“I have done some things that I am not proud of son. I’ve hurt people I did not mean to hurt. It was not done on purpose by any means, but I did them regardless.”

“Do you regret these things father?”

“You will find there is very little I regret Androcles. That is the same as living in the past and it is something I will not do no matter what. I did what I did because ultimately it saved more lives than it cost.”
“Why are you telling me this now father?”

“Someday in the future, you may have to make those same choices Androcles. I might now be around to ask advise from, and it will be all you. Someday you might have to cause others pain in order to discover the truth of something. Better to end up having to say you’re sorry you did what you did than you’re sorry you did nothing.”
“Why did you decide to do what you did those times father?”

“I hate to lose boy.”

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE
KRANEK 

ULU SCIMITAR

“Report!” Sa'sur screamed as she gripped the sides of her command chair to keep from falling out. That last barrage of Gauss Cannon fire had strained the SCIMITAR’s shields in their aft quarter as Sa'sur barked orders to maneuver, and the battering they had taken had sent half a dozen crewmen sprawling.


“Aft ventral shields down to thirty-six percent!” The officer who acted as her XO barked from the station he stood at. “We have power disruption in the starboard aft quarter and Type One turrets are offline! Seven blown power conduits have caused main power to fluctuate on decks nine through fourteen! They’re beating the sibfla out of us Captain!” 


“We’re buying NORMYAS LIGHT the time she needs!” Sa'sur snapped. “What about our Mark 22s?”


Zeria turned her head only slightly from where she was frantically trying to track and direct all of the SCIMITAR’s fighters. “Three GREAT SOULS destroyed! Two more heavily damaged and out of the fight!” She barked out. “The other three have moved out of Mark 22 range!”


“Nubous cowards!” Sa'sur snarled.


“Captain… Captain I’m detecting multiple unknown Quantum signatures! They are appearing all over! Sensors are detecting what appears to be over a hundred Union fighters and fighter/bombers that have just jumped into the system and have begun attacking the Kavalian ships!” Zeria screamed turning to face her.


Sa'sur turned to look at her. “Union Fighters jumped into the system! How? From where?”


Zeria shook her head excitedly. “I’m detecting no ships within ten light years of this system Captain!” Her eyes grew wider and she leaned closer to the three screens arrayed around her. “Captain… I’m detecting over sixty Kavalian missiles inbound! Son vada carians!” She whirled in her chair once more. “Captain… all of them are targeted on us!”


Sa'sur’s lips curled up into a half smile of fateful events. “Got their attention I guess!” She muttered coming to her feet. “Helm… hard to starboard! Give me aft starboard dock thrusters at seventy percent! Put our port side to the missiles! Weapons… prepare saturation barrage on all point defenses! Recharge and fire at will!”


“Captain!” The XO barked turning to look at her. “We need to move!”


Sa'sur shook her head firmly. “We have to protect NORMYA’S LIGHT!” She barked. “I will not allow them to kill anymore of Andro’s family!”


“We won’t get them all Captain! And they are landing troops as we speak!” The man snapped.


“Then we will go down fighting!” Sa'sur barked. “Just like our King!”


The XO blinked, took a deep breath and nodded his head as he turned back to his duties. “Damage Control Teams at the ready! Let’s make sure we stay alive long enough to at least put more of a hurting on them!” He snapped turning back to his station. “How long?”


“Forty-eight seconds until impact!” Zeria shouted.


“Give me full power to port side ventral and dorsal shields!” Sa'sur snapped now. “Over charge them with power from the secondary emitters if you have too! Close all bulkheads and prepare to activate atmospheric force fields! We…”


The COM officer came to his feet and turned to look at her. “Captain I have an incoming Spartan Secure transmission! It’s using Alpha Priority War Channel 11!”


“Andro?” Sa'sur asked instantly.


“Admiral Thodias!”


“Put him up!”


The holo imager shimmered to life instantly. “Sa'sur! What are you doing?” Thodias snapped.


“What I’m supposed to do! Make it quick Thodias. Why aren’t you evacuating the Royal family?” Sa'sur barked.


“Dysea’s statement to me was simple and clear!” Thodias announced. “We aren’t fucking running! I’m moving back into high orbit and turning to engage the second fleet group! Where did these fighters come from Sa'sur?”


Sa'sur chuckled. “I have no idea, but they are welcome to join our fight! We…”


“Captain! Second incoming on Alpha Priority 11!”


“Thodias stand by!” Sa'sur nodded to the COM officer and the second holo disc came to life. Sa'sur expected someone from Earth but suddenly she was looking at the helmeted face of a young female elven pilot.


“Who the hell are you?” Sa'sur snapped.


“Captain… there is no time to explain!” The answer came. “I am Commander Falarie of the 3rd RAPTOR Interdiction Squadron belonging to the 1st ARIZONA Attack Wing! We have shut down the system so the Kavalian bastards do not know we are coming!”


“ARIZONA? Shut down the system?” Sa'sur asked in shock.


“Captain you must change course immediately to six nine eight four three mark one!” Falarie barked. “There is not time to explain!”


“Listen to me! We are about…”


“Captain Sa'sur!” Falarie shouted through the transmission. “You are occupying space that will be a firestorm in just over twenty seconds! You must turn now! Prince Androcles has sent us!”


Sa'sur didn’t hesitate when she heard Andro’s name. “Helm full power turn to starboard! Six nine eight four three mark one!” She screamed.


“Helm answering!” The shout echoed her voice.


“Captain Sa'sur!” Zeria shouted her eyes wide in disbelief. “Captain… I’m reading dozens of Quantum Fusion signature anomalies directly astern and to port! It’s… by the gods Captain… I’ve never seen anything like it before! It’s enormous!”


Sa'sur looked at the transmission with wide eyes and saw the female commander smile a predatory smile. “Miranda Lorian, Captain of the ULU ARIZONA, sends you her regards Captain Sa'sur!” She spoke. 


“Ships!” Zeria screamed out now as her sensor station began to sound madly with alarms. “They’re ships! By the gods… they are Union ships and…”


Sa'sur turned and looked at the holographic screen that acted as her window to the stars outside and her ice blue eyes grew wide as the enormous white light flashed just off the aft port quarter and the monstrous ship materialized as if out of thin air.


“The gods preserve me!” Sa'sur gasped. 

ULU ARIZONA

She was built for one single purpose.


Captain Miranda Lorian was about to unleash that purpose. 


“Three seconds!” Zaala called out. “Two… one… reversion!”


Miranda came to her feet as the three massive displays in the front of the bridge flashed with white light and then reverted to bright single stars in a single blink of her eyes. The Quantum Resonance Field Reactor LSD drives taken from City Ship 41 and adapted to work with the ARIZONA and others of her class had worked to perfection and suddenly before them were dozens of ships, hundreds of fighters and a whole lot of missiles bearing down on them as every alarm on the bridge began to go off at once. It had taken only one well calculated jump and here they were. The massive reversion field generated by the ARIZONA and her Attack Wing resonated for several hundred thousand kilometers all around them, and the gravity concussive force of such a reversion sent an entire squadron of Kavalian Jaguar Mark II fighters spiraling out of control, two of them not able to stop from smashing against the reversion field gravity well and literally being torn asunder.


“Report!” Miranda shouted.


“Missiles inbound!” E'dira barked. “Bearing six four one point two!”


“SCIMITAR turning hard to starboard!” The navigation officer snapped out.


“Multiple fighters! Kavalian ships port and starboard! Picking up Colonel Randall’s attack force heavily engaged!”


The displays were really holographic images of the outside being projected by micro receivers and transmitters built into the hull of the ARIZONA. It was like looking out three massive windows and the wondrous thing about that is they could change them to any view they wanted.


Miranda didn’t have time to admire the view and she turned half a second after they had fully reverted. “E'dira! Make us sing! Fire! Fire!” She shouted pumping her fist down to the deck in a show of defiance.


The very first Drow Elf Tactical Officer within the Union Space Fleet stabbed her hovering finger down on her control consoles instantly. “Initiating Zone Defense Saturation Fire! All batteries weapons free, repeat weapons free!”


Miranda could almost feel the turrets coming alive, she could almost see them beginning to track and whirring into place, and for years to come she would swear she had even heard the first sounds the guns made as they erupted in a single massive sustained barrage. The ULU ARIZONA, named for a warship in Earth’s storied past, finally was allowed to let her guns fire in anger.   


In each turret, armored gunnery crews began feeding the quad guns a steady diet of plasma based ordinance as the gunnery chiefs zeroed in on their specific zones as assigned by E’dira from her tactical console. Due to the advanced power systems of the ARIZONA, this information was transferred in milliseconds to the Gunnery Chief’s own computer who then fed the targeting package into the gun itself. The Terra series Quad PDTs were designed to use ‘hard shells’ that would convert to plasma when lased with a set of harmonic particle beams.  The entire shell converted to plasma and propelled down the barrel at the speed light, but at a cost of losing 25 percent of its explosive warhead. The lost power was made up for in the rate of fire that could be achieved with the shell/magazine/breach guns as opposed to the straight plasma capacitor feed system currently used by a majority of Union warships. Another difference between the ARIZONA and other ships was that each gun turret had its very own crew as opposed to one crew having control of three or four guns standard. Due to the high rate of fire the ARIZONA could pump out, a single gun crew was needed in case of any problems that might arise. It meant more crew on the ship, but it also meant that repairs and maintenance took half the time in many cases.

Sixty-four Kavalian missiles were targeted on the SCIMITAR and in the space of only sixteen seconds; every single one of those missiles was dead. Unlike the turrets on the regular Union warships which were limited by the amount of power they could draw to operate their motors and targeting computers, the ARIZONA was not so restrained. While the LEONIDAS IIA-Class ships were by far the premier ships in the fleet, even their computers and power sources were limited in what they could do. Many of their systems drew off their four HMF main power cores. The most recent LEONIDAS IIAs like the SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT also were equipped with nearly a dozen of the small power nodes designed by Zaala Randall and a bevy of other engineers and closely fashioned after the power nodes scattered throughout City Ship 41. This provided them added power without the added bulk of an additional two or three HMF Core Units. 


The ARIZONA on the other hand, and the ships in her class that would follow, she had a working prototype of CS41’s QRFR main drive right down to the biomechanical gel packs that acted as circuits. Avi had helped them solve the problem of power for their version of the QRFRs by using phased quantum physics to break down the molecules of plasma enough to use as a similar power source to CS41’s own QRFR drives. While this would never suffice to operate the QRFR drives on City Ship 41 due to power restraints and the ability to de-phase the fuel source, for their version of the QRFR drives it worked exceptionally well. Their two main QRFR cores provided four times the power that the SCIMIATR could produce and therefore made it easier for the ships computers to target and fire at a far faster rate than normal. All of the 60 Quad PDTs sat in smooth operating ball joint like turrets and this allowed them to track and fire on targets well outside the normal firing arc of most PDT turrets. As one would look at the starboard side of the ARIZONA, twenty PDTs turrets stretching from bow to stern, along with another ten running the length of the top of the ARIZONA all opened fire at once and filled the space out to their front four hundred thousand kilometers away into a killing field that nothing would survive.


It was the ARIZONA’s welcoming to the Kavalian fleet as the spread of her weapons was such that it covered an area the size of two SCIMITAR sized ships easily. As Kavalian missiles were shredded into pieces and began to blow up, nearly a dozen Kavalian fighters were caught in the unexpected size of the killing zone and their ships were minced into tiny pieces before the Kavalian pilots even knew what was going on. It was a thing of beauty to Miranda Lorian and one she had every intention of continuing.


“Z-minus ten degrees starboard!” Miranda barked as she moved to her tactical board. “Launch everything that we have left! Kick them out now! Let Falarie know she has to direct them until the BIG EYE is airborne… but get them to launching!”


“HORNET is breaking towards the planet with 1st and 2nd Wings!” The sensor officer shouted. “Holy shit Captain… look!”


Miranda ignored the excited exclamation and turned her head to the massive monitor on the left as it switched to a picture of the HORNET conducting a radical turn towards the planet and spewing fighters from either side as if they were angry hornets swarming from their nest. Miranda watched with glee as Janon held nothing back and the HORNET’s main Type One Terra Series Plasma cannons began to blast out at an alarming rate, far faster than anything the Kavalians had ever expected or could compensate for. They were targeting Kavalian ships and scoring hits on every strike, three frigate sized ships actually buckling and imploding from the massive fire he was directing.


“Hah!” Miranda barked. “Stuck your hand in the hornet’s nest didn’t you!” She snarled. “How many GREAT SOULS left?”


“Three within weapons range!” The sensor operator exclaimed. “All of them maintaining station outside the cone of fire! Six more that the HORNET is turning towards!”


“Fucking cowards!” Miranda growled. “Well hell… let’s not let Janon have all the fun! Sa'sur proved they worked… so let’s really get this party going before we lose the advantage our arrival has caused!” She announced moving back to her chair. “Missile Batteries One and Three! Load Mark 22 ZMF missiles! Helm… come to course four seven eight three one mark two! Weapons! Full yield on the ZMFs and ripple fire twenty per launcher at the GREAT SOULS!”


“Aye Captain!”


“E'dira… Graviton Wave Generator?” Miranda barked turning to look at the Drow.


“Charged and standing by!” E'dira barked in return actually getting into the emotion that permeated the bridge. She could feel it all around her now, overriding her normally stoic Drow nature. This is what it meant to be part of something larger she now knew. All of them were part of a well oiled machine that was finally showing what they could do and in the direst of circumstances. The humans and Lycavorians she saw on the bridge were antsy and bouncing about on the balls of their feet as they went about their duties. The elven members like her were much more reserved, but even they were beginning to show their emotions. One glance at Zaala next to her and she saw Steven Randall’s wife engrossed in power distribution panels and usage outputs with Chizz as they monitored it all. Her long black hair was bouncing as she bobbed her head up and down slightly in tune to what could only be a song she heard in her head.


“Pulse them E'dira!” Miranda shouted. “Those fuckers opened this dance and let’s make sure they stick around so we can damn well finish it!”


“Firing the GWG!” E'dira spoke as her long fingers played across her panels like a musical concerto.


The Graviton Wave Generator was a weapon designed and implemented by the most unlikely source and completely by accident. The main designer was an Evolli defector who came over to the Union at the very beginning of the Evolli War. An Evolli that turned out to be a brilliant scientist and was now working at Dreamland with some of the best minds to be found anywhere in the universe. He had not agreed with the Evolli leadership when they decided to react to Queen Dysea pulling their trade contracts by invading Union space and attacking nearly a dozen planets initially. He had escaped with three dozen other likeminded Evolli scientists and engineers and their families and immediately went to the nearest Union outpost and Deia declared them refugees. Within the space of the first year of the war, all of those Evolli were working diligently with the Union to bring about the end of the war in the only way they knew how. In the fields they were trained in. Experimental weapons. The Graviton Wave generator was their crowning achievement and it worked exactly how it was supposed to work in its first full non-testing use. 


The moment E'dira touched her panel, four small Theta power nodes in the four corners of the ARIZONA sent out a massive pulse of Theta power. This huge ring expanded outward instantly, looking like the waves from a pebble being dropped into a calm mountain pond. The weapon itself did no physical damage in the least, for that was not its purpose. The GWG’s main purpose was to scramble the LSD coils on any targeted ships to the point that they were disrupted by the unseen Theta waves and useless for hours. Essentially, the harmless Theta waves merged with the power cores of the LSD Coils and threw out the delicate balance of power needed for faster that light operation. As this wave effect passed almost unnoticed by so many, it would come as a lethal surprise to the Kavalians. That their only hope of survival had just been taken away from them by a diminutive human female with Asian features, who at this very moment commanded the most devastating warship in the known universe, did not even begin to register in their minds.


And Miranda Lorian was not afraid to use it.

SCIMITAR


Sa'sur and her bridge crew could really only watch with awe at what was happening only a few thousand meters from their own ship. Though not as big as the SCIMITAR in length, the ships they saw before them were much wider, and one of them was spilling fighters from both port and starboard sides at intervals that was making heads spin, even as it conducted a gut wrenching turn that should have been impossible for a ship its size. They watched as the entire side of the new ship in front of them, Sa'sur knew she was the ARIZONA for she had been present for the briefing on Earth, became engulfed in a suppression barrage the likes of which she had never seen. Her PDTs were firing far faster than Sa'sur had ever seen Point Defense Turrets fire, and they were covering an area twice the size of the SCIMITAR, filling it with lethal plasma laced particles. As Sa'sur watched she saw the ship execute a Z rotation by no more than a few degrees and then it too was spilling fighters from either side. Her launch tubes appeared to sit just under the protective curve of her superstructure on the ventral axis of the ship allowing her main guns on top and three quarters of the PDTs to fire at will without worrying about damaging their own fighters.  


“Captain!” Zeria exclaimed. “The fighters that jumped in earlier! They are all squawking as being from that… that thing!”


Sa'sur would not admit it until later, but she would make it a point to lay a big old kiss on Miranda Lorian’s lips for saving their bacon this day. And Sa'sur knew she could never repay that debt. “THAT thing is the ULU ARIZONA!” Sa'sur announced with a smile. “And she just saved our collective asses!”


“Carians Captain!” Her XO barked. “Let’s buy lots more of them!”


Consummate professional that she was, Sa'sur only grunted as she moved back to her chair. “We have our own teeth XO!” Sa'sur barked. “And Miranda Lorian has given us a second chance to use them! Let’s not let her down!”


“No ma’am!”


“Reload all missiles with standard warheads! Maximum payload and deflection! Let’s give the Kavalians something to think about!” Sa'sur snapped. “Helm… emergency power turn to starboard! Maintain our ventral shields oriented towards the ARIZONA! All batteries free! Gunnery stations to local command! We’re still outnumbered three to one people! Let’s not get cocky!”

ARIZONA


Almost the same thing was being said on the ARIZONA by an equally experienced ship commander.

“Missiles away clean! Good tracks! Time to impact thirty-two seconds!” The ARIZONA’s Weapons Officer shouted.

“We caught them flatfooted and overconfident! Sa'sur’s initial missile launch came as a surprise! Let’s keep that rolling!” Miranda snapped. “Let’s not make the same mistakes the Kavs did! They still have us outnumbered three to one! Evasive Pattern Omega One! Full sublights! Come to course six nine seven four mark three! Third Attack Squadron executes Beta One! Fourth Squadron Beta Five! Their guns track slower than ours so let’s keep moving and hitting them on the run!”

“Helm answering six nine seven four mark three!”

“Third and Forth Squadrons acknowledge Captain!”

“Status of launch?” Miranda snapped.

“All remaining birds away clean! RAPTOR One Four has directed them to focus on the DIATAGAs!”

“BIG EYE launching now Miranda!” E'dira barked. “Two minutes until they take up station!”

“All Gun Batteries to Free Roam! Target the capital ships first! We need to knock down their advantage!” Miranda snarled. “If the crews can see it… they can kill it! Get the STRIKERs prepped for immediate GS operations and mobilize our Spartan Detachment for immediate deployment! Zaala! Power status?”

Zaala turned to look at her with wide dark eyes. She had never been in sustained combat before and her heart was racing. “Nominal!” She almost screamed. “Everything is operating within more than acceptable parameters! I told you it would work Miranda!” Her dark eyes cut quickly to the engineering officer who she had leveled. He did everything he could to avoid her eyes, his face still smarting from the beating she had given him.

“Very well!” Miranda spoke with a slight grin as she turned back to the front of the bridge. “SWORD OF DAMOCLES and TRIUMPH OF TEARS to maneuver on us! Straight at them!”

“SWORD and TRIUMPH signal ready!”

“Let’s follow our missiles in!” Miranda barked.

KFI GREAT SOUL DREADNOUGHT

WERRU


“…do you mean we can’t communicate with our fighters?” The Kavalian Captain shouted angrily.


“We are being jammed Captain!” The man answered. “No long range sensors either! Only short range arrays and no communications! Short range sensors have detected nearly a hundred Quantum anomalies in the last minute but we can not localize them!”


“Anomalies do not interest me!” Captain Pucatacs snapped. “Modulate the frequency and get me communications back!”


“I am Captain! No matter what I do… the jamming is still there!”


“It has to be coming from the SCIMITAR!” He barked. “How long until our missiles destroy that ship?”


“Twenty-three seconds to… it can’t be!” The sensor operator hissed. “Captain… short range sensors have just detected a massive surge of quantum particle fields in the immediate area!”


“I told you I do not want to hear about these stupid…” Pucatacs snarled coming to his feet.


“The computer states quantum based engine drives!” The sensor operator screamed.


Pucatacs’s eyes went wide. “That’s impossible! No ship has quantum drives! They do not exist! They…”


“Union ships! Union ships! I’m detecting Quantum Reversion Waves! Union ships decelerating from LSD operation!” The man screamed.


Pucatacs could only stare at the view screen in front of him as dozens of ships began appearing in simple white flashes. “What is this?” He screamed. “Get me identification! Burn through this jamming damn you! Do it now!”


“I’m pushing output to full power already captain!” The sensor operator shouted. “It’s having no effect!”


“I need to know what is…”


Pucatacs’s words died when the entire aft third of his command bridge became a death pyre. The two A22B Anti-Emissions missiles from the M5 DEVASTATOR Fighter/Bomber punched clean through the thin outer hull of his command bridge. This was where the large view windows were situated and now covered with thin armor. The sensors in the nose of the missile had zeroed in on the power output of the sensor array easily, and sensing the commands coming from the bridge it had signaled its pilot it had a lock. The single M5, flanked by the two M7 TEMPEST Fighters, sizzled along the hull of the GREAT SOUL as the explosion erupted behind them and then they peeled away from the massive ship in a graceful, eye popping maneuver. That they were undetected and flying within the shield grid of the massive dreadnought ship was information that would be used in the future. To great effect.


The A22B missile was similar to the Harpoon Radiation missile from the 20th and 21st centuries in Earth’s past. It helped when the man who assisted in running all Fleet Operations with Admiral Riall was a former human who had grown up in those times. Ben O’Connor had brought much to the Union Fleet, including his old school tactics. They were tactics that the Union Fleet had never really practiced before until Ben brought these issues to light. Now… now there wasn’t a fleet officer that did not swear by the new things they had learned. A dedicated fighter/bomber whose only purpose was to kill sensor emissions from enemy ships was one of Ben’s brain child’s and Miranda’s Death Jesters were having a field day. The two five hundred kilo warheads were small in comparison to others that the M5 could carry, but when they went off in the rear of the bridge, it made a very big and deadly bang. The fireball swept forward and methodically incinerated every crew member on the bridge, causing massive decompression as the thin armor could not hold against the concussive force of the warheads going off inside the ship. The armored hull was meant to keep the explosions of missiles from passing through the armor from the outside. It was never intended to keep the explosive force of a missile contained inside its own hull.

DEATH JESTER SQUADRON

JESTER ONE THREE

SQUADRON COMMANDER


“Stick that in your nubous pipe and smoke it Kavalian scum!” The senior Lycavorian Commander of the Death Jester Squadron retorted savagely as he twisted his head around in his cockpit and saw the damage he had wrought.



“Clean hit and kill!” The pilot of one of his escorting fighters announced.


“I think you took out the bridge!” The other spoke.


“Good!” Jester One Three barked. “I still got three missiles! Jester One Three to Death Jester Squadron! Home base has arrived! Find me more targets! Return and rearm as needed with your wingman per Op Plan! Four birds in the air at all times!”


“DIATAGA bearing two seven one point three!” The fighter pilot exclaimed. “They’re trying to burn through the jamming!”


Jester One Three yanked his controls to the right. “Rolling!”


“On your wing!”


“Got him!” Jester One Three called.


“Shoot him!”


“I got him locked! Hack left!” Jester One Three exclaimed. 

“Right with you One Three!” The M7 pilot echoed.

“I got good tone! In range! Firing! Missile away!” Jester One Three announced cheerily as he mashed down on his firing button.


Another A22B Anti-ship missile ignited and rippled away from the M5’s wing mounted pod. Sixteen M5s of the Death Jester Squadron were running rampant through the Kavalian fleet, locking up any source their instruments told them were trying to burn through the jamming. As nimble and low profile as the M5s already were, not a single Kavalian ship commander took notice of them with all the other Union fighters that had now filled the stars, many of them appearing out of nowhere. They were only adding to the confusion of what was going on. A confusion that the Kavalians were having a hard time adjusting and compensating for.


A confusion that more than one senior officer within the numerous Union ships was taking notice of.

ARIZONA AIR WING COMMANDER (AWC)

COLONEL STEVEN RANDALL

CALL SIGN SCAR

Steven jerked his control stick slightly to the left and pummeled the firing button on the upper left corner of the wide tip. His four Kinetic Pulse Cannons ripped out to his left and right and walked up the right side of the Kavalian JAGUAR fighter. The pulse rounds impacted along the edge of the Jaguar’s dorsal wing and completely severed the wing from the body of the ship. Colonel Randall snarled happily as the ship spiraled out of control and went careening into the side of the DIEROY-Class Heavy Cruiser. The ship was already burning inside from numerous hits from the combined fire of two NOVA-Class Attack Cruisers and an ADMIRAL CENEU-Class Heavy attack Destroyer. There were no shields on this side of the DIEROY to protect it, and the JAGUAR fighter slammed into the hull with a massive fireball as Steven yanked back on his control column and turned his head quickly.


“Still with me Ty’coa!” He barked to the M7 TEMPEST fighter that was shadowing his every move.


“I’m on you Steven!” The elven pilot responded with calmness in his voice. “Two more from above! Point three!”


Ty'coa was the only pilot who had made the transfer with Steven when he took command of the ARIZONA’s Air Wing. He had flown with Steven Randall for five years now, and the two of them were a deadly pair. Steven slammed his throttles to full and pulled his column back sending the TEMPEST into a vertical climb to get above the huge DIEROY cruiser. None of its air defense batteries were firing, which told Steven they had probably lost main power. 

“Where away?” Steven barked.

“Seven o’clock and closing at fourteen KPH!” Ty'coa answered.

They pulled out of the DIEROY’S shadow and Steven glanced over his left shoulder. “Got them!” He barked. “Split S! Roll with me!”

Steven yanked right on his control column and sent his TEMPEST into a stomach twisting turn down the opposite side of the crippled DIEROY.

“They appear to be two of the new JAGUARs Steven!” Ty'coa echoed in his helmet. “They are closing fast and maintaining course!” 

“Well… they do still have us outnumbered!” Steven snapped. 

“We have disrupted their cohesion!” Ty'coa spoke calmly. “We must continue that!” 

“How close do we let them get?” Steven snapped.

“I believe now would be a good time!”

“I’ll take the right one! You got the left!” Steven snapped. “HACK now!”

The two TEMPEST fighters appeared to pass within millimeters of each other as both Steven and Ty'coa executed inward turns back in the other direction using their powerful Verner Maneuvering Thrusters. The VMTs allowed them to turn far tighter than any known fighter, giving them exacting directional control over how they were fired. This maneuver confused the two Kavalian pilots as the smaller fighters split apart and went in separate directions in a single blink of an eye. They eventually choose to follow Steven’s fighter and both the larger JAGUAR Mark IIs rolled into formation and took up pursuit. 

“They’re on me!” Steven barked as he wrenched his TEMPEST into a twirling turn behind the MOONLANCER-Class Battlecruiser that had turned sharply in the direction of several DIATAGA’s.

“Coming up on the opposite side!” Ty'coa’s voice echoed.

Steven could picture his wingman as he tore down the length of the MOONLANCER no doubt at full burner. “Breaking now!” Steven barked as he erupted from behind the Battlecruiser and executed an almost ninety degree change in course using his VMSs.

“Locked!” Ty'coa exclaimed from his cockpit as he thumbed his cannons.

The first JAGUAR Mark II flew right into the lethal storm of kinetic projectiles and the front of his fighter came apart right before his wide eyes. He didn’t have any chance to react as three Kinetic rounds punched through the bubble of his canopy and blew his head and chest into bloody pulp right before his fighter exploded into a small fireball. The second Kavalian fighter banked hard to the opposite direction, the explosion searing the edges of his fighter’s frame as he turned frantically away from the debris. Ty'coa watched as the Kavalian fighter executed a sharp turn and roll and suddenly ended up behind him as he swept out away from the Union Battlecruiser.

“This one appears to have some skill Steven!” Ty'coa spoke as he dipped one wing and sent his TEMPEST into a hairsplitting inverted turn.

“It won’t save him!” Steven’s voice echoed.

Ty'coa saw a flash of steel gray and black and crimson and corkscrewed his fighter over as Steven came in from above with all four of his pulse cannons blazing. 

“Got you fucker!” Steven’s voice filled his helmet and Ty'coa could only smile under his helmet as the explosion of the Kavalian fighter caused his TEMPEST to shudder slightly.     

Steven jerked his head around and found no targets in the immediate area, the brief chase and combat having pulled him and Ty'coa away from the main battle taking place above the planet now. He glanced down between his legs at his sensor display as he felt more than saw Ty'coa drop into formation on his right and he quickly gauged what was happening. It had descended to a pitched battle between fighters and ships right now. No one whipping through the stars was concerned or even thinking about what may have been happening on the surface of the planet beneath them. From the dozens of recognition signals he was getting Steven could tell that the fighter squadrons from every ship involved had begun to merge together as the individual battles between pilots played out. 

He could see a Hodge Podge squadron of TEMPEST fighters from both the ARIZONA and NORMYA’S LIGHT banking together and turning back towards the Kavalian Fleet Group. They were no doubt talking to one another now since they were maneuvering so closely. As he looked up Steven could see the streaks of Type One Plasma turrets crisscrossing the stars all around them as the HORNET and his old ship NORMYA’S LIGHT teed off side by side while their escorts maneuvered all around them and they were taking it to the Kavalian Fleet Group something fierce. Steven knew Admiral Thodias commanded NORMYA’S LIGHT and had since the ship’s inception. He knew the man to be supremely intelligent and pseudo reckless at times. Martin had chosen him to command Dysea’s ship for this very reason. He was much like his Queen in demeanor and while outwardly they could appear as friendly as anything, both of them could become hissing pit vipers if aroused.


“The Kavalians are confused Steven.” Ty'coa’s voice filled his helmet. “No doubt our arrival has thrown them into something of a fit!”


Steven nodded. “I think Sa'sur’s first volley of Mark 22s took out their command ship!” He echoed.


“That would indicate they have a centralized system of command!” Ty'coa announced. “Kill the leaders and it throws the rest of them into chaos!”


“That could work in our favor!” Steven snapped. 


Steven saw brief flashes off to his right and behind him and he turned his head quickly to see the ARIZONA ripple fire nearly forty missiles at the three GREAT SOULs that had not yet entered the battle. The entire front of the ship was ablaze as the SCIMITAR swept over the top of her, her Type One Plasma cannons blasting away as fast as her computers and crew could make them. It didn’t match the speed of the ARIZONA’s fire control systems, as not a moment after the last missile cleared the launchers in the ship’s nose; the huge ship turned away slightly and suddenly joined the SCIMITAR in pounding the Kavalian fleet with Type One turrets. The ARIZONA’s rate of fire was far superior however, and her gun batteries began to obliterate a DIEROY, even as that ship began to return fire to no avail. Miranda and Sa'sur both were smart enough to press their gain from the ARIZONA Attack Wing’s stunning entry into the battle, and they were using every advantage they could now. They were keeping the pressure on the Kavalian fleet and going after the secondary ships while leaving the GREAT SOULs to their many missiles.


The Kavalian ships however, they were giving as good as they got, and Steven could seen the heavily damaged hulls of at least three MOONLANCERs and four NOVAs drifting with heavy damage and fires burning inside. As AWC, Steven’s TEMPEST had a single small computer that could track all of his Air Group. As the recognition signals of the fighters came up Ty'coa heard Steven swear.


“Steven?” His wingman barked.


“We’ve lost twenty-eight Ty'coa!” Steven growled angrily. “Fuck!”


Ty'coa’s onboard sensors began to chirp loudly and he looked quickly over his shoulder. “We have problems of our own!” He snapped. “Four more inbound from eleven o’clock! They look like Mark IIs!”


Steven’s head whipped around as well and his wolf eyes quickly found the telltale sign of fighter engines using full burners. “Shit!” He swore. “On me! We’ll duck under and around the MOONLANCER again!”


“Rolling now!” Ty'coa exclaimed as both TEMPESTs rolled to their left and slashed under the MOONLANCER’s main engine with four Kavalian fighters in hot pursuit.


The battle was a long way from over.

THE WILDS

.09 LY FROM KRANEK

BLOODLETTER MARK IV-CLASS CRUISER

BEL’LA D’VENORSH (Honor of Silence)       

Admiral Valin Esavorna walked calmly onto the bridge of his personal ship even as he was pulling his shirt on over the wide shoulders and muscular arms. Nine thousand four hundred and nineteen years old he may have been, but he was still in superb physical condition due to the position he had held up until only three days before, and though gray was just beginning to touch the temples of his jet black hair, he was still considered a very handsome man by many female vampires, purebloods and turned females alike.


“Speak to me Micardo!” He barked seeing his long time aide standing beside the ship’s senior Captain. 

The BEL’LA D’VENORSH was his ship. 

Valin Esavorna had hand picked the entire crew of nine thousand men and women, and he had not cared that many of them were turned vampires and not purebloods like the crews of the other ships of senior officers within the Venorik Elghinn. These men and women were completely loyal to him no matter the reason and they were the very best among the hundreds of thousands within the High Coven Fleet as far as he was concerned. Valin looked at his most senior aide as he walked up. Micardo was an exceptional officer, extremely skilled and highly intelligent. He had been with Valin for eight hundred of his nearly three thousand four hundred years of life. The man was like a machine in what he could remember and dictate and it was a skill that Valin had used many times through the years. Valin also knew Micardo wanted to take his daughter Cirith as his wife. In his limited view of things, Micardo assumed if Cirith was his wife that he would forever be tied to Valin and all that he did. Micardo did not know or understand the closeness of father and daughter, and Valin had long ago decided he would never pressure Cirith into something she did not want. Micardo may have been handsome and an outstanding officer and agent of the Venorik Elghinn, but he was obviously not a man Cirith found in the least bit attractive. Valin knew his only child was eccentric in many ways, and he also knew that together they had several secrets that no one but the two of them shared now.

With Aikiro dead, they were the only ones who knew the biggest secret they shared, and it was the one that had allowed Valin to keep Aikiro from killing Cirith the moment it was discovered she was conceived. It had been only a single night between the two of them, a night of superior sex no doubt as the Empress was a lush woman and surprisingly adventurous, but a single night no less. Aikiro had practically ordered him into her bed, and Valin complied not only because he was a man, but because he did not fear Veldruk as so many others did. It was a night that Valin Esavorna would always remember, for it gave him his beautiful daughter Cirith. If not for one of Aikiro’s handmaidens, he might not still be here, and that woman now lived a very safe and comfortable life far from the hustle and bustle of the Coven capital and she had taken a large role in raising Cirith in her formative years. When this woman had contacted him and told him Aikiro had discovered she was pregnant and planned on aborting the child, Valin immediately set in motion a plan that would see him rise to the top of his profession, and put him in a position to insure his daughter’s survival as well as his own. He had given Aikiro a choice essentially; carry the child to term or risk Valin exposing their relationship and what he was for everyone to see. Aikiro knew this knowledge would destroy whatever power base she had, so she agreed to the terms. When Cirith was born, Valin spirited her away within hours and Aikiro never saw her again. Throughout the many years that followed, Valin used his position within the Venorik Elghinn to eliminate many ‘problems’ that Aikiro instructed him too, and in recognition of this, his rank within the Venorik Elghinn rose steadily.

The moment Aikiro died at the hands of the Lycavorian First Oracle, Valin Esanorva knew they would not be safe. The instant Aikiro’s files reverted to Yuri, she would order a massive manhunt for Cirith in an attempt to kill her and bury her mother’s sins deep. In truth, Valin had already decided that he was going to take Cirith and depart High Coven space as early as next year, and take as many of those who thought like him with him as well. It was why he had so readily accepted and then helped the Insurgent known as The General behind many screens of deception. On the path they were currently going down, Valin truly believed the High Coven would cease to exist in less than a decade. He saw the full lives the vampires within the Union had, the freedoms and influence many carried, and he knew that the Union was their future if they were to have one. Aikiro’s death only sped up his plans by several months.

“We’ve dropped from LSD operation and…” Micardo began.

“Yes… I knew that the minute it happened!” Valin barked. “Now tell me why? We are still four hours from Kranek and had not planned to exit our last jump until we were within the planet’s system radius!”

Micardo nodded. “Yes sir… we…”

He stopped talking when the doors to the bridge opened and Cirith followed in her father’s steps as she moved with consummate grace and elegance onto the bridge, but did so in an urgent matter. Her waist length black hair was pulled over one shoulder and ornately braided. The dark gray fatigue pants conformed to her lush frame like a glove, while the fatigue top strained over the top of her full breasts. Cirith knew she was considered exquisitely beautiful by many. She had yet to meet a pureblood who had not tried to gain her favor in some way in all her years. Unlike many pureblood vampires, Cirith was not one to shy away from pleasure, and she accepted it where she found it regardless of the sex of her partner. She had had several relationships with fellow female vampires, but never something that had meant anything with a man. She was looking for something far more than the men she had met up until this point had ever come close to giving her. 

She walked right up to her father and stopped. “What is going on?” She asked. “We have reverted back to normal space before our allotted timeframe.”

“Micardo and Captain Drdanu were just going to tell us why.” Valin spoke.

The man who commanded Valin’s ship was not afraid of his commander as Micardo suspected. The Admiral’s senior aide was just a micromanaging fool. Lirur Drdanu stepped forward. “I have had our people monitoring communications throughout The Wilds as you ordered Admiral. We…”

Valin looked at him. “Lirur… considering what we are all now guilty of, and what you and I have faced through the years… it seems rather pompous of me to expect you to continue to refer to me officially don’t you think?” He stated.

Lirur smirked and nodded his head. He motioned to the communications station as Micardo’s face took on an unhappy expression. “We began picking up open communications several minutes ago Valin. Mostly between civilian settlements on different worlds, but all of them saying the same thing.”

“What’s that?” Valin asked.

“Apparently the KFI has just conducted a rather extensive assassination operation against the Leonidas family. One that appears to be still ongoing.” Lirur answered seeing their eyes go wide in shock. “They have succeeded where the Empress failed. It is being reported that King Leonidas is dead and the Queen Aricia is severely injured and possibly dead as well. Our sensors also told us that there is currently a very large space battle over Kranek where Dysea and Isabella are known to be.”

“Vith uns'aa ulu krik'vlicss!” Valin exclaimed. (Fuck me to tears)

Lirur smiled and nodded his head. “I said essentially the same thing. When we began getting these COMS, I tapped into the open Netnews channels broadcasting within the Union. There may be some sort of military communications blackout, but their Netnews channels are still allowed to broadcast. They have confirmed the death of Leonidas; it was broadcast live across the Union by accident it seems. There have been at least six other attacks across Sparta targeting Leonidas family members or assets according to the Netnews with no reports of casualties. And the whereabouts of his children are also in question.”

Cirith stepped forward now. “In question?” She asked softly looking at Lirur. “What do you mean in question?”
Micardo’s eyes narrowed as he nodded his head. He took her question as something more than casual interest. “It appears that, from what some of the Netnews channels are reporting anyway, is that there was a falling out of some sort between King Leonidas and his oldest son Androcles after Aikiro’s failed attacks. There is no way to confirm this however.” He shrugged his broad shoulders indifferently. “There are many unsubstantiated rumors that are beginning to circulate on the Netnews channels, but all of them have confirmed that his son’s ship left Earth’s system with most of his older children as well as Zarah Leonidas, the target of Dante and Javier’s twisted plot. Personally, it does not surprise me. They are two dominant men and regardless that they are father and son, they will clash.”

Cirith shook her head. “No.” She stated confidently. “They are too close, father and son. Nothing my mother could have done would drive a wedge between them. Nothing anyone could do would do this.”

“We don’t know that Cirith!” Micardo spat.

“I know that!” She snarled back at him. “And I have studied them and their family far more than you!”

“What about this attack on Kranek Lirur?” Valin asked as he moved to the plot board on his bridge. “This was our destination.”

Lirur nodded. “It is the reason I ordered us to drop from LSD operation.” He answered. “Long range sensors initially detected two Kavalian Fleet Groups. One coming from the Torana Lightning Nebula here, and the other jumping in to sector six here. Two LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers and a single Strike Wing for the Union.” He explained pointing on the board.

Valin shook his head. “Not good odds.” He said softly shaking his head. “Not good.” He looked at Lirur. “Wait… you said initially?” Valin asked.

Lirur nodded. “We are no longer able to scan directly into the system.”

“What? Why?” Valin asked.

“Something is jamming our sensors.” Micardo answered.

Valin looked at him. “The BEL’LA D’VENORSH has the most sophisticated sensors the High Coven has ever developed!” He snapped. “I should know… I helped to procure most of the technology from the Science Division!”

“Micardo is correct however Valin.” Lirur stated. “Exactly four minutes twenty-two seconds ago, the entire system was jammed. We’ve tried spectral scans, phased motion scans, even multilevel tachyon beams. Nothing will penetrate the system. Whatever it is… it is operating on a Hypermorphic Resonation that we have never seen before.”

“Hypermorphic Resonation is not achievable with the current known power sources. That’s impossible Lirur.” Valin spoke.

“Yes I know. The only thing we were able to detect, and only for nine point three seconds the first instance and eleven point four seconds the next were massive levels of quantum particle spikes!” Lirur said.

“Quantum particle spikes?” Cirith asked moving even closer.

“Quantum Particle Spikes are the supposed residual effects of Quantum Fusion LSD Drive Coils.” Micardo spoke looking at her. “They…”

Cirith looked at him with her dark eyes. “I know what they are from Micardo!” She snapped. 

“Quantum Drives are only theoretical.” Valin said quickly. “Even our best engineers could not develop anything that would work from the remains of the Mindvoice Ship that Aikiro had on Nauwora.”

Cirith looked at him. “The Union has had a working MV ship to study for over two decades father.” Cirith stated. “Is it not reasonable to assume they have been able to develop this technology?”

“The Lycavorians?” Micardo asked exasperated. “Cirith… you give them far too much credit.”

Cirith met his eyes with obvious contempt. “And you do not give them enough!” She hissed. “You still carry within you the falsehood inbred in many of our people Micardo. That we are better than them somehow when we are not! It is the Lycavorians who have withstood the test of time and millennia to rise to the position they now have and they have done it without help from anyone! And others flock to join them because of what they offer! Their adaptability is without peer, their sense of purpose and honor unmatched. When it came to be that Martin Leonidas returned to them and took his place as King, he returned to them their faith and the desire to act upon their instincts! The one thing that they had let slip during their slavery.” Cirith shook her head slowly.

“If we are so better than them, why is it we could never conquer them Micardo?” She snapped at him. “Even through the thousands of years of slavery to Aikiro and Veldruk they never once let that spark of freedom die! Through everything that has happened they have persevered. And they have been killing our kind for far longer than you and I have been alive! We would be wise to take lessons from them.” She looked at her father. “The Kavalians may have succeeded in killing Leonidas himself, perhaps others of his family as well, but they do not comprehend the wrath they will have unlocked with their actions father.”
Valin looked at the expression on Micardo’s face and could barely hold back his laughter. He had given Cirith access to every piece of knowledge he was able to come by as she grew. No matter where it came from and no matter what it represented, she had studied it. Her mind was like a sponge, and Valin had encouraged her to seek whatever knowledge she desired. One of the side effects of that was her complete distaste for individuals who thought they were superior to others simply because of what they were.

“You’re… you’re joking of course?” Micardo exclaimed finally.

Cirith looked at him again. “For the answer to that foolish statement all I will do is direct you to the millions of our people who call the Union home. At least they had the foresight to look past everything we have been taught to believe and discover the truth for themselves.” She looked at her father once more. “We should not dismiss it simply because we don’t believe it possible father. We have seen much that we did not believe possible, and we have seen it first hand.”

“I don’t intend to dismiss it Cirith.” Valin answered. “At the moment however… we can not see into the system where we are going, and I do not wish to blunder into the middle of a battle and get us all killed.” He looked at Lirur. “Cha'talla’s tribe on the surface Lirur… how large do we suspect they have grown?”

Lirur turned to the female vampire officer standing just to the side. “Neona?”

The officer held out the data pad to Valin. “We had been scanning Kranek ever since coming in range of it with our long range sensors Admiral.” She stated. “There appears to be one major settlement on the northern continent. It is situated between several mountain ranges. There looked to be several smaller settlements scattered about the northern continent as well, but the majority of the Akruxian lifesigns were coming from the largest.”

“How many?” Valin asked.

“There is no way to be certain Admiral.” She answered. “Whoever built the structures within the settlement used materials that have high concentrations of Lactium Ore in them. This type ore scatters sensor quality at greater distances as you know.”

Valin nodded. “Something an old war horse like Cha'talla would do.” He said. “Your best guess then?”

“Cha'talla’s tribe was nearly forty thousand strong when it escaped the Coven.” Neona said. “We can assume they would want to rebuild. Repopulate. I estimate at least a thirty percent rise in numbers since they settled here. And that is just among the Akruxian and does not include the other lifesigns we detected.”

“Others?” Cirith asked.

“Limian mostly.” She answered with a nod. “Nearly all the elves our sensors detected were within the Immortal settlement.”

“Elves?” Valin gasped. 

Lirur nodded his head. “Some of the rumors we have heard over the years said that elves live freely among Cha'talla’s tribe. There are said to be marriages between Immortal and elves. That Esther Suira somehow was able to cure them of the effect they have on female elves.”

“There is also the distinct possibility that the intelligence we have stating that Cha'talla and this Esther are Blessed Husband and Blessed Wife is very true. Their children, if they have any, they would be…” Neona stopped as they looked at her.

“They would be what?” Valin asked.

“They would be the perfect combination of pureblood genes from both our species and Akruxian. They would have all the skills of their parents sir.” She said.

Lirur shook his head slowly. “Our ability to blur, our strength and skills combined with the Immortal’s strength and will. Their children would be…”

Cirith nodded. “They would be devastating.” She said softly. “And my mother wanted to kill them.”

“Yes…” He said softly. “I just didn’t… I never thought that could be true.” Valin said. He stood up and turned away swearing under his breath. “Damn! All that we had hoped for is coming true and we are within reach of it!” He looked at Lirur. “Where are the others Lirur?”
“Holding position at the rendezvous as we ordered.” Lirur answered.
“How many?” Valin asked.
Lirur nodded. “All of them made it Valin. Eighty-seven ships.” He stated. “Baleve was the last one to depart and the overall Fleet Commanders were just beginning to realize they had ships and officers dropping off the grid. “Moran will be incensed when he discovers what has happened. He had heard nothing from the Venorik Elghinn when he departed.” 

“They will do nothing.” Valin spoke with a crooked smile. “Not after the data pad I left First Director Onelala.”
“What did you tell him?” Lirur asked.

“I told him that if any attempt to pursue us was made I would release the name of every High Coven agent working outside the borders of our space to an information broker in The Wilds who would then release it over every public channel he could find.”

Lirur’s eyes were wide when Valin finished. “You… you realize you will have signed your own death warrant by threatening him in such a manner.”

Valin shrugged. “I have no intention of going back anyway.” He answered. 

Cirith took a deep breath finally and looked up. “We could always take the direct approach father.” She said.

Valin turned to look at her. “The direct approach?”

Cirith nodded her head. “Our sensors may be jammed, but our secure communications equipment is completely operational. We can localize their channels and use our own Venorik Elghinn systems to bypass the jamming. I doubt they would know the frequencies we use or the subspace transmitter signals we have. It would be impossible to jam them. We may not be able to communicate with the Union ships, but we could certainly contact the settlement.”

“And say what?” Micardo spat. “Cha'talla and his tribe have aligned themselves with the Union, that much is obvious! Why else would Queen Dysea and Queen Isabella be here? If they are aligned with the Union, then they will not be happy to talk to us after what that fool Aikiro and her stupid followers did!”

“Micardo is right Cirith.” Valin spoke. “Dysea is the more politically astute of Leonidas’s Queens, but she is by no means a gentle wolf. She is just as skilled and deadly as his pureblood mate Aricia. And she is also a female elf. Isabella is her lover and with only exception for Aricia, perhaps the most militant of his Queens. They would not have aligned with Cha'talla if they detected even a remote chance that they retained any of the ways of the Immortals still under the boot heel of the Coven. If they are there, it could only mean the rumors are true and they have amazingly formed some sort of pact.”

Cirith nodded. “Yes… I know father, yet their presence on Kranek means that they do trust him a great deal as well. If you did not… would you allow your first elven Queen to remain among them so freely?” She spoke. 
Valin shook his head. “Never.”

Cirith nodded. “Lirur… you said you detected two LEONIDAS IIAs before the jamming began?”

Lirur nodded. “Yes.”

“Were you able to identify them?” Cirith asked looking at him.

Lirur nodded. “Dysea’s ship NORMYA’S LIGHT and the SCIMI…” Lirur’s eyes grew wide as his answer died on his lips. “The SCIMITAR!”

Cirith nodded. “Prince Androcles’s ship.” She stated looking at her father. “Now we know where his children came too.”

“What difference does that make?” Micardo asked. “After Aikiro’s attack it would be a sound tactical move to evacuate Earth.”

“The difference is a concept within the Lycavorian people that you constantly fail to grasp Micardo.” Cirith said. “Honor.”

“What does honor have to do with it?” He quipped.

“By all reports… official and unofficial that we have gathered in the years since Leonidas returned to the Lycavorians, the one thing we have heard most about above all else is his sense of Spartan honor.” Cirith said. “When he discovered his true nature and who his father was, he embraced the mentality of the Spartan people his father so loved and guided. The Spartans of Old Earth lived for honor. They lived for each other. They followed a code. That is what he has instilled in his people since he returned.” Cirith choked up for a moment, not understanding why the death of a man she had never met affected her so profoundly. “If… even if he is dead… that honor would live on in his people so profound is the impact he has had on them. And most certainly in his mates and children.” She looked at her father. “If Dysea is there… if his children are there… then something happened between them and Cha'talla’s tribe that brought them together as you said father. Something weighing heavily in their honor based society. And it would fit perfectly with the old ways of the Akruxian people before Veldruk conquered them.”

“That still does not equate to a reason why they would trust us after what Aikiro did Cirith.” Valin said.

“None of you are seeing it?” She asked with a smile. 

They looked at her for a long moment and only Valin grinned as the others stood there stupefied. “What is there to see?” Micardo snapped finally.

“They have no reason to trust us.” Cirith said. “However… they would have no reason not to trust one who has already gained their confidence and acceptance and embraced a new life as Arrarn Leonidas’s wife and mate alongside my sister Princess Narice.”

Valin’s eyes were smiling. “Toria!” He spoke.

Cirith nodded her head. “Toria Dellion. One of the Venorik Elghinn’s most promising young intelligence officers. A young woman who was known within the Venorik Elghinn to hold great distaste for Aikiro. And by all accounts now one of Arrarn Leonidas’s wives. She knows us… she knows you father.” She stated. “She also knows of the tenuous relationship between you and Aikiro, though not the reasons for it. We contact her and we ask her to be our conduit. We ask her to convince them we are not part of my dearly deceased mother’s foul bunch of cronies. She would still have her Venorik Elghinn implant and I doubt it would be deactivated.”

“You doubt?” Micardo spoke. “She has been among the Leonidas family for months now. By all accounts one of Arrarn Leonidas’s wives for several weeks at least. At least as long as Princess Narice. Why would she not work to have the implant deactivated?”

Cirith smiled. “Because she is a woman Micardo.” She said. “And she is not a fool. She will not toss aside something that might help her in the future protect what she has now found with Arrarn and Narice.”
“What reason would she have to trust us Cirith?” Lirur asked. “Your father, you, many of us are from the very organization she secretly abhorred. Now that she has escaped and found a new life as you say, why would she trust us?”

“We need to convince her our intentions are real.” Cirith said.

“How do we do that?” Micardo spat.

Cirith looked at her father. “We tell her who I am. What I am. That will at least keep them from blowing us out of the stars. And it may very well get us the meeting we want with one of Leonidas’s Queens. Preferably Isabella since I believe she would understand us better.”

Valin shook his head. “That was not part of our plan Cirith.” He stated. “Not yet.”

“If we wish to continue into the future, on the road all of us have chosen, it is the only way father. You know this.” Cirith said.

“It would expose who you are far sooner than we had planned daughter. The plan was to insure you were within the safety of the Union, under their personal protection before revealing this information.” Valin said.

“What plan is this?” Micardo asked. “What are you talking about?”

“We no longer have a choice father, considering what the Kavalians are now doing.” Cirith said ignoring him. “They will not kill me, nor will they kill you. It is up to us to make sure they see we are not the enemy, nor those who follow us.”

“Admiral… you are keeping information from the rest of us.” Micardo spoke looking at Valin.

Valin glared at him. “If it protects my daughter Micardo… there is much I won’t reveal.” He stated. “This was information you did not need to know.”

“If we can make them see we are not the enemy father they…” Cirith began.

Micardo shook his head. “Just how do you plan on doing that Cirith?” He asked keeping his tone level. “After what Aikiro has done they…”

Cirith lifted her left arm, her uniform sleeves extending all the way down to her wrist. No one had ever seen her wearing anything even remotely revealing, and never without sleeves of some kind. The flash of silver/white light caused everyone on the bridge to stagger back and then a millisecond later, the Shi Viska was humming on her arm, and leveled directly at a wide eyed Micardo’s face.

“Phraktos dormagyn uns'aa!” Lirur gasped. (Gods preserve me)

Cirith tilted her head slightly as she looked at Micardo. “This is how I know they will not kill me Micardo.” She stated calmly. “I can’t say the same about you.”
“Captain! Admiral!” The young Com Officer turned from his station and looked at them, interrupting the tense moment. “Admiral… I’ve been monitoring the COM channels, trying to detect something from within Kranek’s system!”

“And?” Valin asked meeting his eyes with a small smile at his daughter’s display.

“I’m detecting a very old High Coven War channel being used on a low frequency Beta Wave network, and it’s coming from with the Kranek system.” The man answered. “It… I want to say it is very similar to the old Immortal War Channels used over a millennia ago.”
“Source?” Lirur asked moving to the man’s station his eyes never leaving Cirith and where she stood.

“It’s heavily modified… and mixed in with random space echoes… but it is there.” He stammered his own eyes wide. “If I had to guess admiral… and I think I’d be right on… I’d say it was an old Immortal War Channel.”

Valin stood up. “Immortal War Channel?” He asked surprised. “They have not been used in centuries.”

Cirith looked at the man as she lowered her arm and willed away the Shi Viska. In a simple flash it vanished back into Flat Space and was gone, but leaving many surprised expressions and many questions, especially from the wide eyed Micardo “Is it coming from the planet?” She asked.

The COM officer shook his head. “It’s being directed at the planet Lady Cirith.” He said. “And it’s coming from a ship in the area?”

Lirur looked at Valin. “We know Aikiro was trying to find Cha'talla. She has been for years. Would she have used exiled Immortals for this?”

Valin shook his head. “She barely trusted her own children after what Vonis did. No… she would never allow exiled Immortals to return and work for her. She would think they all worked for him.”

“Then it could only be one thing.” Cirith said.

Valin’s dark eyes grew wide as only one thing entered his mind when he heard his officer and his daughter speak. “Mercenaries!” Valin was many things, but indecisive was not one of them. “Lirur… how soon can our other ships join with us if they jump in the next three minutes?”
“The rendezvous is only two light years away.” Lirur replied instantly. “They can be here in under ten minutes.”

Valin nodded. “Contact them. Order them to jump and use our beacon as their homing guide. I want them here yesterday!” He barked. “COM officer… pulled Agent Dellion’s code from the database and initiate a secure transmission with her.”

“She may not respond Admiral.” The COM officer spoke turning to do his duty.

Cirith stepped up next to her father. “She will answer me.” She said. 

KRANEK

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT


Cha'talla looked at the Limian and human men standing just outside the massive steel and concrete doors of the settlement, as well as the hundreds of men, women and children who were strung out behind them.


“Contar… Robert?” Cha'talla exclaimed. “Why are you here? We warned you to escape into the mountains!”


“They landed a large force to the west of our settlement Cha'talla and cut us off.” The Limian replied. “It was the only route into the mountains! We had nowhere else to come! They are pushing in this direction even as we speak.”


“Contar… they are coming here. They are after us!” Cha'talla told him. “It will not be safe here!”


“We have lived in peace and cooperation for almost twenty years Cha'talla.” The human spoke. “We are not trained as you and your tribe. We do not stand a chance against these Kavalian animals!”

Cha'talla turned as Esther and Tir’ut appeared next to him. He needed only an instant to make a decision that was only another brick in the path he was blazing into the future for himself and his tribe. “Come inside!” He snapped. “All of you! Esther… take the women and children to the bunker! Any of you who are able to fight… no matter your skills… we will need your assistance!”

Robert nodded and stepped forward. “Give me a weapon! I’ll fight!”

Cha'talla watched as dozens of men and women also stepped forward determination set in their jaws. “Tir'ut… take those who wish to fight to the armory. Get them fitted. How many landed near your settlement Robert?”

“Several thousand at least.” The mans answered.

“Did you see any heavy armor? Hover tanks? Artillery?” Cha'talla asked.

“No tanks… but as we crested the north ridge I turned back and saw them setting up what appeared to be plasma cannons.” He answered. “At least four that I saw.”

T’lolt had come up beside his brother and he heard Robert’s answer. “Standard artillery battery.” He said watching as Cha'talla looked at him.

Cha'talla nodded. “We must assume they will be set up all around us. Tell Narice and Lisisa Leonidas this must be their first priority T'lolt.”

“They will have the T19 missiles protecting these artillery pieces brother.” T'lolt spoke to him.

Cha'talla nodded. “I know… but it can not be helped. If they are allowed to shell us they could bring down the entire settlement without ever setting foot inside the walls! Risks must be taken, and the Kavalians may be as yet unaware that we have dragons here! Lisisa and Narice will know this.”

T'lolt smiled a predator’s smile. “That would be a nasty surprise for them.”

“Get them moving T'lolt.” Cha'talla said. “It only works in our favor if we attack them first.”

T'lolt nodded and began to move off as Esther was ushering women and children past where Cha'talla was standing. He turned back to Contar and Robert. “Come with me to our command center. Show me where you saw them setting up their artillery as best you are able. Dysea and Isabella are there, they are coordinating the overall defense.”

IMMORTAL COMMAND CENTER



“…Don’t know where they came from Lady Dysea!” The Immortal soldier sitting at the two small sensor stations barked as he turned to look at Dysea and Isabella who stood around the large plot table that showed the settlement and the surrounding terrain for ten miles. “At least fifty Union ships and hundreds of fighters!”

“What is happening Kr’das?” Bella barked.

“Admiral Thodias pulled your ship into high orbit and joined with these new ships!” The man barked. “Their arrival took the Kavalians by surprise and your forces were able to get a significant first strike in! Many of the Kavalian GREAT SOUL Dreadnoughts are damaged or destroyed. The fighters are too numerous to count… and the battle is now ship to ship!” 


 “Can you tell who is winning Kr’das?” Dysea asked turning to look at him.


“No darthirii ilhar!” He answered. “Our sensors were never meant to track a full scale battle above us. I can’t differentiate between fighters, only the larger ships!”


“Ground sensors?” Isabella snapped.


“All of them are working properly.” He answered. “You should be getting the feed from them now!”


Isabella and Dysea looked at the plot table as it came alive with numerous white and blue dots which signified friendly forces. The red dots appeared in three different locations and were far more numerous.


“They are massing to the west, south west and the north.” Bella spoke.


“They are the only areas where they could land so many troops.” Dysea said with a nod. “It could also work to our favor.”

Isabella looked at her and came to the same conclusion as Cha'talla had. “Have Lisisa and Narice hit them before they get situated for an assault.”


Dysea nodded. “If we don’t… it will only be a matter of time before they breach the settlement walls.” She said.

Dysea knew that both she and Isabella were just barely holding it together, Dysea having even more difficultly for she was also wolf and not being able to sense her beloved mate within Mindvoice was even more pronounced. She was coming into full phase in only two more days, and her wolf blood was already burning for her Nauta Melme. It was a burning that would never be sated now and she was distraught over that.

“If these readings are accurate… we are looking at nearly a hundred thousand troops!” Bella spoke.

Dysea looked at her then. “They knew I was here Bella.” She stated plainly. “Who flies around with a hundred thousand ground troops in Troop Carriers? They knew I was here Bella! It is the only feasible explanation. And if they knew that it could only mean one thing.”

“Someone has betrayed us then.” She stated in agreement. “Someone very high up.” Isabella turned her head and cursed long and loud in the vampire ancient language. “I thought we had seen enough of traitors when Armetus conducted his purge!”

“Apparently that is not the case.” Dysea said. “We must…” 
They turned as the doors slid open and Cha'talla emerged with the Limian and human man that Dysea had met before. They were the leaders of the next largest non-Akruxian civilian settlement on Kranek. She had met them before and had been impressed by their devotion to their people and the cooperation they and Cha'talla showed towards one another. Cha'talla led them right up to the plot board, standing close beside Dysea himself. Dysea didn’t flinch at the closeness of the former Immortal Captain to Veldruk. She trusted the man implicitly, knowing that his life with Esther had changed him so completely. His son and her daughter were now husband and wife, just as devoted to one another as Cha'talla was to Esther, as she was… as she was to her Nauta Melme. 

“Robert saw artillery setting up on this ridge.” Cha'talla stated as his finger touched the board.

Bella looked at the spot and shook her head. “Same elevation as us.” She stated. “They can lob artillery right into the settlement proper from there.”

Cha'talla nodded. “It is why I have told Lisisa and Narice to search for and destroy their artillery first.” He saw them both looked at him but they said nothing. They too knew that T19 missiles would be protecting those artillery pieces if the Kavalians had any idea there were dragons here. It was a huge risk.

“It can’t be helped. We were just talking about that as well.” Bella spoke. “Cha'talla… you have defensive positions set up all along the outer settlement wall I assume?”

Cha'talla nodded. “Building the wall was two fold.” He spoke. “It protected us from the harshness of the northern winds during the winter, and it allowed for defensive positions to be built. Many of them are built right into the wall itself.”

“How thick?” Bella asked.

“Two feet of granite and steel.” Cha'talla replied. “But nothing that will stand against a sustained artillery assault. I never… I never thought it would be needed. We must go on the assumption they will breach the walls in at least one location and Fash’ka is making ready for this.”

Dysea looked at him now. “Forgive me Cha'talla.” She said softly. “We have brought… we have brought this down on you and your people.” She looked at the human and Limian. “We have brought this down on all of you.”
Robert Sutton lifted the Immortal SA80. “It would have happened sooner or later no matter what.” He stated. “Contar and I have built new lives here and we are going to defend it with the friends we have made.” He looked at Cha'talla and nodded his head. “I’ll take the South wall.”

“I will take the north.” Contar spoke.

Then both men spun around and exited the command center leaving Cha'talla to watch tem for a moment before turning back to Dysea and Isabella.

“When you make friends Cha'talla…” Isabella spoke. “You seem to make very loyal friends.”

“Again I must ask you to forgive me Cha'talla.” Dysea spoke. “We have…”

“Forgive you?” Cha'talla gasped looking at her with wide eyes. “You wish me to forgive you for beautiful Normya loving my son as my Blessed Wife loves me? You wish me to forgive you for her becoming Tir'ut’s Blessed Wife? You wish me to forgive you for believing in us and trusting in me when you had no reason to?” Cha'talla shook his head slowly. 

“No… I will never forgive you for that Dysea. Your faith in me… in us… Normya’s love for Tir'ut. This… these are all things we would not have had without you. My son’s Du'ased 'ranndi was the da'urzotreth wun l'et'zarreth that I needed to make things… to make things as they should be. It was the sign for me to finally let go of our past and embrace our future. I will never look back now! Never! Your enemies are our enemies… for you and your family are now part of my tribe. We are united as family now, and like you, family is everything to us.” (Kick in the ass) Cha'talla took a deep breath for it was the most emotional speech he had ever given in his lifetime outside of Esther’s company and he had meant every word. “If these Kavalian dogs want you… then they will have to go through us to get to you. And it will not be as easy as they seem to think.”

Dysea reached out and took his hand in hers, squeezing it. “Thank you Cha'talla.” She said softly.

“There is nothing to thank me for.” He stated. “As my Blessed Wife Esther is so fond of telling me… I’m not as dense as I make myself out to be.”

Dysea couldn’t bring herself to laugh at the obvious intent of humor but she nodded her head and turned back to the plot board. “Denali and Aradace are scouting the north right now with Malic and Nyla. They are staying low to the treetops so that any T19s the Kavalians have cannot track them. Eliani is with Ja’narie setting up the school for trauma cases. It is the largest building in the center of the settlement and the most fortified.” She spoke. “Normya and Tir'ut will maintain the bunker that safeguards the young ones and the civilians. Arrarn and Toria will guide the STRIKERS we have once the Kavalians commit to an attack. They are standing by with your Runners on the southern continent Cha'talla and...” Dysea stopped and took a deep breath.  

Cha'talla looked at her and noticed she had not released his hand. He squeezed her small hand in his and watched her turn once more to look at him. “Dysea… you are entitled to…”

Isabella watched as Dysea shook her head and reached up to touch his cheek. “We do not have the luxury of mourning right now.” She said. “When… when this is over.”

Cha'talla reached up and covered her hand with his on his cheek. “Be strong through your pain Dysea.” He looked at Isabella. “Both of you. We will need your strength this day.”

Dysea turned and looked at Isabella. “We will be.” She said. “I was able to speak with Andro briefly and let him know everything that is happening here and he was able to tell me what he has heard from Earth. He is talking with Panos, Aihola and Selene since everyone else seems to be off the grid.”

“Aricia?” Isabella asked with concern in her voice.

Dysea shook her head. “He doesn’t know that much and neither did they. Panos is under heavy guard around his home ever since this began. Aihola can speak with Tarifa and Isra, but she has not tried because of the fighting. She does not want to distract them. The Durcunusaan has locked down Earth tighter than when we first liberated it from the High Coven. He has spoken with Admiral Joarl and Riall as well but only briefly. Gorgo and Dasha are safe with the little ones at the sanctuary. He is unable to get in touch with Armetus or Marci from the Krypteria. They…” She paused and Isabella saw the intense pain flash across her face.
Isabella’s eyes narrowed. “Dysea?”

“The Kavalians destroyed the Senate Building Bella.” She said finally meeting her eyes. “The entire structure was brought down. The casualties will be enormous as it was in the middle of a work day. Deia… Deia and For'mya were inside the Senate Building.”

Isabella’s hands went to her mouth in horror. “No!” She gasped.

“Nothing is known at this time according to Andro.” Dysea said trembling as she spoke. “But he can not feel For'mya within Mindvoice any longer. He is distraught and barely holding it together. Just as we are.”
“Arrarn… the others…” Isabella asked quickly.

Dysea shook her head. “We… we must keep it from them until we survive what is happening around us. Andro agrees. It is… it is too much to expect them to be able to function if they know…” Dysea took a deep breath as tears rolled down her cheeks. “He has heard from Admiral Omore; Melyanna and the others made it off Hadaria before the Kavalians began landing additional troops. Since they declared themselves independent of the Union, Andro does not believe it is linked with the attacks underway, though they did try to stop her from leaving.” She met Isabella’s eyes. “Other than that… we know nothing. He was going to try and contact Resumar using a Mark II Booster and he is in direct communication with Miranda Lorian of the ARIZONA. They are the ones who entered the system only minutes ago. Thodias informed me that they are heavily engaged, but they are holding their own.” 
“They are outnumbered Dysea.” Cha'talla said.

Dysea met his eyes. “We are used to that Cha'talla.” She told him. She turned back to Isabella. “Bella… you should join Normya and Tir'ut.”

“No! I will remain here with you!” Isabella snapped.

“Bella… you are five months pregnant with Nauta Melme’s son. Our son. The son you have wanted to give him for so many years. The son whom we all have wanted you to have. I will not see you risk that now. You will go with Normya and Tir'ut and at the first sign that things are breaking down you will use the bunker’s emergency exit and get off this planet.” Dysea spoke.

“Ussta She-elf… you…” Isabella began to protest. “I am pregnant not… crippled!”

“Iglata uns'aa ussta ssin'urn Isabella.” Dysea spoke in almost a whisper. (Promise me my beautiful Isabella) “Usstan shlu'ta naut noa dos 'zil al 'zil riluss dkinoss.” (I cannot lose you as well as everyone else)

Isabella was silent for a long moment before she finally nodded her head. Dysea was right she knew. They had no word from Earth, only word from Anja that they were off Hadaria; they did not know who was alive in their family outside of those on Kranek and Andro who was returning to Earth even as they spoke according to Denali. “Very well.” She stated quietly. “But I don’t like it.”

“Yet you know one of us must survive.” Dysea said softly. “If anything happens to us… Androcles will need brothers to help him avenge us in the future, for you know that is exactly what our son will do.”

Isabella nodded and moved around the table to stand next to her. She pressed close to her elven lover and fellow queen and they shared a soft kiss of great feeling and love. “Sat dro ussta il darthirii.” She whispered. (Stay alive my she elf)
“I will certainly attempt too.” Dysea told her as she nuzzled Isabella’s throat.

“Kr’das…” Cha'talla barked. “Escort Lady Isabella to the bunker and then return here to your duties.”

The large Immortal got to his feet without hesitation. “As you order!”

Isabella squeezed Dysea’s hand before turning to follow the hulking Immortal soldier. Dysea turned to look at Cha'talla once more. “I will have Zarah and Lucia here with me. Zarah is an excellent engineer and she can help with routing power where it needs to go. Where will you position yourself?” She asked him.

Cha'talla stabbed the plot board. “Here!” He stated immediately. “I can monitor the three areas most likely to be breached and with you here in the command center directing Arrarn and the others we can at least let them know we will not go down easily. I can assigned more of my trusted men here?”

Dysea shook her head. “They will be needed elsewhere.” She stated. Dysea once more did something Cha'talla never expected, but to him it was only another sign that his future and the future of his tribe was now squarely on the path that would take them well into the future. If they had one after today that is. Dysea wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him tightly, holding in her tears, but taking some measure of comfort from him. Bewildered as to what to do, Cha'talla loosely put his arms around her, and then pulled her tight as a friend would embrace a friend.

“We… we will prevail this day Dysea Leonidas.” He spoke softly. “And when you strike out to seek vengeance for what they have done this day, I will be beside you and your family, for our two families are now entwined for all time.”

Dysea pulled her head back and looked up into his face. Her emerald eyes were moist, but she refused to succumb to the sorrow coursing through her. She needed to be strong for everyone else. Nauta Melme would expect her to be strong.

“The day your son saved our daughter you became family Cha'talla of the Immortals.” She said squeezing his arms tightly. “Nauta Melme knew this. And he welcomed it. It only showed him that saving T'lolt all those years ago was the best thing he could have done.”

“To the future then.” Cha'talla said.

“Let us insure we have a future to witness my friend.” Dysea said nodding her head.

KRANEK

FAR NORTHERN CONTINENT

EIGHTY-THREE KILOMETERS FROM IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT


“…says they are setting up here on this ridge.” Lisisa spoke as she and Narice knelt before the portable map chart on the ground between them. The other Coven riders were gathered around as tightly as they could while the heads and necks of dozens of dragons were looking in over the top of the riders. If the situation was not so dire, it would have been comical to many people who witnessed it. “We need to eliminate the artillery batteries before they begin shelling the settlement or else all will be lost.”

“Princess Lisisa… is it true what we have heard?” One of the Coven riders asked. “Is the King… are your father and Torma dead? Did the Kavalians kill them?”


“Sebel!” Narice hissed in angry.


The tan scaled head of a dragon butted the rider heavily in the shoulder. That is not an appropriate question to ask brother. Everyone heard the dragon speak.

The vampire looked at the dragon. “If they were able to kill King Leonidas and Torma Fanir… we must assume…” The man began to reply.


“Yes!” Lisisa spoke firmly after drawing in a breath. “Yes… it’s true!” She looked up and let her eyes sweep along the gathered faces and muzzles of the riders and dragons. “We… we are all threatened here.” She continued. “We will… we will mourn my father and Torma if… when we survive this day.” Lisisa reached up and placed her palm on Jeth’s muzzle. He had remained silent for the most part since feeling the death of his father. “We…”


“Listen to me!” Narice exclaimed rising to her feet. “All of you!” She looked around at the many pairs of eyes now focused on her. “We traveled to Earth not really knowing each other. Not knowing our bonded ones. My mother’s only thought was to control us! Make us instruments to further her plans for domination! Androcles, Lisisa, Denali… all of them. They took us in and began to show us what we could be. We… we have become what my mother feared we would become. We have become bonded pairs… but with our own wills and our own values! Many of us have become friends to Athani Leonidas… a Kavalian. A member of the species who have terrorized the Coven for decades. We learned from her that they are not all the same and we became friends with her!” Narice looked all around. “Don’t you see… don’t you see what we have become!

“Even after she perpetrated such a heinous act against Zarah… Andro’s first thought was not how to punish us, but how to protect us from his father’s wrath. I will not apologize for who I have become! I will never regret turning my back on my mother and embracing who I have become! I… I love Arrarn Leonidas and Toria with all that I am! I love Deneth with all that I am!” Narice turned and as Lisisa had done she placed her hand on Deneth’s snout. “He was so right in the words he spoke to us on his ship as we left Earth behind, for that day is when our lives began anew! Live our lives he said! Live our lives by our rules and conscious! I think we all made that same choice when we chose to leave Earth. This is our test! Our final test! This is where we begin to make our mark! These men and women, no matter that they are Immortals and elves, they accepted us. Welcomed us! Just as Andro and his brothers and sisters did. This is when we begin to show them they have not been mistaken about what they saw in all of us!”

Narice saw many of the riders and even the dragons nodding their heads as they listened to her words. 


“They need us now!” Narice continued. “They need what we can do as Bonded Pairs. This is what we must now do. We must put our lives in danger for those we have never met or know.” Narice blinked several times as realization of what she was saying struck her. “We must do this not because we have too… not because we are ordered too… but because it is what we are meant to do! This is what Andro felt we were all meant to do!”


Lisisa came to her feet looking at Narice as every Coven rider and dragon moved even closer nodding their heads. She felt the surge of power through them all within Mindvoice… the new sense of purpose and determination. She reached out and took Narice’s hand her eyes moist with tears. Narice looked at her and squeezed her hand. Lisisa looked at all of them. “I know many of you do not adhere to a faith in higher beings. I did not until my father saved me. It is something that he brought back to our people with his return. Have faith in each other. Have faith in what we have taught you.” She shifted on her feet. “There is something Andro says every time before going into battle or leaping from the back of a STRIKER. He believes strongly in faith and the gods. It is a blessing he wrote as a boy to honor our grandfather. It is a blessing I would like to share with all of you now.” Lisisa took a deep breath. “Into the hands of our grandfather’s spirit do we commend our souls…?”

Jeth lifted his own head now. May he guide our actions and thoughts and pick us up if we fall!


Lisisa lifted her head and looked at them. “Your saddles are all Mark Elevens. If you must use your teleporters… remember that they only carry enough power for two… perhaps three teleportations. This technology is how we finally began to beat the T19 missiles, but only those who ride dragons know of it. You are the first outside the ranks of our own Bonded Pairs to have this knowledge. Be mindful of when and if you need to use it. And be certain you can see where you are teleporting too. My section will come in from the north. Narice will bring her section in south to south west. The artillery is our priority… but do not be afraid to target any Kavalians fool enough to be in your way.”


Narice nodded. “Maintained communication via your implants as long as possible and switch to MV if you must. If for any reason the settlement walls are breached and you are nearby, descend quickly and join the battle. Andro has told us only one Bonded Pair can change a battle. We have forty! I expect to see you all there when we are done!”


Let’s do this! Jeth bellowed with Mindvoice and followed that with a long and very loud trumpet. A trumpet which Deneth quickly matched as Narice leaped onto her saddle. Soon forty plus dragons were joining in and Lisisa looked to the sky.


We are coming Denali my love! She reached out just before Jeth cocked his legs and launched them into the sky.


Arrarn stood two hundred meters away with Toria and the Coven pilots and turned back to them as he saw Jeth left into the sky, nearly twenty of the Coven Riders right behind him. He reached out within Mindvoice and felt the powerful presence of his vampire mate. She may not have been wolf, but Arrarn could not think he could love anyone more than he loved Narice and Toria. She was not able to feel the aura he could project so he had learned to do almost the same thing with his mind. 

My grandfather’s spirit guide you my beautiful mate. He barked out.

Go with the wind Narice our love. Toria’s words filtered into his mind as well as she projected her thoughts to Narice.

Be safe my loves… and I will speak with you when we are in the air and try to give you a better idea of where to strike! Narice answered.

You and Deneth mind yourselves! Toria said. We can not lose you!


We will prevail. Narice said. We must prevail. We have too much to live for the three of us! I will see you soon!


Arrarn watched as the black and white scaled dragon that was Deneth lifted off into the sky followed by the remaining members of the Coven riders. He smelled Toria come up next to him and take his hand and he looked at his stunning red haired second wife. Narice and Toria were almost completely opposite in looks, Narice with flowing black hair and deeply tanned skinned, while Toria had silky red hair and a much lighter tan. He had burned both their scents into his brain from the moment he met them.


“Arrarn?” Toria spoke softly. He turned to look at her, her beautiful blue eyes bright and clear. “We’ll… we’ll get through this Arrarn.”


Arrarn took her face in his hands and nodded. “I know.” He whispered. He looked up and saw the Coven STRIKER pilots standing around behind him and Toria. Their ships were ready, they had seen to that, and now they were waiting for the word from Denali to launch.


“Be mindful of your targets on the ground!” Arrarn barked. “If any Bonded Pair requests to land, pull away from whatever you’re doing and give them a platform to land upon! We will be outnumbered more than likely, and we don’t know if they will have anti-air missiles that they will use on us. Expect them and plan accordingly.”


Arrarn could tell all of them were hyped up and ready to go. He could smell it in the air, the adrenalin flowing so openly. “Alright! Fire up your engines and let’s move to the stand by positions!” Arrarn barked as he pulled Toria towards their own STRIKER. Toria clung tightly to his hand as they made their way up the ramp backwards, watching as the other pilots sprinted for their STRIKERS. Arrarn knew they had a better than even chance here on the planet even against a hundred thousand Kavalian troops. Between the Immortals, their dragons and the STRIKER DTs the Kavalians would only outnumber them two to one. It all came down to how well they did in the stars above. Their mother had told them all via Mindvoice of Miranda Lorian’s bold entry into the battle, but they were still outnumber four to one and would be hard pressed to keep the Kavalians from beginning a bombardment of the surface. They needed to win in the stars above if they were to succeed here on the surface.

Arrarn’s head snapped around when Toria stiffened in his grasp and her eyes went wide. “Toria… Toria what is it?” He barked.


“Who is this?” Toria snapped shaking her head. “How did you get this code?”


“Toria?” Arrarn shouted once more.


Toria turned to look at him and tightened her grip on his hand as she pulled him to the cockpit of their STRIKER. Arrarn followed, he could do nothing else as Toria’s strength was nearly equal to his due to her vampire genes. She guided him to his pilot’s seat as she settled into her seat and began flipping switches and buttons on her right console. Arrarn looked up as a strange female voice filled the internal speakers of the STRIKER.


“I asked you a question!” Toria snapped once more. 


“And I answered your question Toria Dellion. My name is Cirith Esavorna.” The female voice answered. “Ah… I understand now… you are undoubtedly with your husband Arrarn Leonidas and you wanted him to hear. Is he listening now?”


“If this is your plea for me to return to the High Coven and come back to work for the Venorik Elghinn?” Toria spat. “That will never happen! Not while I draw breath in this life!”


“On the contrary Toria… I am contacting you for the complete opposite of what you think.” Cirith stated. “You know of course who my father is?”

“I know of him.” Toria spoke.


“We have left the High Coven Toria.” Cirith spoke calmly. 


Toria snorted in disbelief. “You expect me to actually believe that?” She spat. “Admiral Valin Esavorna leave the High Coven? He was second in command of the Venorik Elghinn! What could possibly encourage him to leave? The Venorik Elghinn would never allow you to defect! I’m not a fool!”


“The fact remains that we have.” Cirith continued. “Right now we are holding position outside Kranek’s system. We can’t enter because we are as blind as the Kavalians it seems. We are not the enemy Toria Dellion… we…”


“Fuck you!” Arrarn snarled. “After what was done to my sister you expect us to believe anything you say?”


“What was done to your sister was a heinous act Arrarn Leonidas and not something we had any knowledge of.” Cirith stated. “My father and I… the others who are part of our group… we have been planning our escape for sometime. We…”


“You’ll forgive us if we don’t have time for this shit!” Arrarn barked. “We are in the middle of a crisis and…”


“Yes I know.” Cirith interrupted him. “The Kavalians have systematically attacked your family throughout the entire Union. We know your father is… we know your father has fallen victim to their treachery and…”


“What do you want?” Toria snarled now. “We are very busy!”


“We want… we want to help!” Cirith spoke. “We can not do that if we are blind. We have been working with the insurgent known as The General for years. We have been feeding him information and…”


“Lucia Moran is The General!” Arrarn snapped.


“Lucia… Lucia Moran?” They heard her gasp out. “But that is… how is that possible? She has been…”


“I’ll give you twenty more seconds of wasting my time before Toria pulls the plug on this communication and disables her implant.” Arrarn barked. “We have no more reason to trust you than we do the fucking Kavalians! We…”

“We are nothing like those dogs!” Cirith shouted through the COM, displaying the first signs of emotion. “If Lucia is The General as you say… ask her yourself! Ask her about the information she received from us. The lives of her friends that it saved.”


“Why should we believe anything you say?” Toria asked now. “We know why Lucia did what she did. I know you… I know your father… and nothing…”


“Right now we are detecting almost a dozen High Coven ships within Kranek’s system that are shrouded and maintaining station away from the fighting some five million kilometers. They are communicating using an old High Coven war channel used exclusively by Immortals! All I ask of you is to check with Lucia! She can tell you that we are not the enemy! We have nowhere else left to go. With Aikiro dead… once knowledge of who and what I am gets out to Yuri my life will be useless. I…”


“Why would that upaee Yuri care about you?” Arrarn asked. “And you are down to five seconds now!”


“Xsa dos!” Cirith swore viciously. “My name is Cirith Esavorna… I was born three thousand one hundred and twenty seven years ago. I carry Lycavorian blood in my veins; I was meant to be the second wife to your grandfather Leonidas and lover to your grandmother Gorgo Arrarn Leonidas. All that changed the day he died. And Empress Aikiro was my mother.” (Damn it)

Arrarn’s dark eyes looked at Toria in stunned silence.

HARBINGER

SEVEN HOURS THIRTY-FOUR MINUTES FROM EARTH


“…then it’s true?” Resumar asked.

“I don’t know anything more than what I have told you Res!” Andro exclaimed to the holographic image of his brother. “I’m heading back to Earth now… but communications is tenuous at best. They have hit us in more places than… more places than father ever thought they could.”


Andro watched his brother pacing back and forth in the transmission as he always did when he was excited or apprehensive about something. Andro flexed his fingers on the transmitting end of the Mark II booster, the pins seated a quarter inch into his skin.


“I can be on my way back in under an hour Andro.” Resumar stated.


Andro shook his head. “No!” He barked.


Resumar looked at him wide eyed. “Andro they have attacked our family! They have attacked the Union!” Resumar snarled. “They have killed… they have killed our father! Possibly… possibly two of our mothers! We can not let this go unanswered! I will…”


“You will follow your orders!” Andro snarled back at him. “You will destroy that ship before you leave! And you will stay away from Earth!”


“What? Why?” Resumar was stunned.


“Damn it Res!” Andro snapped. “We both cannot return! Deni and most of our family is on Kranek fighting for their lives! I am returning to Earth! You and Yuriko are the only ones not caught up in this brother! You must stay away! If… if anything happens to me… if they defeat our forces and those of Cha'talla on Kranek! You will be all that remains!”


“Where is Yuriko?” Resumar asked.


“I don’t know… I’ve been trying to contact her but she is not answering her Secure COM.” Andro replied.


“You don’t expect me to just sit here and do nothing do you Andro?” Resumar barked viciously.


“You must!” Andro stated. “Please don’t make me order you Resumar! I will order the captain of the FAITH to insure you stay away. Uncle Vonis as well if I have too!”


Andro saw Athani step into the transmission and take his brother’s arm as she looked at him. “Andro… Andro I… I did not…”


Andro shook his head. “Do not question it Athani.” He spoke quickly. “It never once crossed my mind. If grandfather Riall was accurate… your sister and several others fought beside our parents before my father fell. And they guarded our mother while Aunt Anuk treated her. I need you to keep him away Athani. You must complete the mission… it means more now than it ever did.”

“The High Coven team is still out there somewhere.” Athani told him.


Resumar looked up at him. “We… we are secure as long as we stay inside the ship. Avi and 341 have insured they cannot breach the interior of the ship!” He said. “Mother made it off Hadaria?”


Andro nodded. “Admiral Omore contacted me only a short while ago. It appears my channel is the only one operating right now.”


“What… what will you do Andro?” Resumar asked.


“I… I don’t know.” Andro answered. “I don’t know anything right now. I’ve ordered all our forces to maximum alert and deployed to their staging areas. More than that I don’t know right now. This is a coordinated strike at us… our family. No one is reporting the Kavalians coming across our borders anywhere! They are intentionally staying away accept for those that moved to Hadaria. I just don’t understand what they hope to accomplish Res. It doesn’t make any sense to me. I will not act prematurely and order an invasion of KFI territory… it could very well be what they want us to do.”


Resumar nodded as he regained control at least part of his raging emotions. “We pour across the border and they hit us from behind.”


Andro nodded slowly. “This… they have planned this for sometime brother considering the success they have had. I will not play into their hands by doing something they are ready for now. How soon before you can destroy the ship and become deployable?”

Resumar shrugged. “Another day… perhaps two.” He replied. “What about those moving to Hadaria? We can’t let them keep pouring forces there Andro.”

“I don’t intend too… but I must get to Earth or at the very least speak with Uncle Atropos and our mother before deciding what to do. They must have built a Jump Gate that is tied into our own network somewhere to be able to bypass our measures as they have been doing. It is the only explanation. Omore said they had detected nearly six hundred ships within the system when they left. JGC on Apo Prime has already tried to shut down the Gates around Hadaria with no luck. They planned this well Res… we cannot do one thing for fear of something else happening. This type of action… targeting our family like they have… it has effectively tied our hands for the moment.” Andro said. “I don’t know what is truly going on… and I won’t for at least another twelve hours.”


Resumar looked at him in the transmission. “Cut off the head and the body dies.” He said.


Andro nodded. “Kill our family and throw the entire Union into disarray.” He said. “There is something else going on here Resumar. Something far more sinister that we can not see yet. Why target just our family? No military invasion… no ships, no troops. Only our family. It just doesn’t make any sense!”

Resumar nodded his head as what Andro was saying began to take shape in his head as well. They had studied together endlessly with Denali and Arrarn. The four brothers were known to be scholars of history in every form, and as Andro spoke Resumar saw what he was referring to easily. They had fought together more than their younger brothers, and combined with Eliani and Lisisa, the four of them had received the most attention from their father and mothers when it came to military and political happenings.
“No… it doesn’t.” Resumar said.

“Finish your preparations and standby to hear from me.” Andro spoke. “As soon as I get a handle on things I will contact you. Have Avi continue to use the MV ship’s systems to monitor the Netnews Channels. You must keep the FAITH and Uncle Vonis’s friends and their ships hidden. If anything changes or I need something from you I will use the code we designed during the Evolli War. Do you remember?”


Resumar nodded. “Yes.”


“Give Julie a STRIKER from the FAITH and send her back to Earth. She will have much information that I want.” Andro said.


“Andro… if not for her we would all be dead! She is not our enemy brother.” Resumar answered.


Andro shook his head. “I don’t view her as such Res. The information she will have is too valuable to disseminate over the COM link. I will need her on Earth to pick her brain about Kavalian targets and such. Right now she is the most valuable piece of intelligence I have outside of you Athani. And you must remain with Resumar.”


“I will transcribe anything I think can help to a pad and send it with her Andro.” Athani said. “Anything. My brother Mican might…”


Andro’s eyes grew wide. “Brother?” He asked.


Athani nodded. “I have… I have discovered some rather amazing things Andro. The largest being that Jalersi and I have a brother. He leads the Kavalian resistance against my father.”


Andro blinked several times at this information. “Resistance?” He said. “We… this was not known to the Krypteria.”


Athani shook her head. “No. But it will be as soon as Julie arrives back on Earth.” She stated confidently.


“He is helping you?” Andro asked.


Athani nodded once more. “They have been helping us since we got here.”


“We could not have taken the Kavalian Science ship without them.” Resumar spoke now.


“You captured a Kavalian vessel?” Andro gasped. 


Resumar nodded. “It’s a long story. Julie can fill you in. I’ll get her moving ASAP!” He spoke.


Andro shook his head slowly. “So much… so much is happening at once.” He stated softly. “Do nothing that endangers your position brother!” He snapped. “Nothing! I need you to stay alive Resumar! You must stay alive in case anything happens to me.”


“Andro… Deni is…” Resumar began.


“Denali is just coming to realize what he can do! He will be the first one to admit that!” Andro barked out. “No! If anything happens to me… it will fall to you brother! We have never considered ourselves anything more than brother and sister no matter who our mothers are have we?”


“No!” Resumar answered instantly.


“Then half elf or not Resumar my brother… if I fall… if we can turn back the Kavalians on Kranek… then leadership of the Union goes to Eliani and you!” Andro barked. “Do nothing that endangers that!”

“Andro…”


“I must go now!” Andro spoke. “I will contact you again when I reach Earth and discover more of what has happened. I promise you. Twelve hours Resumar. I have… I have ordered the Durcunusaan to be ruthless in securing the situation. We will… we will know more in twelve hours.”


“And if they succeed in killing our family on Kranek Andro? Then what do we do?” Resumar asked.


Andro’s azure blue eyes grew dark and sinister. “Then Resumar my brother… we will not stop until our uncle and the Kavalian Empire is nothing but ashes and a memory blowing upon the wind.”


Resumar’s face became hard and he nodded. “By the spirit of our grandfather brother.”


“By the spirit of our grandfather.” Andro echoed before pulling his hand off the end of the Mark II and watching the transmission fade into nothing. 


Andro staggered back slightly, rubbing the palm of his hand and it was then he smelled them. The scents of sugar plum and spice, fresh rose petals, sweet amaretto and soft honey melon drifted to his nostrils. Sadi was the first one to reach him as he dropped to one knee, gathering him into her arms as all strength left him and he slumped to the floor of the communications room by the wall. Sadi slid slowly to the floor under his weight, pulling his head to her chest as his body stretched out on the deck void of any energy or strength.

“We… we have you my love.” She whispered to him, pulling his head to her chest. “We have you Androcles our love.”


“Gone.” Andro gasped. “My father… mother… so… so much lost.”


“We will… we will go on Andro.” Carisia’s voice spoke softly.


Andro turned his head and saw them and he didn’t hesitate. He turned his body on the floor between Sadi’s legs and pulled Ne'Veha to his right side, Carisia to his left side and Lu'ria simply settled between his legs. He felt their warmth flood through him as he nuzzled Lu'ria’s head when she placed her head on his chest, their Mindvoice presence powerful and clear as Sadi’s arms closed around him and them tighter. 
It had taken its toll, these last few days. The combat on Iraruzu, the flight from Earth, having to take the life of one who was his cousin. Andro was powerful, far more than they were, but he was still only human as the expression went. They felt his mind surrender to the exhaustion of everything that had taken place in these last hours and his arms only drew them tighter as Andro drifted unwillingly into the realm sleep. The four women who meant most to him in the entire universe simply wrapped their own minds around his, shielding him from the outside world, protecting him from harm and daring anyone to interfere. Only one person on the ship was powerful enough to feel this outside of the dragons on the hanger deck, and he had no intention of interfering.

Walter reached up slowly and flicked off the monitor he had been watching from Velnar’s Ready Room. He felt Captain Velnar rise from his chair behind the desk and come up beside him and he turned. It had taken Walter nearly ninety minutes to finally get Andro to see what he was saying to him and the why of it. During all that time he could barely keep from smiling at how similar Andro was to his father and the conversations he and Martin had had through the years. Indeed, the only reason the smiles did not come out, were because the man who he had a hand in keeping safe and raising to some degree was now dead.
“Senior Polemarch.” Velnar spoke softly. “What do we…?”

Walter met his eyes. “A storm is coming Velnar.” Walter spoke softly. “I have learned something in these last hours and it began when I saw him strike down his cousin on Iraruzu without as much as a blink. Androcles Leonidas is like his father in many respects… and so very different in others. A storm is coming my friend and the Kavalians do not yet realize what they have done this day.”

Velnar looked at him oddly. “I don’t follow.”

“The Kavalians have killed the one person who could control that storm Velnar.” Walter spoke gently. “Without his father to hold him in check, Androcles Leonidas will follow his instincts now. Pleistarchus has no idea the door into the dark abyss that he has opened with his actions today.” Walter shook his head. “I… I sense there is something else going on Velnar. We have not seen it yet… but I can’t shake the feeling that killing Martin is only the beginning of something else. I know Pleistarchus… he is devious yes… but he would not fully commit acts like he is doing unless he had another plan.”

“Another plan for what Senior Polemarch?” Velnar asked. 

“Have we detected any other locations within Union space besides Hadaria where Kavalian forces are moving against us?” Walter asked.

Velnar shook his head. “No.”

Walter nodded. “Nothing. Which means Pleistarchus has something else planned. If invading was their purpose, they would be coming across the border from three or four different locations like ants to honey.”

“They are occupying Hadaria Senior Polemarch.” Velnar spoke. “Surely that means something.”

Walter shook his head. “That is something entirely different, and given the players involved, I’m surprised it hasn’t happen before now. Buonau and Wiktor are two of the most conniving female bitches I have ever met. No… the attacks against the royal family are something else entirely. We have much to do before we reach Earth Velnar. I need to speak with the Feravomir first and foremost. Can you pull up her Secure COM Channel even with the blackout?”
Velnar nodded still not understanding what Walter meant. “I believe so.”

“Do it. Quickly.” Walter said.

ULU ARIZONA

“…have a lock!” E'dira’s voice boomed across the bridge to drowned out the pounding her shields were taking from Kavalian guns.


“All portside batteries fire!” Miranda screamed out. “Full dispersal and yield on Type Ones and Type Twos! Fire! Fire!”


The ARIZONA had pulled in alongside the DIEROY-Class Heavy cruiser with a single minded purpose that matched her commander’s determination. The DIEROY-Class model of cruiser was among the workhorses of the Kavalian fleet. Primarily a heavy gun platform that could go toe to toe with just about any ship in the High Coven fleet. Next to the GREAT SOUL Dreadnoughts, these ships were the most dangerous of any Kavalian fleet ship. No Union commander wanted to fall into the trap of exposing their ship to a full on frontal shot from the DIEROY’s twin Spinal Mount Super Heavy Mass Driver Gauss cannons. A single shot from those cannons, which fired all at the same time, could break the back of even a LEONIDAS IIA with relative ease. The DIEROY was known to have killed more High Coven warships than any other during their ongoing war. 

The ULU ARIZONA however was not part of the High Coven.


As with the suppression barrage that she had initiated upon first entering the system, all of her portside batteries came alive in that single instant. Even as the Hellfire and Anvil series Gauss cannons pounded her port side, ten Type One Terra series and fifteen Type Two Terra series plasma turrets came alive. As two other DIEROYs and three DIATAGAs had discovered in the last twenty-two minutes, they just could not hold up under a sustained point blank barrage from the ARIZONA’s main batteries. Red streaks flashed across the thousand meter open area between the two ships and great swaths of the DIEROY’s superstructure began to buckle as each blast of her Type Ones opened up a gaping hole in the hull of the ship. Several of her Gauss turrets were hit directly and these only ignited stores of the mass accelerated shells used by the gauss cannons causing some of them to explode in place while others reach maximum velocity within the structure of the ship itself. Something that was never intended to happen. Explosions began to cause the DIEROY to vibrate horribly as the ARIZONA was able to reload and fire far faster than any Coven ship the Kavalians had faced. In the time it took them to reload their own cannons, the ARIZONA’s gun crews had already pumped three rounds per gun into the Kavalian ship. 

As the DIEROY lost main power and its engines began to go critical, the ARIZONA was pulling away quickly. The last turret along her port axis got off one last charged plasma round and that single round punched through the armored plating of the DIEROY’s bridge armor. In the space of three tenths of a second, the entire command crew for that ship was either incinerated or sucked into the vacuum of space as the hull gave way and caused a minor implosion of massive power. The next explosion occurred in the ship’s LSD Coil reactor and as the huge bulk of the ARIZONA banked away, the last seven hundred meters of the DIEROY’s superstructure blew outwards with the force of the reactor going critical. Huge chunks of the ship’s hull smashed harmlessly against the ARIZONA’s aft ventral shields as the forward section began to nose over and begin a death spiral into the atmosphere of Kranek.

Miranda couldn’t contain the whoop of glee that escaped her lips, but she quickly gained control of her emotions as the need to regain control of her Attack Wing hammered itself home. She sat back in her command chair quickly.


“Status?” She barked out.


“Shields at sixty-three percent but beginning to recharge!” A voice called. “There is some minor structural damage on deck fourteen, but repair crews have already been dispatched. All batteries report standing by!”


Miranda shook her head. “No! Now we have to act like a command ship.” She stated. “Where is the SCIMITAR and NORMYA’S LIGHT?”


“SCIMITAR is just finishing blasting a DIATAGA into atoms off our starboard aft quarter!” E'dira sounded out. “NORMYA’S LIGHT is maneuvering with…” E'dira’s amber colored eyes went wide. “Miranda… High Coven ships deshrouding off starboard! Three BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnoughts and nineteen BLOODLETTER-Class Cruisers turning to… sibfla!” She barked out. “Another twenty-three to port! They’re all around us!”


“As if this fucking day couldn’t get any worse!” Miranda snarled coming to her feet. “Stand by to engage the nearest…”


E'dira looked up at her with even wider eyes. “Miranda… the Coven ships are firing on the Kavalians!”


“What?” She gasped.


“Confirmed Captain!” The sensor operator shouted. “Sweet gods… they are pulverizing the Kavalians something fierce. NORMYA’S LIGHT is turning radically to support! We…”


“Incoming message from Admiral Thodias and Queen Dysea on the surface! It’s being relayed through Commander Falarie!” The COM officer shouted. “High Coven ships are friendly! The High Coven ships are friendly!”


“Well shit… we just figured that out!” E'dira barked. “Why didn’t they contact us directly?”

Miranda looked at her with wide eyes. “Sonofabitch! They don’t have our COM signals E'dira! We didn’t pass them on when…”


“When we entered the system!” E'dira finished her statement.


Miranda smiled at her soon to be Drow Mistress and moved to her plot table. “Get me Queen Dysea on the surface!” She snapped. “Open secure COM link! They have to be able to monitor channels if they contacted Falarie! Quickly now! And get Colonel Randall to start bringing our people in for rearming! The odds have just shifted in our favor and we need to take advantage of it!”


“Our fighters are still heavily engaged Captain!” The sensor officer reported. “The second Kavalian Fleet Group is still three quarters intact and putting up heavy resistance!”


“Give me status on our Attack Wing?” Miranda snapped. “What…?”

“Captain! Queen Dysea is responding directly from the Immortal Command bunker!” The COM officer declared.


“Put her up!” Miranda barked turning to face the holodisc. She watched the tall, muscular figure of the platinum haired elf Queen materialize, flicker and then clear. “Dysea!” Miranda barked before catching herself.

Dysea probably would have chuckled at the look on Miranda’s face and her lack of protocol; however she appeared to be gripping the sides of a chart table she stood in front of. Light smoke lingered in the background, but Miranda could easily see several Immortals in the background at computer consoles.


“Manda.” Dysea spoke kindly. “It is very good to see you… I just wish it was under better circumstances.”

“Milady… I… we…”


“I apologize for not informing you directly of the High Coven ships arriving Manda… but we did not have your secure COMs code.” Dysea continued. 

“Who are they?” Miranda asked.

“I don’t know just yet… but information they passed to us only someone who was friendly to us would know. I understand they have begun their attack!” Dysea said.

Miranda nodded. “They about scared me out of my shorts!” She answered.

Dysea clenched her teeth as the bunker vibrated again and more dust and dirt dropped from the ceiling. “It appears the Kavalians were able to land more troops than we first thought. Denali and the others have taken out their main artillery, but they brought plasma mortars with them and they are hammering the settlement from positions to our north and west.”

“I will prep our ground units and send them off Milady!” Miranda snapped. 

“Any help is greatly appreciated Miranda.” Dysea answered. “Tell your people that Denali and the Coven dragons are sweeping in from the south. If you can land you people at the northern most settlement wall, that is where it appears the Kavalian will attempt to break through. Zarah and Lucia have already moved for that location with a detachment of Immortals and we…”

The loud dull smashing sound caused Dysea and the Immortals inside the bunker to whirl around.

“Someone is breaching the bunker!” Miranda heard one Immortal scream.

“They haven’t gotten through the wall yet!” Another echoed. “Who could…?”

The explosion that followed ripped the door of the bunker free of its thick roller like hinges and sent several large chunks of metal and debris hurtling through the air. Even Miranda flinched as she watched Dysea extend her Nehtes in a single blink. The sounds of weapons fire filled the communications and Miranda could only watch in horror as Dysea hurled her Nehtes into the smoke filled bunker now. She heard a howl of pain and then the huge Immortal appeared from the smoke. She watched her Queen elegantly leap into the air and hit the Immortal with a vicious front kick that sent him staggering back violently. Even as Dysea landed and began to pull her two knives from their places on her side, two more Immortals appeared form the smoke, one of them already using his weapon as a club and bringing it smashing down across Dysea’s head.

“NO!” Miranda screamed as she watched.

Her wail caught the attention of the second Immortal who quickly lifted his weapon and sent a burst of weapons fire into a computer panel. Instantly the transmission was severed at the source.

“Get her back!” Miranda screamed. “Get her back!”

“Signal is lost Captain!”

“Fuck! Fuck!” Miranda snarled. “NORMYA’S LIGHT! Get me Admiral Thodias! Now! Now damn it now!”

Miranda’s warning would not be fast enough.

In the forty-seven minutes since the attacks began against the Leonidas family, the fates of King Leonidas and his two elven Queens had been decided. 
What the future held from here on out… what the future had cost so far… no one would ever be able to ascertain.
** One note… Cirith’s age is three thousand one hundred and twenty-seven, not the two thousand twenty seven as stated when she was introduced in Chapter 43. **
