seconds after we light one up we’ll kill it Colonel!”

“Fly free…!” Steven barked.

“Die well!!” One hundred and sixty voices chimed in simultaneously.

“Jump in four seconds!” Steven barked. “Four… three… two… one! Mark! Engage LSD drives!”


The fighters sparkled as their LSD coils flared to life, and then they disappeared in perfect formation as their Jump Drives sent them hurtling across space into the teeth of the Kavalian Fleets.

SCIMITAR

Sa’sur got up from her command chair and downed the last of her mug of tea. “Status?” She spoke.


“TYPE II and all STRIKERS now on the surface Captain.” The COM chief turned from his station. “Admiral Thodias of NORMYA’S LIGHT sends his welcome and invitation for dinner.”


Sa’sur grinned. “Tell the Admiral I accept as long as he promises not to chase my tail.” She answered. “I don’t think his brother would care for that.”


The Chief nodded with a smile. Everyone knew that Sa'sur’s husband and mate, the Lycavorian that had turned her, was the younger brother to the commander of NORMYA’S LIGHT. “I’ll advise him Captain.”


“Have the wing disperse to normal monitoring stations. Everyone to maintain Shroud for now. If anyone is watching let them think we are the only ship here.” Sa'sur ordered. “Keep all sensors radiating passively and…”


“Captain!” The voice came from the sensor Chief and Sa'sur turned to look at her. “I… I have something on sensors sir. I think.”


Sa'sur rolled her eyes. The SCIMITAR’s normal Sensor Chief had fallen ill this morning and his replacement was a young Lieutenant fresh out of Fleet Operations where she had been for the last four years. Sa'sur turned her mug in her hand contemplating just telling the young elven woman to log it, but she sighed and knew that would not be the proper thing to do. She crossed the expanse of the bridge and came up behind her. 


“We have only just arrived Lieutenant Zeria.” Sa'sur spoke in a calm and even voice. “What exactly could you have picked up that NORMYA’S LIGHT did not pass on to us?”


“I’m sorry ma’am.” The Lieutenant said somewhat flustered. She had only been aboard the SCIMITAR for a week now. She had been supremely thrilled at being assigned to one of the most sought after Fleet Groups in the Union Fleet, and had bragged to her parents and brothers how she was going to be on board the Crown Prince’s ship. The SCIMITAR was widely known as one of the five most powerful ships within the fleet of LEONIDAS IIs because of recent upgrades and many even said secret weapons platforms. The SCIMITAR, MJOLNIR’S HAND, General/Colonel Simpson’s ship SPARTAN’S SOUL, Queen Anja’s SPIRIT OF HADARIA, NORMYA’S LIGHT and Fleet Admiral Riall’s ship RISING MOON were all thought to have newer and unique weapons systems. Zeria never thought she would be sitting here on the first watch in only her first week.


Sa'sur placed her hand on the young woman’s shoulder. “Never apologize Lieutenant.” She said. “You are doing your job.” Sa'sur leaned over her chair and looked at the three huge displays Zeria was tasked with monitoring. “What do you have?”


Zeria pointed to one display. “It was here Captain. Along the edge of the Torana Protonic Lightning Nebula. It’s gone now. I was probably just seeing things ma’am. I am…”


“Excited to be on the first watch?” Sa'sur said with a gentle smile.


Zeria turned and looked at her. “Yes ma’am.”


“Don’t worry about it. I did the same thing.” She said turning away and starting for the door as Zeria turned back to her sensor consoles. “XO… I’ll be in my Ready Room. Make sure that…”


“Contact!” Zeria exclaimed loudly as her hands flew over her consoles. “Sibfla… it’s gone!”

Sa'sur turned quickly losing her patience now. “Lieutenant Zeria… your enthusiasm is much appreciated but if you can not do the job I will find someone who can!”

“I saw it captain! I swear! It was…” The contact appeared once more on the large screen and this time Sa'sur was standing close enough to her to see it as well before it vanished from her screens.

Sa'sur was beside her in a heartbeat. “What’s your name?” She asked looking at the screen.

“Lieutenant Zeria Captain.”

“Nothing on the board Captain!” Her XO called out. “Sensor glitch maybe?”

“That was no glitch Captain.” Zeria spoke looking at Sa'sur. “I know it! There’s a ship there and it’s hiding in the Torana Lightning Nebula!”

Sa'sur looked at her evenly. She and Andro had personally selected the senior crew for the SCIMITAR for the last five years. They were scary in the similarities they wanted in the men and women who served on their ship. Insightfulness and gut instinct was chief on that list of what they looked for in officers.

“Transfer all primary and secondary sensor functions to the Lieutenant’s station XO!” Sa'sur barked. She looked at Zeria. “Find me that ship Lieutenant.”

“All secondary systems transferred to primary control!” The XO sounded.

Zeria turned back to her consoles and took a deep breath. “I’m adjusting for the distortion in the Nebula. I’m switching to three-dimensional spatial patterns to try and localize the signal! Particle emissions are very high but I can…” Zeria shook her head quickly. “I need more power Captain.”

“Tactical!” Sa'sur barked. “Increase portside ventral and dorsal arrays power output fifteen percent?” She looked at Zeria.

Zeria nodded. “Yes.”

“Portside ventral and dorsal sensor arrays increased by fifteen percent!” The voice answered.

“Got it!” Zeria exclaimed. “There! Bearing three nine seven!” Her eyes grew wide. “Sibfla Captain! Multiple contacts within the Nebula! Mark as Group One! At least sixty ships that sensors can detect along the perimeter!”

“Identify!” Sa'sur snapped as she stood back up. “Tactical… full power to active sensors! All arrays! Pulse everything within half a light year! Weapons officer… all batteries to standby! Give me full shields! Helm… nineteen-degree turn to port! Unmask the entire dorsal array!” Sa'sur barked out the orders as she returned to her elevated command chair. “Zeria… give me something!”

“Working on it Captain!”

“Get me NORMYA’S LIGHT! Now!” Sa'sur growled. “No one knew we were coming here! No one!”

“Admiral Thodias responding Captain!”

The face of the older Lycavorian Admiral appeared in the main holoimager and he was smiling. “Sa'sur… I will have to tell my brother you should have married me. You can’t seem to stay away from…” His words died when he saw her face. “Sa'sur what is wrong?”

“Thodias! I have multiple unknown contacts lurking just inside the Torana Lightning Nebula.” Sa'sur told him. 

“What? How did you manage to scan…?” He shook his head. “Never mind! Are you sure Sa'sur?”

“No question. I’m bringing the SCIMITAR to full alert and moving to investigate! No one knew we were coming here Thodias! No one knew Queen Dysea and Princess Normya were here! No one knew we were coming here?” She replied. “My wing is still shrouded. We…”

“Captain!” Zeria shouted. “Kavalians! Captain they are Kavalian!”

“Kavalian!” Sa'sur declared. “What…”

“I’m detecting over a hundred contacts!” Zeria turned to looked at her. “Captain… they have detected our active sensors! They’re moving out of the Nebula coming right for us!” The loud noise caused her to turn back to her station and every head on the bridge heard what she muttered next. “Son vada carians! Full power to all arrays! Give me full power to all arrays!”

Sa'sur didn’t hesitate. “Do it! Now!”

“Sibfla! Sibfla!” Zeria could be heard swearing. “Kavalian Fleet Group entering Kranek’s system! I’m picking up an additional one hundred and twenty-eight contacts! Mark as Group Two! Bearing two seven three mark four!

“Thodias! It’s a trap!” Sa'sur shouted. 

“We are not at war with the KFI!” Thodias exclaimed. 

“One hundred and thirty-seven Kavalian ships confirmed exiting the Torana Lightning Nebula! We are caught between them!” Zeria barked out. “They are powering weapons and shields! I can pick up the emitters for their main Gauss cannons powering! They are launching fighters Captain!”

“How many?” Sa'sur shouted.

“Multiples of ten!” Zeria barked. “At least ninety from the GREAT SOULS alone!”

“Sa'sur… you can not fight nearly seven hundred fighters and two Fleet Groups with just your Strike Wing!” Thodias barked.

The COM Officer came to his feet now. “NUBOU LAE!” He shouted. “Captain Sa'sur! Incoming Level Nine transmission from Admiral Joarl! Captain… they are issuing an Alpha Storm! They are issuing an Alpha Storm! Kavalian forces have… son vada carians! Kavalian forces have… they have killed King Leonidas! King Leonidas is dead!” 

Sa'sur stared at the man in open-mouthed shock as his words rammed home. Zeria’s words quickly brought her back to painful reality without being able to fully comprehend what he had just told them. 

“Captain… Group Two just entering the system will be in weapons range Of NORMYA’S LIGHT in twenty-three minutes!” Zeria barked. “Seven minutes before Group One exiting the Nebula can bear on us!”

Sa'sur looked at the holoimager as her training took over. “Thodias! We’re at war now! They mean to attack us! They must be after the Royal family!” Sa'sur shouted out. “I’m moving to intercept Group One coming out of the Nebula! I will keep them off you as long as I can! Get the Royal family off Kranek! Get them off now Thodias! You have twenty-two minutes before the second Kavalian Fleet Group comes into range!” Sa'sur screamed as she came to her feet and cut off his response. “Get me Wing wide!”

Her XO had already anticipated this. “Go!” He barked.

“Strike Wing to form on the SCIMITAR! Execute Attack Pattern Gamma Four Nine! We are weapons free! Protect NORMYA’S LIGHT as long as you are able! Target capital ships as priority!” Sa'sur barked.

“Captain!” Zeria called out. “I’m picking up PROTOSS-Class Troop ships breaking from Group One! They are diverting for the surface at full sublight speed! Their heading is four nine six point three! Bearing one six four! They’re going in lateral to us and breaking for the upper atmosphere!”

“Warn Thodias!” She spat quickly. “Send a Fleet wide distress! All channels, secure and in the clear! SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT under attack! Multiply Kavalian Fleet Groups! NORMYA’S LIGHT attempting to evacuate the Royal family! SCIMITAR and Strike Wing moving to engage! Send it!”

The COM officer’s hands were furiously moving over the console. “Message away! All channels! Secure and open!”

“Nubou!” Sa'sur swore. “Deploy missile pods one and two! Power up the Zero Matter Fusion Mark 22s!”

Her XO turned towards her. “Those haven’t finished trials yet Sa'sur!” He shouted from across the bridge.

Sa'sur turned to meet his gaze. “Let’s finish them now and see if the damn things work then! We need every advantage we can get! They are the longest ranged weapon we have! Zeria how many GREAT SOULS are we facing girl?”

“Eight.” Zeria answered instantly.

“Weapons! Target them first! Let’s see how many we can take out of the equation!” Sa'sur barked. “Helm! Full power to sublights! Let’s take it to them!”

HIGH COVEN BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PHY'IAD’S COMMAND SHIP


“Union ships are moving to engage the Kavalian fleet.” The tactical officer spoke turning his head to look at Phy'iad in the chair.


“As expected.” Phy'iad answered. “Have we been detected?”


“It does not appear so.”


“Where is that fool Gerald’s ship?” Phy'iad asked.


“Maintaining position inside the Shroud grid as ordered. He has come aboard and is waiting with our strike team.”


Phy'iad nodded. “As soon as our Strike Team lands destroy that hunk of garbage! And make sure Gerald does not return! His payment in full for failing the Kavalians. Better yet… disarm him and turn him loose on the planet. I have heard that Cha'talla has a special death planned for him for some past insult. If Cha'talla lives through this and he finds Gerald… he can have his vengeance.”


“Yes sir.”


“Get me Kr'nak.” Phy'iad said turning to look at the holodisc as it came alive with the face of the grizzled Immortal who had been with him for decades.


“We are ready Phy'iad.” The man spoke. 


“Nothing fancy Kr’nak! Enter the settlement and capture the elf Queen. With Kavalian troops landing they will not be able to evacuate her. They will undoubtedly attempt to secure her in the center of the compound so maintain your façade until you have her. And do not let her dragon kill you or your men.” Phy'iad said. 

“And if we encounter Kavalian troops who think we are the enemy?” Kr'nak asked as he adjusted his SA80.

Phy'iad shrugged. “Pusintin did not seem concerned so neither will I. Kill them and continue on. They must think you are members of their pitiful settlement and you are fighting the Kavalian dogs for this to work.”

“And Cha'talla?” Kr'nak asked.

“By all means… if you see him or his pureblood vampire whore… kill them.” Phy'iad answered. “Less work for us later.”

“I will succeed.” Kr'nak stated.

Phy'iad nodded. “Contact me when you have her and I will send in the Runner to the extraction point.”

“Understood.”

“Good luck my friend.” Phy'iad spoke. “Succeed in this and I will give you that half elf bitch that Cha'talla’s son has claimed as his own. It will be pleasant to hear her howl while you fuck her ass.”

 KRANEK


At the moment Cha'talla and Esther were standing and wondering why exactly Dysea, Denali and Isabella had staggered and gripped each other tightly as they dropped to their knees from some imaginary pain. As they looked around Cha'talla saw Denali gripping Lisisa securely, his eyes blinking rapidly in what was obviously shock. Lisisa Leonidas was holding Deni’s arms firmly trying to understand what it was that was happening. The other Leonidas children were staring at their mothers and brother with looks of confusion and worry. It had struck them all at the same moment and Cha'talla thought perhaps it was some sort of mind assault by Coven Remnants. 


“Esther?” He gasped as his head turned and he saw T’lolt running madly towards them.


Esther shook her head quickly, a look of helplessness on her face. “I don’t know.” She stammered. “A mind assault of some kind?” She was thinking the same thing he had.


“Martin!” Dysea cried out as she and Isabella tried to hug each other tighter. “Nauta Melme! No!”


“Mother!” Normya exclaimed as she dropped next to her on the ground. Zarah fell to her knees next to Isabella and grabbed her mother’s shoulders.


Cha'talla turned as the sounds of trumpeting dragons erupting from the distance where they had built the pens. “What is happening?” He snarled as worry began to fill him and T'lolt skidded to a halt next to him.


Lisisa grabbed Deni's face in her hands and looked into his dark eyes as Carina and Arrarn moved to his sides. “Deni?” She gasped. “Deni what is wrong? What is happening?”


“Fath… father!” Deni hissed shaking his head. “Torma!”


“What about father?” Arrarn barked. “Deni… what about father?”


Deni looked up and met his brother’s eyes. “He’s… he’s…”


Lisisa felt a stabbing pain in her head now, like hundreds of blades were puncturing her head and then Jeth’s trumpet resounded even louder across the landscape. Her green eyes went wide as she felt what her Bonded Brother now felt and realization came to her as tears flooded forth.


“No!” She wailed. “No! No!”


“Denali… Lisisa… what is wrong?” Eliani shouted now as she squatted in front of Dysea her voice filled with worry. “Mother what is wrong?”


Cha'talla looked at T'lolt as he slowed and stopped next to him. “T'lolt what is…?”

“Cha'talla we have Kavalian troop ships descending on Kranek right now!” T’lolt barked with some worry. “Two of their fleet groups just appeared! One out of the nearby lightning nebula, the other just jumped into the system. Dysea’s ships are moving to intercept! Admiral Thodius is sending transports to remove Dysea and her family.”


“Kavalian?” Cha'talla snapped. “Why would they…”


“The Kavalians just assassinated Martin Leonidas and his dragon Cha'talla.” T'lolt told him somberly drawing the eyes and horrified expressions of the Leonidas children and their mates. “On Earth! In Sparta! It’s beginning to break all over their Netnews channels! Some reporter caught it… she caught it all! Fash’ka is watching the feed as we speak! The Kavalians are moving against the Leonidas family and they are here now for them! Somehow they knew they would be here! Somehow they knew his children would be here! Planetary sensors have detected at least a hundred troop ships heading down to the surface. The PROTOSS-Class can carry six hundred fully loaded troops Cha'talla… that’s almost a hundred thousand we will be facing!”


Just over seven thousand years of life had instilled in Cha'talla of the Immortals many things. One of them was the innate ability to react quickly to events. “Dysea and the others are under our protection brother! I will not surrender them to these Kavalian dogs and nor now will my son or Blessed wife. We are so deeply intertwined now, what affects one affects us all!”

T'lolt nodded with a grin. “Good. I was hoping you’d say that.”

“Activate the defenses given to us by Androcles! Do it quickly! Bring the settlement to alert. We have planned to defend our homes for twenty years, and now we will have to do just that. I doubt very much the Kavalians know what we have done in the past months.”


“I’ve sent our Runners to the far side of the planet at the abandoned mine.” T'lolt told him. “They will use it to arm and refuel!”


“Anyone who can fight to arms! The children to the underground caves! Inform the other settlements to abandon their homes and head for the mountains. The Kavalian animals will not stop or hesitate to kill them and this is not their fight! Quickly!” Cha'talla turned to look at Dysea as T'lolt turned and headed back towards the settlement in a sprint. 

Cha'talla was not an emotional man in many respects, but what he had learned through the years had come from the almost obsessive way that he and Esther loved each other, and her presence improved him on a daily basis. He looked at his wide-eyed Blessed Wife before dropping to his knees in front of Dysea and Isabella and gripping their arms. Tear filled eyes looked up to gaze at his Immortal features.

“I… I grieve with you Dysea.” He spoke softly. “But… it appears as if they are after you and your children as well. We…”

In a display of will power that none of them had witnessed before from Denali Leonidas, he rose to his feet with a guttural sound and shook his head hard several times. Deni could feel his older brother’s presence within his mind and the power which he felt from him was almost staggering just like their… father. 

[Protect them Denali! You and Aradace must lead them brother! Hold them together! I must go to Earth and discover what is happening or everything will be lost! This is not random Deni; they are attacking us from all sides! I will contact you as soon as I am able!]

[Andro? Brother they…]

[Our blood is purest of our siblings Deni! You and Aradace must do this! I’m trying to contact mother on Hadaria. Help is coming Denali. Manda is on her way! You must hold and survive. No retreat brother!]

[No surrender!] Denali hissed. [Kill them Andro. Kill them wherever you find them for what they have done!] Deni snarled.
[I intend too.]   

Deni shook his head once more as Andro’s voice drifted into whispers. Lisisa’s tear streaked face met his eyes as he stood to his full height and she looked up into his face. “Deni… Deni my love what…”

“We are Spartans!” Denali barked out turning his head to look at his siblings. “Andro… Andro is returning to Earth! It is where he belongs! This is happening everywhere and he needs to get control of it!”

“Andro… he spoke to you?” Normya gasped.

Deni nodded quickly as he watched his mothers get to their feet and look at him. “The Kavalians are striking us everywhere, not just here. Andro is… he is sending us help! I don’t know in what form but we must act like our… like our father would expect us to act. As he taught us all to act!”

“Deni…” Lisisa gasped.

Denali took her beautiful face in his hands, staring into those forest green eyes, and Deni was quite sure he could not survive without seeing those gorgeous eyes ever again. He had always thought he would find his Anome, just as his older brother had, but looking at Lisisa’s tear stained eyes Denali knew he could never love a woman as he loved her. The day he and Lisisa surrender to their love for each other was the day his life changed and took on new meaning. Perhaps that was what it meant being anomes, and Denali was quite sure Andro would tell him exactly that. 

“They are coming after us as well Lisi! Just as Cha'talla has said.” He stated evenly. “We must prepare to defend ourselves! We can… we can mourn our father if we survive! Andro will make them pay, you know this!” He turned and looked at them. All of them saw a fire in his wolf eyes now, a fire that they had never seen before this day.

“Deni… Denali is right.” Dysea stammered even as she took deep breaths to get her emotions under some semblance of control. Dysea Leonidas was an elf but like Aricia and Anja she had been with Martin since the very beginning. She had embraced the Spartan lifestyle without missing a beat and made it all her own. She had been a strong woman before she had met her Nauta Melme, and having him change her to what she was now had only made her that much stronger. Like all of his Queens, they had spent hours and days with Gorgo and Dasha and learned so much of life back then as a woman, embracing many of those same ideals and values. It was one of the main reasons that so many men and women in Sparta looked at them with respect and awe and love. They had reveled in the history and strength of the Spartan women of old and they emulated them to a large extent.

“We must survive before we can… before we can mourn! We must use all we know to insure that we survive now!” Dysea spoke looking at her children. 

It was then that Denali Leonidas took the final step on the long path that would see him become a leader as his father and brother before him. 

“Narice!” Deni barked looking at his brother’s vampire wife and mate. “I need you to prepare your Riders! We will need them this day. Split them into groups, Lisisa will command the second group! Arrarn… we have twenty-one STRIKERS on the surface! Take command of them and their Coven pilots! Cha'talla’s forces will need the support!”

“Done!” Arrarn answered.

“Let’s do this family!” Denali spoke. “Then we will see about avenging our father.”

VANEDI

12,678 LY FROM EARTH

SPACEWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM

UNEXPLORED SPACE

PROTECTORATE CRUSADER-CLASS CRUISER 

TALON OF JUSTICE


The ship was eight hundred meters long and the most advanced warship of their medium sized fleet. They were fierce looking in design, with four long rib-like extensions reaching out from under the rear of the superstructure and one extending from the strangely shaped bow of the ship. These extensions, or arms, as well as the other sharp pointed parts of the superstructure gave the ship a menacing appearance. The TALON OF JUSTICE was the flagship of the three-dozen races that made up the Protectorate, and she was impressive in her design and ability. The Lycavorian turned as the double doors to the bridge opened smoothly and a smile played across his face as he saw his childhood friend and the brother of his mate strode onto the bridge, Wayonn on his heels. His name was Drey and he was considered by many to be Dutkne’s closest advisor and friend. 

Drey held no real rank within the scheme of things, he was simply known as Dutkne’s right hand. He refused to use any rank that the Protectorate government tried to saddle him with and insisted that everyone simply call him Drey. He and Dutkne had grown together since he was four years old and Dutkne five, practically inseparable in everything that they had done. Only a year separated them in age and both of them had studied more hours than they cared to recall under Wayonn and his often times tedious teachings. They had gotten into trouble as children; they had gotten themselves out of trouble as children. When Drey reached the age where he became interested in finding a mate, Dutkne’s younger sister Caia is the one who caught his eye first and foremost. She was one of a set of twin daughters that Dutkne’s mother had given birth to some three hundred years after Dutkne was born. The dark haired beauty Caia was one whom Drey had been watching for several years as she grew into womanhood, always sniffing around when he could, knowing that Dutkne approved of him as a mate for his sister. Caia had taken his interest in stride, even returning it often enough for she felt the same way, and when Drey had finally approached her about courting her Caia had been thrilled and very excited. As with all Lycavorians, you could tell within the first few moments if you were going to be compatible with a prospective mate, and Drey and Caia were very compatible they came to find out. They had been mated now for over a hundred years, a hundred and nineteen to be exact, and their time together had only gotten better and more passionate as each year passed. Caia could do things to him that Drey had never thought of, and he happily returned the favor to her in their bed. Caia accompanied him on the TALON wherever he went with her brother and she had even begun working in the small medical bay they had to pass the time.

Drey watched Dutkne stride right towards him as the doors to another entrance slid open and two more individuals entered quickly. Drey recognized their longtime companion Vanari Nirilo Re Mydala immediately with his blue skin and black hair, and he rolled his eyes at the younger Lycavorian that trailed along behind him like a puppy. 

Nirilo Re Mydala was a Vanari Commando and had been with them for going on a hundred years now. The Vanari were an introverted species that did all they could to remain outside the sphere of influence of the Protectorate or any other race. They were one of the first species that the Lycavorians had met when they settled in this part of space, and that first meeting had not gone well, leading to a short and violent conflict. It had taken Dutkne’s father to resolve that by promising the Vanari that the Lycavorian people had no interest in conquering them. The Vanari were and always had been wary of the feral nature of the Lycan people, and their violent history. Nirilo was one of the very few Vanari who had actually lived and worked with the Lycavorian people and he was their contact back to the Vanari leaders since his father and mother were senior members of their ruling Board of Regents. The Vanari could be very warlike if they needed as they proved during that short conflict and in subsequent conflicts with other races that thought they were weak because of their blue skin and intellectual background. Their territory was far larger than the Protectorate, but not as densely populated. Their blue skin also made them the blunt of many jokes from different species that first encountered them, yet those jokes quickly turned to fear if they riled the Vanari in any way. 

The Vanari were close-minded and introverted but they were far from weak. Another cause of their reserved nature, and perhaps the most definitive reason they were reticent to outside species, was that their females were prized as slaves in the very lucrative Black Market that permeated this area of space. Vanari females were exquisitely beautiful and striking with their different shades of flawless blue skin and silver hair. While they were superior warriors, just as their men were, once captured and broken they made extremely docile slaves who were particularly talented in the sexual arts. No one really knew why this was, for in many cases the females were even harsher than the males in terms of competition between each other. It was almost a genetic disposition that their most prominent doctors had determined made them this way, like a switch that would be thrown in order for them to act in any way necessary to insure their survival. It was determined because they had long ago been a mono gendered species; they would do anything to survive, and that meant even becoming docile slaves to those who would subjugate them for nefarious purposes. 

Vanari females were very open minded and adventurous, something that was also passed on through their family lines from tens of thousands of years ago. Almost all of their females and many of their men actually studied the sexual arts as a means to better understand different species and be able to interact with them. Vanari females also had the uncanny ability to secrete odorless pheromones from their skin upon command that could make the males of the vast majority of species exceptionally open to suggestion by them. Combined with their docile nature when broken and their sexual prowess, this is the reason Vanari females were so prized among slavers. This was also one of the major issues when the Lycavorians first encountered the Vanari people, for this pheromone had rendered a third of the Lycavorian forces susceptible to suggestion to the Vanari females, which in turn angered the Lycan females to the extreme. As far as Drey knew, there were very few species that were immune to the pheromone in a Vanari female’s skin, and that included other females as well, though they were not as strongly affected by it. 

Dutkne stopped in front of Drey and the two of them grasped forearms tightly. “Glad to see you finally decided to rejoin the rest of us who actually work for a living.” Drey stated plainly.

Dutkne smiled. “I needed a vacation.” He spoke as many of those on the bridge grinned and shook their heads.

“Twenty odd years is a long vacation.” Drey spoke dryly. 

“Not long enough.” Dutkne told him. “You look well my friend. I see Caia is feeding you well. How is my sister?”

“Why don’t you ask her yourself igord?” The female voice said causing Dutkne to turn and look at the much shorter dark hair female come walking up behind him.

“Ah… Caia!” Dutkne grinned.

“Don’t ah Caia me brother!” She popped as she stopped in front of him. “Mother has been asking for you to return for years now!”

Dutkne nodded. “Yes… I know. I’ve been contemplating things.”

“And you were so deeply contemplating these things you could not even send us a holo transmission?” Caia spat.

“Well… they were… they were deep contemplations.” Dutkne answered finally wilting under the steely gaze of his younger sister.

“Rensibfla!” Caia barked.

Dutkne looked at her oddly. “Your tongue has become much sharper since I last saw you sister.” He stated.

“When mother, Carana and I have to do your job because you are avoiding it… it tends to put you on edge.” Caia told him. “And my mate likes my sharp tongue.”

Dutkne looked at Drey for a moment and saw him shrug broad shoulders in indifference. “Why argue when she is right I always say?” He said.

“Bah… you are just a whipped…” Dutkne rolled his eyes and turned back to face his sister only to find her wrapping her arms around his waist and burying her face into his chest. He smiled then and pulled her tight, inhaling deeply of her familiar scent and sensing her doing the same as he allowed the feelings of family once more wash over him. “He still pleases you I see, since you have kept him around.” He spoke next to her ear as he nuzzled her cheek in a brotherly fashion.

Caia drew back her face and nodded her head with a smile. “Most effectively and as often as I like. We complete each other.” She answered with a bright smile. “Would you care to share why exactly we are here? Wayonn said it was important.”

Dutkne looked at Wayonn. “You had already sent for them when we talked?” He asked.

Wayonn shrugged now. “It seemed like the prudent thing to do.”

Dutkne grunted at him and released his sister turning to Nirilo. They grasped forearms in greeting and Dutkne smiled. “It is good to see you again my friend.”

“Likewise Dutkne.” Nirilo said. “Wayonn made it seem important when he contacted us and I brought your aide from Darom so you do not feel left out.”

Dutkne looked at the fidgeting young male wolf. He was a beta wolf Dutkne could tell immediately, and appeared to be very excitable. “Do I know you?” Dutkne asked.

“I was only assigned to you two years ago Director General.” The man answered. “I am your First Assistant Director General. My name is Eldiet.”

“Director General?” Dutkne asked looking at Drey with questions in his eyes. “What happened to Prime Minister?”

Drey chuckled. “The people voted to change your title ten years ago Dutkne.” He told him. “They apparently didn’t like Prime Minister any longer.”

“They have changed my title six times in less than four centuries!” Dutkne snapped. “Is one title not good enough?”

Caia slapped his powerful and flat abdomen through his shirt. “If you did not go off on these ridiculous trips then you would be there to put a stop to it.” She hissed at him.

“I have brought some items that you need to review Director General.” Eldiet spoke holding up the half dozen data pads. “I have time whenever you are ready.”

“What are those?” Dutkne asked.

“Simple Bills and Legislative Acts that need your approval.” Eldiet answered.

Dutkne shook his head. “Not now Eldiet.” He snapped turning his head to take in all of the bridge crew of his ship. “We will be departing shortly and we may not be back for some time. If anyone would like to contact mates or family members to advise them we will be gone please do so now. We…”

“Grandfather Wayonn?” Caia’s worried voice sounded.

Dutkne heard his sister’s voice and he turned quickly to see Wayonn lean heavily against the tactical console. He stepped towards him but Wayonn lifted his hand and shook his head. “Grandfather?” Dutkne asked.

Wayonn looked at him with wide eyes. “We must hurry Dutkne!” He gasped.

Dutkne gripped his arms tightly now. “Grandfather… what have you felt? Is it Martin? Androcles?” Dutkne had quizzed his grandfather mercilessly over the last hours trying to learn more of Martin Leonidas and his history. To say that Dutkne was duly impressed would have been a sizeable understatement. Wayonn had passed all that he had seen and talked with Martin about to Dutkne over these last hours and his grandson was supremely impressed with Martin and Androcles Leonidas.

“It… it spiked for several seconds Dutkne!” Wayonn said softly. “It is gone now… but I can no longer sense Martin as I did before. And Androcles… all I sense from him is unbridled rage.” He looked up at his grandson. “It has begun Dutkne already. His brother must have moved sooner than I thought. Something has happened and we must hurry if we are to make a difference in what is coming.”

Dutkne nodded without question, the witty humor pushed to the background. After what his grandfather had shown him, the humor would have to wait for the moment. He turned quickly to Drey. “Set course seven three four nine one eight mark six. I have the coordinates and rally points set already.” He stated evenly handing Drey the data pad. “Bring the Quantum Drive online and execute the first jump.”

Drey looked at the data pad with surprise in his eyes, for he thought they were returning to Darom. His dark eyes grew even wider when he saw the coordinates and the course plot that Dutkne had laid out on the data pad. He looked up quickly. “Dutkne… these… these sets of jump coordinates take us coreward of the Perseus Arm!”

“Yes I know.” Dutkne answered.

“Dutkne… we… we have never been coreward of the Perseus Arm.” Drey stated with no small degree of surprise. “This area… it is on the fringe of what is called The Wilds. It is very close to Lycavorian…”

Dutkne nodded his head. “It is close to the Lycavorian Union border yes. In fact it is closer to Kavalian space, but still within what they call The Wilds.”

“Where are we going and why?” Drey asked.

Dutkne looked at Drey and saw everyone’s eyes on him now, including his sister’s and Nirilo. 

“Tell them Dutkne my boy.” Wayonn spoke. “They have a right to know why. They have a right to know who it is we are going to meet.”

Dutkne looked back at his grandfather for a long moment and saw him nod. He turned back around and looked at Drey. Drey took a step closer to him. “Dutkne… why do I get the feeling this isn’t going to be one of your normal adventures?”

“City Ship 41 is no longer on Lycavore Drey.” Dutkne told him seeing his eyes go wide along with Caia’s and Nirilo’s.

Nirilo stepped forward now. While many among the Vanari Board of Regents had never taken the time to learn the history of the Lycavorian people, he had delved deeply into their past for many different reasons. Since he had decided long ago to remain and live among them and learn about them it had been the prudent thing to do. When his father had first suggested this course of action to him it was so that the Vanari could gain some sort of a tactical advantage over the Lycavorians. After only a few months among them, Nirilo stayed and learned because he wanted to. He knew about the High Coven, the Black Day, even the Pralors for it was hard to deny when you associated with one on a regular basis. He even had a Lycavorian female that he spent quite a bit of time with, and their relationship was always exciting and adventurous and quite fulfilling. She was a blond haired wolf who adored him no matter that his skin was blue. Their time together, in and out of their bed was always exciting. There were a few members on the Vanari Board of Regents that believed as he did, his mother chief among them, that the Lycavorians could make formidable allies and long time friends. They were a passionate and determined species and exceptionally forward looking in the paths they chose. And they were very unlike what many of the senior Vanari Regents viewed them as. Nirilo knew well what City Ship 41 was, and also the condition the ship was supposedly in. Now Dutkne was telling them that a ship that was not supposed to be able to fly was no longer where it was always believed to be. A ship that could very well alter the balance of power within the universe itself.

“Come again?” Drey asked stunned.

Dutkne nodded. “City Ship 41 is now on Earth.” He said. 

“Earth?” Caia exclaimed taking his arm and turning her towards him. “Dutkne… how is that even possible? We all know that City Ship 41 was buried on Lycavore and the High Coven has been using the planet as a base. A prison in some respects.”  

Dutkne nodded. “That is what I thought as well.” He stated looking at Wayonn. “That is no longer the case and hasn’t been for some time.”

“Dutkne… how did it get to Earth?” Nirilo asked. “Are you not the one who said that only a descendant of Sumar or your grandfather Canth would have the MV ability to actually release the security fields and allow the ship to power up?”

Dutkne nodded. “That’s what I told you yes.” He said turning once more to look at Wayonn. “However I was not aware of certain intelligence reports that my grandfather here had altered before he gave them to me.”

“What intelligence reports?” Drey asked quickly. “I have been bringing the reports here since you arrived. I am aware of no altered Intelligence reports. Everything has gone through me!”

“And you would not have been aware of them Drey.” Wayonn spoke. “For I was the one who altered them before you received them because they came from several assets that I alone control.”

“Assets?” Nirilo asked.

Wayonn nodded his head. “I have several contacts within The Wilds and even one within Lycavorian Space. It is I that has hidden the fact that the High Coven abandoned Lycavore after Martin freed his mother and left their garrison there in tatters. It is I who has been shuttling funds to an account in The Wilds for the last two thousand years. That account was established for use by any descendant of Resumar that may have come along. One did come… and his identity was a surprise to many, including me.”
“I will give all of you a full briefing when we are underway.” Dutkne spoke to them. “Right now… right now know that the grandson of Resumar rules the Lycavorian Union and he has for the last twenty-five years.”

“The traitor!” Drey hissed.

Dutkne smiled and shook his head. “No Drey! The one we thought lost when Leonidas died. His unborn son.” 

Caia stepped away from her brother. “Wait!” She declared. “Our people know the history after The Black Day just as well as you Dutkne. We know all about King Resumar and the son he sent to Earth with the other Ten Thousand fetuses. We know about Leonidas and what he achieved on Earth. We also know that the son Queen Gorgo carried and gave birth to on that ship while they fled the High Coven after his death, we know that child died in the destruction of his cruiser while he slept in a Cryo Chamber! What you are saying can not be true!!”

Dutkne shook his head slowly. “No… it is true.” He stated with a smile. “The great grandson of Sumar lives Caia! Wayonn has talked to him. He has shared their conversations with me.” 

Caia’s dark eyes cut to Wayonn. “Is this true grandfather?” She asked him.

Wayonn nodded. “Every bit of it. I set up the secret account for any child of Leonidas’s first-born son Pleistarchus that may have survived the Coven purge and chose not to follow the destructive path of his father. As it turns out, I was notified when the funds were accessed and I discovered it was the second son himself who had accessed them. The son we all thought dead. He goes by the name Martin Leonidas and has since he discovered who and what he was. I have been monitoring events within the Lycavorian Union since that time.” 

Dutkne was about to speak again but they watched Drey hold up his hand. “Stop right there!” He barked loudly. “Helm! Come to course seven three four nine one mark six. Engage the Quantum Drive for pre-arranged jumps! Tactical Officer!” He held out the data pad and waited for the Lycavorian to take it. “Follow these coordinates exactly and do not deviate from them.”

“Yes sir!”

Drey turned back to Dutkne. “You have some explaining to do my old friend.” He said quickly.

Nirilo nodded his head in agreement. “That would be the understatement of this century Drey.” He spoke. “If what you say is true Dutkne… the Vanari Board of Regents will want this information. It could mean that our two peoples can finally become closer and become the allies we should be. Especially if Wayonn endorses this man.”

Wayonn nodded. “I do.” He answered. “But I warn all of you now; Martin Leonidas is unlike any man you have ever met. As is his first born son Androcles. They are the most powerful pureblood Lycavorians alive today anywhere. Martin’s Anome… his pureblood wolf Queen, she…”

“Grandfather…” Caia gasped looking at him. “”He has… he has taken an Anome?”

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. As has his son Androcles. And though they do not know it just yet, they have brought the Lycavorian bloodlines of our people back together. Aricia and Sadi both are descended from the different lines of Lycavorian blood that existed when Resumar was chosen as King. The royal bloodlines of that time and beyond. Neither of them are aware of it as I said, for Aricia was born in Sparta and they did not know the complete history of our people. Sadi is not aware of it for the very reason we have avoided contact with those in the Lycavorian Union for all these years. They had moved too far from the direction that Resumar and Canth intended for them. Martin has brought that back to them and his son follows his father’s path like the same set of footprints in the sand. And like Resumar they both have taken others as mates and wives, and their beauty matches their skill, which is superior.”

“Grandfather… there has not been a recognized union of Anomes since…” Caia began to speak.

“Since King Resumar and Queen Eliani.” Drey finished her statement in a soft voice.

Wayonn nodded. “In some ways they still do not know the significance of their Unions to these women… but we will teach them.” He spoke. “They follow the Spartan tradition and code instilled by Resumar’s son Leonidas while he lived on Earth and they follow it closely. They do not deal in deceit and subjugation between allies. If you are their friend, you will find no more loyal a friend; but if you are their enemy, they will utterly destroy you without blinking an eye.”

“They have more than one mate?” Nirilo asked surprised.

Wayonn nodded. “Martin has five… one of whom is a pureblood vampire. Androcles has four right now, also with a pureblood vampire among them. A young woman that has brought the lines of the two brothers back together again as well. Androcles will have one more, though they just have not found her yet. Two other of Martin’s sons have also cemented this rejoining by taking wives of Xaxon’s blood, but Androcles’s wife and vampire mate is by far the most important.”

“This is… this is unbelievable.” Nirilo gasped. “We can not keep this from the Board of Regents Dutkne!”
Dutkne nodded and looked at Nirilo. “I know what this could mean Nirilo, but let’s hold off on telling them just yet. There are events happening now with Martin and Androcles that we need to assess first. I will fill all of you in on what grandfather has shown me but can we do it over some Olmarian Steaks. I haven’t had decent food in many months and my wolf genes are about to assassinate me for not providing them the nourishment they need.”

“Mess Lounge!” Drey stated taking Caia’s hand.

“You too Grandfather.” Dutkne spoke. “You are more to blame than me for this. There’s no way I’m facing them alone.”

Wayonn nodded with a smile now that he knew they would begin executing their jumps. The wolf within him also told him he wanted meat. It was something that he would never have partaken in before his chosen mate turned him, as Pralors did not need to ingest meat to maintain their health. Since becoming wolf so long ago Wayonn now enjoyed meat almost as much as those who were pureblood wolf. 

“A steak sounds rather inviting right now.” He said.

SCIMITAR


“All fighters are away Captain!” Zeria barked out. “All squadrons from NORMYA’S LIGHT responded as well! We have Kavalians launching in response! Fighters and missiles! They are dividing Captain… GREAT SOULS are remaining to the rear while the DIATAGAs and DIEROYs are boring right in.”

“Typical! Nubous cowards!” Sa'sur hissed.  

“I’m also detecting a new type of Kavalian Fighter! It appears larger than the Jaguar but the profile is similar!” Zeria exclaimed.


“Designate them Jaguar Mark IIs and file them Zeria! Weapons what about the Zero Matter Mark 22s!” Sa'sur quipped from her chair.


“Just finishing the reloading Captain!” The man answered turning to face her. “Fifteen seconds and we’ll be ready to launch!”


“Target the GREAT SOULS!” Sa'sur barked. “Nothing else! We have to take out those ships so they can’t use their planetary Gauss Cannon!”


“Captain we have a total sixty-nine warships bearing down on us!” Zeria shouted. “The DIMERUs and PURUSIANs have broken away and are taking up position on the fringes of the rest of their fleet! The second Kavalian Fleet group has launched fighters and is pushing hard to reach NORMYA’S LIGHT!”


Sa'sur nodded her head. “They will use them for hit and runs on our flanking ships!” She announced. “They really need to change their tactics… they’ve been doing this to the Coven for years.”


“They are winning against the Coven Captain!” Her XO spouted from his seat across the bridge from where hers and Andro’s command seats were anchored.


“We aren’t the High Coven XO! How bout we show them that!” Sa'sur snapped. 

Her XO grinned. “Works for me.”

“The moment all Mark 22s clear their launchers come to course three nine six four one four and reload with conventional warheads! Full spread on the Photonic Torpedoes and ready a port side barrage from the Type One Alpha turrets! Strike Wing to execute Gamma one three and follow suit!”


Zeria turned in her chair and looked at Sa'sur. “Captain… that course will… it will take us directly at the Kavalian Fleet!”


Sa'sur nodded. “Yep!” she announced. “Let’s see how quick on the uptake they are.”


“Captain! Zero Matter Fusion missiles are ready!”


Sa'sur’s eyes narrowed in a very evil manner, the wolf blood in her coming out now. “All launchers! Fire!”

KRANEK

GREATSOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

DEATHMANE

KFI COMMAND SHIP


“…positioned them between us and the planet Admiral!” The Kavalian Tactical officer barked out. “The elf Queen’s command ship has de-shrouded and dropped lower into the atmosphere after launching its fighters! The Prince’s command ship has launched fighters as well and is moving to engage with his Strike Wing!”


The Kavalian Admiral nodded. “He is a fool! He cannot stand against our numbers! He should have turned and run and left the others to their fate on the planet! Launch our own fighters! Have the Jaguar Mark IIs cover the Black Soul Heavy Raiders! Send all our normal Jaguars against theirs. We outnumber them four and five to one. Their DEVASTATOR is the main concern and I want all of them killed first! They can do the most damage if we allow them to get too close.”


“Yes Admiral!”


“Have the DIATAGAs and DIEROYs form an attack line and bear straight in! Order the DIMERUs and PURUSIANs to remain on the flanks and target at their discretion!” The Admiral spoke. “Remind General Gerrum that they are to destroy the Immortal settlement completely and leave none alive! Especially those damn High Coven dragons.”


“Yes Admiral!”


“Send a tight beam transmission back to KFI Command that we are beginning our attack and will advise when it is complete!” The Admiral spoke.


“Message already sent Admiral!”


“Excellent.” The Kavalian got to his feet and looked at the large holoimager plot board. “Hold our position here while our other ships bear in. Let them take the brunt of the first strike from the Lycavorian Command ship and its missiles and fighters. Once they have depleted their stores we will move in and pound them into atoms with our medium Gauss turrets. He is a child compared to me, this Androcles Leonidas, and I intend to show him this.”


“Admiral… the co-captain of the SCIMITAR is one of their most experienced female elf commanders.” The XO spoke moving up to him.


The Kavalian waved his large fur covered hand in dismissal. “Even better. Elven females are good for nothing more than spreading their legs and howling out their approval when we lock groins with them. I’ve had half a dozen elven females and once I was filling them with my load they could do nothing but whimper and beg for more as I fucked their brains clean out of their heads! Rub their ears a little bit and they will melt before you!”  


His bridge crew began to laugh along with him. At least that is until his Tactical Officer turned from his station his eyes wide.


“Admiral Ocarsh! Missiles inbound! The Command ship SCIMITAR has launched missiles directly at us! They… we can’t track them and they are maneuvering through our forward warships locked on us!”


The Kavalian looked at the man. “That is not possible!” He barked moving to the plot station. “How many missiles?”


“Forty-six total Admiral! Six appear to be locked on us!”


“Point defenses now!”


“Admiral… our gun crews can not lock the missiles!” The tactical officer shouted. “They have some sort of stealth coating on them!”


“Switch to manual targeting then!” Ocarsh barked savagely. “Tell our gun crews if they do not destroy all of them I will kill them myself!”

FALCON ONE FOUR


“How long Matthew?” Falarie almost yelled.


“Twenty-six seconds!” Matthew answered immediately.


“Kavalian Troop ships are beginning to land!” Chloe called out.


“We can not stop them from landing!” Falarie barked out feeling almost helpless as they watched dozens of Kavalian troop ships entering the atmosphere on their sensors. “We must hope the Immortals and our people can hold until we are able to send troops down from the SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT!”


“If they are around to send them at all! I have never seen so many ships in one area!” Qilie snapped.  


“Missile warning! Missile warning!” Chloe announced. “SCIMITAR has fired Mark 22s! Missile profile suggests Zero Matter fusion warheads! The Kavalians won’t be able to track them!”


“Are we clean?” Falarie asked as she banked their ship over to starboard to get a better view.


“No contacts!” Matthew replied deeply involved. “No one can paint us! Sixteen more seconds!”


Falarie reached above her head and stabbed a button on the overhead console. “All Falcons prepare to initiate System Wide Scramble!”


“Falcon Two Three standing by!”


“Falcon One Nine!”


“Falcon Two One ready!”


“On Matthew’s mark!” Falarie snapped.


“Stand by…” Matt spoke now. “Three… two… one! Mark! Initiate SWS! ARIZONA squadrons entering the system!”


The RAPTOR A3s were set up in a box formation around the edges Kranek’s immediate system. They were well out of the fighting area, now nearly a six million kilometers from Kranek, the ships barely discernible except for the streaks of plasma based weapons and Gauss cannons skittering across the stars. In all four craft the main sensor operator touched a button on their main center console initiating an invisible beam of particle energy. Each bean reached out to connect with their sister ships until it took the shape of a large box. Supremely powerful particle emitters in the belly bubble of each ship sent out and received these beams of energy, and in quite unspectacular fashion ceased all enemy communications outside of the immediate system of Kranek no matter the type or scope. The connected particle beam also had the secondary effect of scrambling all long range sensors to the point it was impossible to scan anything more than five hundred thousand kilometers in any direction. They had developed and used the tactic in the last two years of the Evolli War and it had given the Evolli fits. The Union ships were all fitted with a special reflective ablative coating within their hull armor and it did not hinder them in any manner.


“SWS active!” Matthew shouted. “Signal is strong and clear! The Kavalians bastards are now blind, deaf and mute!”


In the cockpit of Falcon One Four Falarie nodded her head. “Now… now they will see they should have never embarked on this path!” She muttered.


“Avoi.” Qilie stated softly.

SCAR FLIGHT


They appeared almost as one complete entity from their jump, nearly one hundred and sixty fighters and fighter/bombers, each one bursting into existence exactly where they were supposed to be, Colonel Steven Randall in the front.


It took Steven all of two seconds to glance and his sensor board and begin giving orders.


“Scar to Scar Flight! Grey Wolves break for your positions! Their sensors belong to you! Make each shot count! There won’t be any reloads until the ARIZONA arrives!”


“Grey Wolf Lead copies Scar! Breaking now!”


Steven glanced out his cockpit and saw the Penetrator variant of the DEVASTATOR fighter/bomber begin peeling away in formation. Designed primarily as an electronic warfare craft, Steven knew in the hands of an experienced ECW officer, they could be deadly with their homing missiles and drones. He dropped his head once more to his scope and assessed the situation with the speed and experience of a veteran flyer.


“Looks like the SCIMITAR has launched missiles!” Steven barked out. “Falcon One Four and the other RAPTORs have shut down the system! NORMYA’S LIGHT has dropped lower to the planet probably to cover Queen Dysea and the others!” Steven spoke openly in their secure COM link. “The Kavalians will know we are here since we’re on the edge of their active sensor range so let’s get to killing things!”

“Bout time Scar!” A voice echoed in his helmet.

“Picking up new version fighter Scar!” A voice barked out. “Bearing four nine three!”

Steven adjusted his sensor and nodded. “Looks bigger! It doesn’t matter… it’s Kavalian and we can still kill it!”

“Works for us!”

“Black Widows and Jolly Rogers take the Death Jesters in from three four one and assist the SCIMITAR’s fighters! They look to be going after the DIATAGAs and DIMERUs. The rest of you on me from six three nine! We’re going to bore straight in on them and hit that Fleet Group bearing on NORMYA’S LIGHT! We need to keep those fighters off her until the ARIZONA and HORNET get here! Maintain your spacing and stick with your wingman! We’re outnumbered five to one and we need to have eyes in the backs of our asses!”


“Course six three nine takes us between two of the GREAT SOULS Colonel!” A voice chimed in.


Steven nodded. “It sure does!”


“Ah sibfla… who the hell wants to live forever anyway!” The same voice bellowed.


Steven grinned. “Once we get into the mix cover your wingman and take it to them! Let’s go people!”

KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL COMMAND SHIP
DEATHMANE



“…we are unable to lock them!” The DEATHMANE’S Executive Officer barked out. “Seventeen seconds to impact!”

“Track them manually!” Ocarsh shouted.

“We can’t!” The officer shouted back. “They are moving too erratically, changing course and weaving in and out among our fighters!”

“Damn our fighters!” Ocarsh barked angrily. “All Firestorm cannons to saturation fire! Half a million kilometers distance! Stop those missiles!”

“Admiral… saturation fire will destroy our own fighters still moving to engage the Union forces!” The XO spoke.

“Then so be it!” Ocarsh exclaimed angrily as he came to his feet. “Fire now damn it! I don’t want those missiles to reach my ship!”

Fifty-four quad mounted Light Gauss cannon turrets came alive then, filling the space around the DEATHMANE with deadly projectile fire. Each high-density shell from the Quad mounted Gauss cannons reached a certain apogee half a million kilometers from the ship and then a small explosive charge went off, triggering a larger popping explosion that saturated the entire area around the DEATHMANE with lethal, hyper-velocity fragments that could shred missiles and ships alike. It was an extremely effective anti-air defense weapon and one of the reasons why High Coven missiles many times did not reach their targets. It gave the Kavalian an advantage in their war with the Vampire High Coven; however against Union missiles it was nowhere near as effective. 
A lesson learned in the war with the Evolli was quickly applied to every Union ship and missile across the board. The Evolli had similar weapons that they had used for air defense, and for the first two years of the war it had proven effective. That was until the Union began coating the outer shells of all their missiles with a Crystanium and Dragon Armor weave. Due to its properties, and the near weightlessness of the combination of the two metals, it did little to hinder the performance of their anti-ship weapons. Even still, the sheer force of the barrage the DEATHMANE unleashed was enough to destroy the missiles targeted on them. And this the barrage did.

Except for two.

Zero Matter Fusion warheads were developed by a Nodon Engineer who had originally been working on the Quantum Engineering aspects of the ARIZONA’s Drive Core. He had discovered the power of these weapons quite by accident, and then with some ingenuity and incredible skill he was able to harness the force of the weapon, which wasn’t really a force at all. With the assistance of Avi and several other brilliant technicians, the Union scientists quickly came to understand and harness a new type of weapon. Zero Matter Fusion warheads were just that. They had zero matter for warheads. There was no explosives charge in them whatsoever. What these missiles had was the most destructive power of any missile in the Union arsenal due to the nature of zero matter and fusion. 

One missile struck just aft of DEATHMANE’s starboard nose wing, the other directly over the top of the GREAT SOULS’s drive core. 

The moment the tiny fingernail sized computer told the missile’s brain it was in the right spot, the missile’s brain activated the internal sequence and in seven tenths of a second it was complete. The concept behind the Zero Matter Fusion warhead was actually very simple and had been around since the dawn of time. There was a point when the energy created by matter moving through time and space reached zero and stopped, creating a vacuum of energy. It is at this point where Zero Matter became lethal. When combined with a small fusion reactor, no larger than a person’s finger really detonating inside that vacuum, the resulting reaction was catastrophic. The ZMF warhead detonated just as it was designed to, and just as it was designed to, the vacuum of the explosion sucked in all energy in the surrounding area. It didn’t matter if it was solid matter or energy matter, the vacuum sucked it all in. This included the power from the DEATHMANE’s large shield grid in both those locations, as well as the actual structure of the ship itself. For a split second it appeared as if the hull of the ship buckled and twisted before tearing away, consumed by the ZMF reaction. It was also known that when a zero matter fusion reaction became too much energy and matter to be contained within its small field, it ruptured outward. It ruptured outward like a massive projectile of supercharged matter energy.

As the ZMF reaction absorbed more than its small field could hold, it ruptured outward. It just so happened that this rupture was carefully directed back in a single direction. In this case, right back at DEATHMANE’s hull. All this took place in the time it took to blink ones eyes twice. It was like a massive shotgun blast at point blank range and this matter energy, finally unleashed, punched clean through the hull of the GREAT SOUL as if it was punching through paper. A huge chunk of its own hull, plus massive amounts from its own shield grid were sent hurtling through the hull of the ship. The first ZMF tore completely through the one of the front wing like structures in the front of the GREAT SOUL, and then passed halfway through into the second before losing its energy. As huge internal explosions erupted from the now severed wing, the force of those explosions was blown back at the ship, engulfing dozens of fighters as they tried to launch. The second ZMF ripped through the LSD Drive Core of the Kavalian ship, disrupting the Tri-Cobalt energy source and pushing the ship’s main engines to overload in the space of three seconds. It was a sight to watch really, as the resulting explosion ripped through not only the top of the DEATHMANE, but blew out the bottom of the ship’s superstructure as well, nearly fifteen decks below. 
It would be the only bit of luck that the Union forces would receive this day for when the DEATHMANE blossomed into a fireball it took the overall commander of Kavalian forces with it. The Kavalian forces in the system had been told to fight to the death, as was their usual way of things in battle. With the death of Admiral Ocarsh, that order could not be rescinded in any way and the battle now would come down to who had the most resolve and staying power. It also served to incense the remaining ship captains within the Kavalian fleet and they turned their full attention to the ship that had launched the missiles to begin with.
The SCIMITAR.

ARIZONA

Miranda looked impatiently over where Zaala was at her station next to E'dira and tapping away at her console with insane swiftness. She could feel the tenseness of everyone on the bridge, and no doubt it was permeating the ship as well. The rest of ARIZONA’s fighter group was already loaded and waiting for launch. Their pilots were standing by in their cockpits and waiting for the first group to erupt down the launch tubes. The gun crews were all standing by, live war shots in each and every tube and battery. Miranda could feel it, the pride and determination that filtered to all of them. She moved up next to E'dira slowly and did something that she would never have done weeks or months earlier. She lifted her hand and allowed her fingers to caress the back of E'dira’s elven ear. It was a brief touch, only in passing, but in just that simple contact Miranda made claim to E'dira in a way that had the Drow’s blood burning with desire. E'dira looked up at her with those amber eyes, so full of emotion and so deep.
“We are ready.” E'dira spoke firmly almost sensing the churning of Miranda’s emotions.

“I know.” Miranda said softly. “I just…”

“Captain Lorian!” The COM officer barked from across the bridge. “Feed from Falcon One Four!”
Miranda squeezed E'dira’s shoulder as she turned. “Put it up on holodisc one!” She ordered facing the holodisc closest to E'dira’s station.
“Captain Lorian!” Falarie’s voice erupted from the transmission as the image of the RAPTOR pilot flickered and then cleared.
“Falarie! Give me a report!” Miranda spoke.

“Captain… all of Colonel Randall’s fighters made it and they are engaged now! A ZMF missile barrage by the SCIMITAR has taken out two GREAT SOULS and severely damaged three others, but they are still in the fight! Captain Sa'sur is trying to keep one Fleet Group off NORMYA’S LIGHT with her Strike Wing while our fighters engage the second! The SCIMITAR is taking a pounding Captain! We must have taken out the Command ship or something because they are seriously pissed! She’s lost six ships from her Strike Wing, another too badly damaged to fight and they are adrift! There’s just too many Kavalians!”

“Have they landed troops?” Miranda asked.

“Yes ma’am!” Falarie answered immediately. “We don’t have any information on the defenses of Kranek Captain. All we know is that Queen Dysea has already stated they are not leaving and she has ordered NORMYA’S LIGHT to clear the lower atmosphere and help the SCIMITAR. The second Kavalian Fleet Group will be in range of Kranek and NORMYA’S LIGHT in just under two minutes. They’ll be able to hit her with their heavy Gauss turrets and…” Falarie’s head turned slightly and her eyes went wide. “What? No! Captain Lorian… Chloe is tracking sixty four anti-ship missiles just launched against the SCIMITAR. The Kavalians must have coordinated their strike! She…”
“Zaala!” Miranda almost screamed as she turned to look at her. “Zaala we have to go now! We’re out of time!”

Zaala stabbed a few more buttons on her console and turned in her chair. “QRFR Drive is online and ready!” She barked. “Give me coordinates!”

“It hasn’t been tested Captain!” The engineering officer snapped as he turned away from Zaala and looked at Miranda. “We don’t know if it will work!”

Zaala came to her feet then, her beautiful face angry. She grabbed the engineer’s shoulder and spun him around to face her. “My husband is there!” She snarled viciously before snapping out with an open heel strike to the male elf’s jaw. The blow caught him completely by surprise and he dropped like a limp noodle to the deck. Zaala glared down at him. “That is my husband! And these are my engines! Don’t you dare tell me they won’t work you pompous fool!” Zaala looked up and directly at Miranda. “Give me coordinates Miranda! Give me coordinates and I will put us there faster than you can say I love you E'dira!”
Miranda blinked several times and glanced at an equally wide eyed E'dira. She turned back to Zaala and opened her mouth to answer when Falarie’s voice burst out of the transmission again.

“Captain Lorian! Twenty-six seconds until those missiles hit the SCIMITAR! She’s maneuvering but it won’t be enough! We have to do something!” Falarie screamed.

It was a simple decision for Miranda and one that would propel her into the history books yet to be written for the audacity and bravery of the maneuver. It would be studied and repeated many times over the course of the centuries as a brilliant military decision. 
For Miranda Lorian… she was simply saving her family.

“Helm! Plot me a course between the SCIMITAR and those missiles!” Miranda barked. “Feed the coordinates to Star Commander Zaala Randall and order the Wing to prepare to jump! We’re going now!” She whirled on the holoimage of Falarie. “Falarie… go secure and contact Sa'sur! Tell her we’re coming and prepare to execute once we jump in! She’ll know what to do!”

“Yes Captain!” Falarie barked. “Falcon One Four clear!”

Miranda didn’t hesitate and moved to her command chair. “E'dira… prepare to initiate the Point Defense Batteries to Zone Defense! All guns ready for salvo fire. They will fire on your command! As of right now we are weapons free! Instruct Janon he is to break immediately and cover NORMYA’S LIGHT with half the Attack Wing! We’ll join with the SCIMITAR and take it to the Kavalians!” Miranda was settling into her chair as she barked the rapid fire orders. The bridge crew of the ARIZONA responded as well as any finely tuned and oiled machine as a loud claxon began to sound on every deck.

“Miranda… Captain Lorian…!” Zaala snapped. “Coordinates are set!” She announced confidently. “We are ready!”

Miranda paused for a split second for she was about to commit her forces to combat action. This time however, she was in control. This time she would save those she had come to regard as family.

“Let’s get sum!” Miranda shouted. “Helm! JUMP US NOW!”
It was not spectacular by any means, just a collection of forty odd flashes of white light as experimental Jump Drives became reality and forty odd warships of the Lycavorian Union went into battle.
They would never know their action was detected. Detected by a race of beings who were the epitome of horrific evil. A race of beings that had wiped out the advanced species known as the Pralors with all their sophisticated technology and power. A race of beings who would now stand up and take notice and make plans to finish the job they had started thirty thousand years ago.

They were known as The Scourge. 

