“YOU SPARED ME WHEN YOU COULD HAVE KILLED ME ANDROCLES LEONIDAS.”

“WE SPARED YOU BECAUSE WHAT WAS HAPPENING YOU HAD NO CONTROL OF VOLLENTH. IT WAS NOT WHO YOU ARE INSIDE. AND AS YOU ALREADY KNOW YOU ARE MEANT FOR SOMEONE ELSE. YOU ARE MEANT FOR GREATER THINGS. I WILL NEVER FORSAKE THAT.”

“I CAN FEEL THEM EVEN NOW MILORD. SWIRLING AROUND WITHIN MY MIND. SO STRONG AND PROUD.”

“I AM NOT YOUR LORD VOLLENTH. I AM NOT YOUR BETTER. WE ARE BROTHERS NOW. YOU WILL KNOW WHEN THE TIME IS RIGHT. EACH DAY IS A GIFT FOR ALL OF US MY FRIEND. IT IS NOT A GIVEN RIGHT.”

“IT IS A GIFT FOR ME SIRE. EVERY DAY I WAKE AND SEE VIERA AND MY SONS IT IS A GIFT.”

“SOME OF US ARE MEANT TO WALK THE PATH LESS TRAVELLED VOLLENTH. YOU, ME, ELYNTH… WE WILL ALWAYS BE DIFFERENT. THERE IS PURPOSE IN THE LIVES WE HAVE LED, THE EXPEREINCES WE HAVE ENDURED UP UNTIL NOW. EVEN THE PAIN WE HAVE SUFFERED. LEAVE YOUR FEARS IN THE PAST MY FRIEND. IF IT IS WORTH THE PRICE, IT IS ALWAYS WORTH THE FIGHT. YOU HAVE ALREADY PROVEN THAT.”
-Androcles speaking with Vollenth in the SCIMITAR landing bay enroute to Kranek-

-Pre Kavalian Wars-

-Earth Year 2574-
-Recorded by Dilaen Roan-

- Chronicler -

-Personal Journals of Androcles Leonidas-
CHAPTER FIFTY

KRANEK


Denali whirled as he savagely yanked his Nehtes from the chest of the Kavalian Siege Engineer, the spray of blood showering his helmeted face and part of his shoulder. Aradace’s trumpet of savage anger filled the air around them as she twisted her armored body around, her viciously sharp talons gripping the severed upper body of the Kavalian briefly before she sent his remains sailing through the morning sky with a flick of her talons. The two artillery pieces lay in twisted ruin all around them, bodies strew grotesquely around the smashed or blackened pieces of artillery. Their scouting with Malic and Nyla had brought them over this southern mountain ridge and directly in line with two Kavalian artillery batteries and several hundred Kavalian security troops massing near the treeline in the valley below. They found them just as Narice and her section of the Coven riders had appeared on the horizon speeding towards them, just barely skimming the treetops. After ordering her to assault the massed Kavalian security troops, Denali had descended upon the Kavalian artillery battery with a bloodlust in his eyes and a rage gripping him that he had never felt before this day. 

Aradace was Torma’s daughter and she did not need much to push her over the edge like her bonded brother. They tore into the artillery battery with a rabid glee, as Malic and Nyla struck the second one. Denali was a son of Martin and Aricia, and by virtue of that, his blood was just as pure as his older brother Androcles. He had bonded with Aradace when he was only three, the earliest of the Leonidas children behind only Androcles. Their Mindvoice bond was very powerful, and many suspected it would only grow deeper as they grew older and gained more experience. The difference between the brothers was that Denali Leonidas and Aradace had never really delved into the vast intricacies of their Mindvoice powers, their carefree spirits and infectious attitudes labeling them as the easiest going of the Leonidas children as well as the children of Torma and Isheeni. After the evil events of the last few hours, that attitude and way of thinking would now be changed forever. Denali and Aradace had immersed themselves in their Mindvoice bond far deeper than they ever had before, and the result was simply incredible to behold. 


Aradace slammed her armored right foot down upon the body of the injured Kavalian soldier who was trying to crawl away from the insane beast. Two of her talons impaled him completely and he lay still after that, blood erupting from his mouth and nose as the life left his eyes. Aradace tore her talons free; blood and bits of flesh showering the Dragon Armor that now encased her massive body. The only portion that was truly not covered by the armor were her talons, which were considered diamond hard anyway. Denali’s dark eyes swept the field around them, his helmet covering his savage features for the most part. He could see the twenty coven riders and dragons thoroughly decimating the group of Kavalian troops at the bottom of the ridge, and across the small valley, Malic and Nyla had destroyed the two other guns from this battery with relative ease.


Malic! Denali screamed out in Mindvoice.


These guns will never fire again! Malic answered instantly and Deni’s keen wolf eyes saw Vincix lift his head from across the valley as Malic spun around to face him from two kilometers away. 


Malic… take Nyla and proceed south along this valley! Deni barked. I will take Narice and her section straight to the settlement! The Kavalians are hitting them from the northwest with heavy weapons and mortars according to mother!


Mortars! Malic exclaimed. We did not think of mortars Denali!


We will deal with them! Deni answered confidently. Lisisa is hitting the Kavalians that moved up from the south! Join with her group as you complete your run and assist her and the Immortals that are protecting that flank!


We need air support! Nyla screamed out within the open connection. We will not be able to hold them for long even with forty of us Deni! They will eventually overwhelm us and bring us down!


Arrarn and Toria have lifted off and are coming in from the west! They will attack anything you spot for them! So far there have been no Kavalian fighters in the sky above us!  Denali answered her. We cannot allow them to breach the settlement walls! Watch for T19s as you make your sweep! 


We will join you shortly! Malic barked and Deni watched as two dragons lifted off and began streaking south.


Deni turned and looked at Aradace. She moved closer to him, lowering her head so that they were eye to eye. The Dragon Armor that now encased their bodies hid most of her features, but her eyes were bright and clear. And full of anger. I want to… I want to peel their flesh from their bones Denali my brother. I want to make them pay for what they have done. What they have taken from us!


Deni reached up and placed his armored hand flat on her snout, stepping even closer to her massive head. He could not feel her warm scales through the armor that protected both of them, but he did not need to touch her to know what she had swirling in her mind. They had bonded far younger than most Bonded Pairs in the Union, mainly because of the blood that swirled within their veins. Neither of them had embraced the power of that blood until today, but both of them could feel the power surging through them now and it was because of that same blood.


I feel it too my sister. Denali spoke. And we will.


Then climb on my brother. Aradace spoke. Let us help Narice finish the scum here and then the real battle can begin.


Denali wasted no time and easily leaped onto the Mark Eleven saddle. As the dragon arm leg braces tightened on his thighs and calves he nodded his head. We must set aside who we have been up until now Aradace. Denali spoke softly his palms going to either side of her thick muscular neck. We must embrace what courses through our veins just as our brother and sister have. We must become a weapon, just as Andro and Elynth became after Alba Tau. He knew this day would come Aradace. As did our fathers.


Aradace let loose with a piercing trumpet that echoed across the top of that ridge and announced to all that they were coming. 

Then let us embrace that weapon and wield it today! They will pay dearly for taking out fathers from us! She barked out before tensing her powerful legs and thrusting them into the sky above.

KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL
CHAOT


“…Coming around on our port quarter Captain!” The Kavalian sensor operator screamed from his chair.


The Kavalian Captain, a cruel man called Pualli, pulled himself to his feet from where the last crushing hits from the SCIMITAR had smashed against his shields, overloaded them and then the plasma cannons had punched two neat holes in the already weakened hull on his starboard quarter.


Pualli wiped blood from his mouth where he had hit the side of his chair when he was thrown to the deck by the last barrage. “Where did the High Coven ships come from?” He screamed. “How many?”


“At least sixty!” The reply came quickly. “They just appeared and began attacking Captain! Coven fighters are launching from at least seven of the ships!”


“The Union ships aren’t attacking them?” Pualli barked in disbelief.


“No sir! They… it appears as if they are maneuvering together sir!” The man answered him.


“Fuck! They should be attacking the Coven as well!” Pualli snarled. “Give me a damage report!”


“Heavy damage to decks six through nine! Main power has been cut off to the hanger bays and everything below deck twelve! Shields are down to twenty-one percent. The entire starboard weapons grid is offline! Three Union missile hits and four plasma beam strikes! We are leaking plasma gas from intake three and six! Our…”


“Order the HUKUAM to close on our starboard and…”


“The HUMKUM is gone Captain! We are the last Command ship!” The sensor operator shouted.

Pualli came to his feet when he realized he was now in command of the last GREAT SOUL in the system. “The last one!” He gasped in disbelief. “How is that possible? We outnumbered them five to one!” Pualli shook his head to clear his thoughts. “It doesn’t matter now! Order all remaining ships to tighten up and form on us! Our troops are on the ground and we can do no more!”

Several of his officers turned to look at him. “Sir… we’re leaving?” He asked.

“I will not sacrifice this ship and crew!” Pualli spat. “We no longer have the upper hand anymore. Surprise has shifted to the enemy and now it is time to pull our teeth back!”

“We… we will be leaving our troops without support Captain!” The officer spoke. “Contact the…”

“Communications are being jammed Captain!” The COM officer retorted as he frantically tried to work his console. “We can’t contact anyone!”


“What?” Pualli barked. “What do you mean we can’t contact anyone?”


“No contact across the board Captain!” The COM officer announced once more. “I can’t even raise our own fighters! It’s some sort of Hypermorphic Resonation field! I’ve never seen anything like it before! It’s jamming communications and long range sensors! Only short range sensors are operational, and only out to half a million kilometers!”


“Captain Pualli! Captain! Union M5 DEVASTATORS bearing three two one mark six!” The sensor operator screamed. “Coming in on our starboard side! Sonofabitch… I’m reading nine High Coven BLOODWAND Fighter/Bombers right behind them, with TEMPEST fighter cover! Captain they are teaming up!”


“High Coven and Union ships?” Pualli yelled still trying to comprehend that the Union was taking sides with the Coven after what they knew Aikiro had done. “Impossible!”


“They are almost upon us Captain. It is right here in front of us! They have tasted blood and now they are winning!” The man barked.


“Jump!” Pualli barked then. “Jump right now! Use emergency coordinates Beta! Helm emergency Jump coordinates Beta! Engage now!”


 The CHAOT was far more damaged than Pualli and his crew knew. Micro fractures had formed all over the hull in the area where they had taken the most damage. Missiles from the SCIMITAR and the ARIZONA’s main guns had pulverized the starboard aft quarter of his ship badly. They were micro fractures that could not be detected unless done with a multi-thermic imaging sensor and that was not a tool normally used out of a space dock. As the helmsmen began to bring their main engines online and began to sharply turn the CHAOT, he set the catastrophic failure in motion. The CHAOT banked over hard, trying to put as much distance between them and the incoming fighters as they could, though it would not have mattered regardless. Ships the size of the CHAOT do not outrun fighters. In doing so, with the added gravitational stress on the joints and the rising power levels throughout damaged conduits, the Graviton Wave Generator fired by the ARIZONA claimed its first combat casualty, a result that was never intended or thought of.


Four large main power conduits fed the CHAOT’s Tri-Cobalt Main LSD Coil drive. The radical turn and micro fractures in just one of those conduits was near certain death. As power increased in the conduit, the micro fractures became large fractures, and then Tri-Cobalt Matter Gas began to pour from the conduit explosively. Usually a stable ore, when refined into its gaseous state, Tri-Cobalt became very volatile. And most especially when mixed in very heavy concentration with the nitrogen in oxygen. The micro fracture became a crack, and that crack began to spew flames as if from a blowtorch. Most of the senior Kavalian engineering crew that was still alive was attempting to repair damage on the opposite side of the engineering spaces. Only a senior enlisted soldier looked up when he heard the harsh hissing noise of what sounded like flames. His eyes grew wide and the fur on the back of his neck curled inward. He opened his mouth to shout a warning and that is when the conduit blew open completely. 


The flash wave of flame incinerated the closest Kavalians, the heat nearly six thousand degrees. Oxygen was ripped from the air, lungs were seared and skin was melted. Those were the lucky ones. The flames quickly overheated and then melted the three undamaged conduits, and in less than twenty seconds the engineering section of the CHAOT was a firestorm that would not be stopped.

COLONEL STEVEN RANDALL

ARIZONA AIR WING COMMANDER

M7 TEMPEST

CALL SIGN SCAR



“Lined up nicely!” Steven barked as he kept one eye glued to the massive Kavalian ship they were closing on, and one eye on his bank of screens between his legs. “BLACK KNIGHTS in first! Coven BLOODWAND’s right after on the secondary power junctures! We’ll maintain cover in case any JAGUARs decide they want to stick their noses where they don’t belong!”


It had come, as somewhat of a surprise to say the least, when Dysea had contacted him directly to let him know that High Coven warships and fighters would be joining the battle on their side. That surprise didn’t stay with Steven long though. He knew Dysea far better than Miranda and given everything that had happened in the last few hours it stood to reason she would contact only those she knew personally. No matter whom she had contacted first, the moment the Coven ships had lowered their shrouds, their guns and missiles had begun putting a hurting on the Kavalians. Coven TORPEDO and BLOODWANE fighters were soon spilling from the larger High Coven ships and obviously under orders to respond to Union flight leaders. Steven had picked up this group of BLOODWANE Fighter/Bombers almost as quickly as they had launched. Whoever they were, they knew what they were about and they were obviously on the side of the Union for they laid into the Kavalian fleets with undisguised glee. 

The three groups of fighters had already taken out one DIATAGA Attack Cruiser and Steven had guided them towards this GREAT SOUL after watching the SCIMITAR and the ARIZONA pound the shit out of it with their main guns and over a dozen missiles. The two monstrous ships working in concert had been a sight to see, and it had stunned Steven to see Miranda drive their ship as if she was back in her fighter. He should have known though, she was still a fighter pilot at heart and because of its power matrix; the ARIZONA would be able to do many things other ships would not.


The Coven squadrons were obviously made up of only nine planes, and Steven had communicated with the female fighter pilot who was obviously the leader in order to bark instructions. Her voice was soft, but firm and full of confidence as she acknowledged his orders and then directed her own ships in response. They Coven pilots were cool and efficient and it made their small group that much more deadly.


“Oh…oh… she’s peeling away!” Ty’coa echoed from Steven’s right side causing him to look up completely.


“Stay with her KNIGHTS!” Steven barked. “Twenty seconds to range!”


“I got some odd power readings coming from her aft center Steven!” Ty’coa announced.


“Colonel Steven Randall! Pull your people back! Pull them back now!” The female Coven pilot’s voice screamed into the intership COM. “Her LSD Coil is going critical! It will explode at any moment! Pull them back now!”


Steven didn’t hesitate. “KNIGHTS abort! KNIGHTS abort!” He snapped. “Break left and right! Rolling away!”


“With you!” Ty’coa exclaimed.


Like insects scattering when a bright light came on in a dark room, the Union and Coven fighters sent their ships spinning and banking away from the massive GREAT SOUL and kicked in their booster engines to get as far away as possible.


Steven righted his fighter and looked back over his shoulder at the fast retreating bulk of the dreadnought. His keen eyes saw the red glow begin on her ventral axis and grow brighter as each second passed. “Shit! She’s going up!” He barked.


The explosion was spectacular in its makeup. The GREAT SOUL dreadnought blossomed with light almost near the center of its length and it spread outward like a wave along the ship’s entire length in both directions. Nothing was spared and no one would survive the cataclysmic explosion that sent a circular wave of destruction outward for hundreds of kilometers all around it. 


“The ARIZONA and SCIMITAR’s weapons must have done more damage than we first thought.” Ty’coa’s voice echoed in Steven’s helmet.

“I guess so.” Steven spoke. “We…”

“Flagship One to CAG!” The voice erupted in his helmet. “Flagship One to CAG!”

Steven banked his fighter over slightly and looked at the massive bulk of the ARIZONA in the distance. “Scar here! Go Flag One!”

It was Miranda’s voice that came on next and it didn’t sound happy at all. “ARIZONA actual to Scar! Things on the ground are not as good as they are up here Scar! Someone just breached the bunker Dysea was in Steven! She’s off the grid! She’s off the grid Steven!” Steven could easily detect the concern in her voice. “I can’t raise anyone on the ground either! Denali! Lisisa! Not even the Immortal Command Center! Get down there with what you have and provide whatever support you can! And make contact with someone! I’m redirecting our STRIKER ATs there as we speak! They’ll meet you on the ground! Something isn’t right! Get down there and find Dysea!” 

“Rotating now!” Steven barked without thought turning his TEMPEST toward Kranek in the distance. “KNIGHTS on me! KNIGHTS on me! We’re going atmospheric!”

“BLACK KNIGHTS lead confirms! Forming on you Scar!” The voice answered.

“Nothing leaves the planet that isn’t Union!” Miranda snapped over the COM. “Janon is recovering three squadrons to rearm and act as planetary cover! Sa’sur and I will wipe up the Kavalian scum that is left! I’m ordering our fighters to return and prepare for follow on operations! With the Coven ships on our side we can do this quickly! Get down there and find out what the hell is going on! ARIZONA clear!”

Steven pointed his TEMPEST at Kranek and then looked over his shoulder once more, directing his eyes at the nine High Coven BLOODWAND fighters that were still shadowing him and Ty’coa. “What’s your name Coven Lead?” He snapped.

“You are… you are the Union pilot they call Scar?” The voice answered with a touch of admiration that was not there before. “You… you are human!”

“That would be me.” Steven answered. “We need to break off now. Thanks for the assist! It was welcome and you are some fine pilots.”

“We… we were ordered to remain and assist you in whatever you needed done Colonel Randall. That is what we will do.” She replied.

“What’s your name?” Steven asked again turning his head as he saw the BLOODWAND move up on his right side, opposite Ty'coa.

“Senior Commander Ardona Usaro.” She answered.

“Our Queen… our friends are down there and it ain’t going well for them!” Steven spoke. “We are trained for fighting on the ground as well Senior Commander Ardona. I intend to land my pilots and attempt to help!”

“Then we will land together Colonel.” She answered. “We are trained as well.”

Steven blinked several times and then shrugged his broad shoulders. “Fair enough!’ Steven said. “I hope you can keep up! KNIGHTS… let’s get tactical! In we go!”

Twelve Union fighters and nine High Coven fighters rolled once more as a single entity and made for the large planet in their cockpit view windows.

KRANEK

SEVEN KLICKS SOUTH OF IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT

The Kavalian Ground Commander in the southern operation was barreling along the wide valley trail, his eyes large and filled with horror at what he was witnessing. He gripped the sides of his CHAOS Light Lifter, standing in the command hatch as his eyes took in the hundreds of bodies that littered the valley floor. Smoke rose above the trees all around them, many of their bodies still on fire in some manner, and the blackened bodies of his men lay scattered about like rag dolls. The valley floor could easily fit four or five abreast of the Kavalian CHOAS Heavy tank, but the plan did not call for them to land their heavy equipment. Only a few Light CHAOS Command vehicles had been loaded and brought to the surface to supplement the KFI Plasma Artillery batteries, as it was thought the heavier CHAOS MBTs would not be needed. He was a relatively young Kavalian commander, having only fought in three smaller battles with the High Coven at the end of their last conflict. He had never seen destruction and death like what he was witnessing right now. He could see the poorly trained medics trying to attend to the Kavalian biogenic clones with skin that still smoldered, their screams of agony filling the air around him. Many of those who lived were beyond saving he could tell just from looking at them as in most cases their uniforms and even their weapons were melted right to their bodies. He saw what had to be hundreds of blackened corpses littering the valley floor on either side of his CHAOS LCV, many of them burned to an unrecognizable state. He banged on the armor plating of the LCV as they moved slowly forward, all of his combat senses screaming for him to turn around and run. They came to a halt near where two Kavalian medics were trying to save the life of two purebloods. Their fur was burn completely off their bodies revealing nothing but singed and melted skin. He pulled himself out of the hatch and leaped to the ground while his driver pulled himself halfway out of his hatch, his assault rifle out and his eyes weeping the area around them nervously. The sounds of fighting could be heard in the distance, echoing along the valley walls.

The Ground Commander sprinted up to the two medics. “What happened here?” He screamed. “What the fuck is going on? Why are all my men dead?”

One of the Kavalian medics looked up and snarled at him, his normally light blond fur now darkened with soot and blood. “What does it look like?” He barked savagely. “We were attacked by the Union and their infernal dragons! They came out of the sun and did this! There had to be at least two dozen of them!”

“There were supposed to be no dragons here except for the elf Queen’s! Where is the rest of the column?” The Commander barked with a sudden and very real look of fear on his face now. 

“They ran!” The other medic shouted. “They burned hundreds and then landed and began tearing into our men! They ran to get away from them, what do you think?”

The Kavalian General whirled around when the deep trumpeting sound filled the air and echoed along the valley floor. His eyes grew even wider when he saw the two large shapes barreling at them barely a hundred meters from the valley floor. Two gleaming armored shapes with huge wingspans.

“More of them!” The medic shouted scrambling to his feet. “Run! Run!”

The Kavalian General had never fought dragons. He’d never even seen them before this very day, and the inbred fear inside all Kavalians for these beasts gripped him in its death hold, freezing his boots to the blood stained and burned ground. Not a single Kavalian scientist could ever determine why this fear could freeze a hardened warrior in his tracks, and they had been working for years in trying to discover a way to get rid of this gene somehow. They did not know they were looking in all the wrong places for their answers, turning to medical science and even guesswork, when all they had to do was take the example set by the two pureblood Kavalian daughters of the Prefect who had discovered their fear was a natural thing. It was a natural thing that could be overcome as easily as being close to a dragon, riding a dragon, or being able to communicate with one of the magnificent beasts within Mindvoice.

It was a clue the Kavalian General would never read about or experience.

Vincix let out a bellow of rage and unleashed a powerful stream of flame at the man, as he landed not a hundred meters away. The Kavalian General felt a moment of pure excruciating pain and then the three thousand degree flame melted every information receptor in his brain. As Malic leaped from his saddle extending his Nehtes, Nyla and Arydun landed in front of the CHAOS LCV. No one would ever know how it happened, for it would never be seen by any living Kavalians, but the driver of the LCV slammed his hand down on the control panel of the LCV accidentally, hitting the accelerator as he reached for his weapon in terror. The CHAOS LCV exploded forward just as Arydun began to open her jaws to unleash a jet of flame. The CHAOS LCV slammed into her head and she bellowed in pain as the LCV, all ten tons of it continued forward, knocking her body to the side and riding up over her side as she fell. Nyla screamed out as she fell with Arydun, the dragon armor leg braces keeping her pinned in the saddle. 

Malic’s helmeted head whirled at Nyla’s scream and his eyes went wide as he saw the LCV drive up over the top of Arydun’s body as she trumpeted in pain. The wonderful Dragon Armor was a blessing and a curse at this moment. The leg braces kept Nyla securely in the saddle, preventing her from leaping clear even as the left side of the LCV came within a hair’s breath of crushing her chest. It just so happened that as Arydun fell, her bulk shifted the LCV just enough to cause the ground vehicle to slid away from her armored body, unable to keep traction on the gleaming armor, and it’s hover jets igniting and attempting to right the craft. As it was, both of Nyla’s legs were broken as the LCV’s weight snapped one and Arydun’s body weight broke the other as she fell, though the dragon armor also served to keep her legs from being crushed completely. Both Arydun and Nyla bellowed in pain as four of Arydun’s large ribs and part of her forward wing were also snapped before the LCV rolled completely off to the side.

“Nyla!” Malic screamed out as he bolted for where Arydun flailed on the ground, trying to regain her footing.

Vincix also turned and saw this and a deep rage filled him as he stepped right up to the LCV and cut loose with another flame jet that essentially turned the LCV into a cooking pyre. The metal heated up to over three thousand degrees instantly as flames ripped through the entire vehicle and cooked the Kavalian driver squirming in pain and screaming out his last sounds until his lungs were seared shut. Malic skidded to a halt next to Nyla as Arydun finally got her talons under her and began to right herself. The dragon Armor braces released Nyla then and she fell to the ground, her face a mask of pain as she tore off her helmet.

“Vith! Vith! Vith!” Nyla screamed as she tried to drag herself away from Arydun, her face twisted in a mask of pain. 

Malic skidded to a halt next to her tearing off his helmet as well. “Nyla!”

“My legs!” She snapped. “My legs are broken Malic!”

Malic could tell that easily by the off angle they were at. He gripped her upper body tightly, slapping his hand down on her wrist and deactivating her armor. She cried out as the Dragon Armor receded into its casings, forcing her legs to straighten and causing her hands to grip his arms painfully. Malic’s eyes grew wider when he saw the bone of her thigh had torn almost out of the skin.

Nyla! Arydun cried in Mindvoice. Nyla my sister!
Arydun! Vincix exclaimed moving up next to her after insuring that nothing lived near them.

My ribs are broken! Arydun spoke, leaning to her left side heavily as Vincix came up beside her and allowed her to lean against him easing the pain somewhat. My wing as well! Nyla!

“It… it hurts Malic!” Nyla gasped as she gripped him tighter.

Malic looked around them and saw that the small container of cloned blood she always carried was smashed. “Nyla… you need to take my blood!” He snapped. “You need to heal your legs!”

Nyla shook her head. “Ussta Che… she…” 

“Eliani is at the settlement! It is under attack!” Malic screamed. “She will not get here in time before you go into shock! I don’t have the medical training to fix you! Nyla you have a compound fracture of your leg!” He pulled her tighter to him. “I can not lose you Nyla!” He barked out. “I will not lose YOU!” 

Nyla’s green eyes went wide as she looked at him. The strength of his words was easy enough to detect and it stunned her. He stared at her with those deep blue eyes unashamed of what he had just professed to her and she felt her heart ache at his words. “Mal… Malic?” She gasped.

“Take my blood Nyla!” He snapped once more. “Do it now!” He said pulling her head closer to his neck as his own armor began to retract. “If you love me you will do it!”

Nyla blinked several times as the enormity of what he was saying hit her. It was never a question in her mind of whether she loved him, from the moment Eliani had pointed him out to her, she had loved him with all that she was and it was not because she and Eliani were bonded so closely. This was a different feeling and it had been growing ever since their first night together. “Malic… we…”

“Damn you woman! You will die if you don’t!” Malic barked. “Do it! We will deal with the repercussions later Nyla!”

  Nyla stared at him for only a few more seconds before lifting her head, extending her vampiric fangs and sinking them deeply into his neck. She felt his arms close tighter around her as his blood flooded her mouth, the pain wracking her body as her wounds knit back together and the tears flooding her eyes at what this would mean to all of them. Her eyes grew wide then as memories and emotions swept through her, and she not only saw the unfettered clarity of his love for her, but she felt it as well. He loved Eliani yes, but he loved her more. Nyla should have pulled away then, she should have stopped, but the totality of his emotion was like a wave that swept her up and she relished in the warmth it sent through her. She pulled him tighter by his broad shoulders and sank her fangs into his flesh deeper, closing her eyes in bliss even though the pain was almost unbearable as her wounds knit back together. 

Yes… there would be repercussions of course… but at this moment Nyla did not care about that.

Vincix tore his eyes away from them and looked skyward. The teacher in him allowed him to be calm in the midst of the storm and he reached out within Mindvoice. Denali… Nyla has been seriously injured… as has Arydun! We need a STRIKER to pick us up!
Deni’s concerned voice replied instantly. Is she…
She will survive but we are out of this fight for the moment! Can you…

I’ll order Arrarn to send a ship immediately! Denali answered. We have… my mother has dropped off the normal COMs Vincix! We are proceeding to the settlement! We have vampires from the High Coven who are assisting us! I don’t know who they are or where they came from but they are not friends of Aikiro or the Kavalians! I’ll… I’ll make sure Arrarn gets the ship to you!

Inform Lisisa that the southern route is littered with Kavalian dead! She must keep the pressure on! Vincix reported. When Nyla and Arydun are safe we will continue our sweep for any who may have survived!

Understood! Denali answered. We are almost to the settlement Vincix. I must go!

Go with the gods Denali! Vincix echoed. Go with the gods!

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT

SOUTHERN APPROACH

1.2 KILOMETERS FROM SETTLEMENT WALL


It was reminiscent of several battles she had fought during the Evolli war beside her brothers and father, but the Kavalians were much sturdier opponents. The crush of bodies, the screams of the wounded and dying, it filled all of her many vampire/wolf senses. It wasn’t until the man she called father had rescued her from that life that Lisisa Leonidas had embraced the totality of what she was. Even through it all, sharing in every moment of his life after that day, watching Androcles grow and giving her the name Lisi because he could not fully speak her name as a child. It was a name that stuck and a name she now treasured. Twenty-six years she had shared in the warmth and love of her family, never really doubting who she was. The first moment Denali had professed his love for her, Lisisa knew she was complete. She had fought her feelings at first yes, but after so many years of not knowing whether she would ever find love, she truly did not have the strength to fight for very long when love walked right up to her and slapped her silly. She surrendered to what her mind and heart screamed for her to accept in what she could have with Denali, and Lisisa had not looked back since. Three years they hid their love for each other, three years Andro protected them and they did not even realize he knew. When they finally announced it to everyone, they found nothing but acceptance and joy for what they had found together. It was a testament to him and how he and her mothers had raised all of them. Never fear the unknown.


Now he was gone.


It had not fully settled within her mind that he was gone. Part of her believed he could not die; that he was too powerful for fools like the Kavalians to kill no matter how skilled they were at inflicting death. Seeing her mothers react as they did however, that is what made it all so very real. As the minutes and hours passed and this moment approached, her anger only grew. The anger of Denali and Jeth and Aradace. They were among the strongest within their family after Andro and Elynth, sons and daughters to Torma, sons and daughters to Martin Leonidas. She could feel the cold calculating anger surging through her beloved Denali. She could feel it coursing through her Bonded Brother Jeth, and she most certainly could feel it rippling through her. This day Lisisa Leonidas allowed that anger and rage and hate to come out. This day she left nothing hidden behind powerful Mindvoice shields. This day… the four of them would take whatever revenge they could before death took them into its embrace.


Lisisa Leonidas had been very forthright in her approach this day. She had led the Coven riders down low into this valley after spotting the Kavalian columns of troops far below. Their ability to not be detected on any sort of sensors when they flew was a gift this day and Lisisa would use every gift she could take. They swept in out of the sun and fell upon the rear of the Kavalian troops with unabashed hatred and rage. One pass along the long lines of fast marching Kavalian biogenic clone troops was all it took to remove nearly two thousand of them from the equation instantly. They came in low, Jeth the first one through, his superheated blowtorch like breath scorching the very ground beneath him, and any Kavalian in the path of that incinerating breath. One after the other they swooped down, adding their own jets of flame to the screaming Kavalian troops in that languorous pass along the bottom floor of the valley. All of them knew they were too low for T19 missiles to be of any use and this added to the time they loitered over the valley. They would not know it until much later, but the Kavalians had a limited supply of T19s on this mission for they did not predict the Coven dragons would be here. Those T19 missiles were destroyed in the first thirty seconds when the DEATHMANE met her demise. As the front ranks of Kavalian troops turned to watch the carnage from three kilometers ahead of where the dragons were attacking, many panicked and broke into runs in the opposite direction. Many of those in the front columns would survive, but nearly eight thousand of the brethren would not.


When Lisisa and the Coven riders descended into the ranks of the Kavalian troops the second time, it was going to be hand-to-hand, and unbelievably it was a complete rout. The very inbred fear of dragons had been passed to the biogenic clones through the cloning process, and this fear came out now as twenty-one beasts dropped out of the sky into their ranks and began to kill everything. The biogenic clones were different than their pureblood officers in that most of them had no hair covering their bodies. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway as talons and teeth, swords and projectile weapons; none of them discriminated in the least. Blood flew; limbs were severed, heads blown apart. Many different colored furs sailed through the air to mix with the thickening blood on the ground until it was so slick it was as if they were splashing through water. The future of these Coven riders hinged on them helping to stop these Kavalians from destroying an Immortal settlement led by a man many thought dead. They all knew this to be the most important day of their lives. All of the training they had received in the last months came rushing to the forefront now, every hour studying the many books, the blood they had spilled during training. The bruises and scrapes were too numerous to count, but now they knew what Androcles Leonidas was pushing them towards. Now they knew what he had forged them into. Staring out from behind the helmets of their Dragon Armor, their weapons and swords and knives and talons and teeth killing Kavalians at every turn, the Coven Riders all knew their transformation was complete. They had found where they belonged, they had found where they fit in, and they would now die to preserve that at all costs.


All because one young Lycavorian Prince who was supposed to be their enemy had trusted and believed in them. Believed in them even after what many of them viewed as the vilest crime they had ever been witness to was exacted upon his sister by the women who many of them at one point had looked up too.

The Kavalian troops tried to fight. Indeed many of them knew if they wanted to survive this day they needed to fight. Even as they turned and ran, they fired their weapons back, to no avail. Against the psychic shields of Bonded Pairs who were filled with unfettered rage, they may as well have been shooting blanks. Yes… they turned and fought. And they died. In droves they died. Lisisa and Jeth held nothing back, letting all their years together come bubbling forth now. There was a reason that the dragon Elder Council allowed Jeth and Tharua to mate even though they were still so young. That reason came forth now as Jeth called upon all his father and Martin had taught him and Lisisa. Behind only his father and grandmother Arzoal, Jeth was the largest dragon among their species. Behind only his father and sister Elynth, Jeth was considered the strongest in both physical stature and his Mindvoice abilities. He unleashed it all this day; he embraced what he could do with glee. Every sweep of his massive wings shattered bone and sent bodies sailing. Every tremendous swipe of his talons and blood would fountain into the sky. He lifted whole groups of Kavalian troops into the air with his Mindvoice TK power, smashing them back into the earth with cruel power. His Dragon Armor was already stained heavily with blood, and still he did not stop. Like his sister and Andro, he and Lisisa had trained together for years, and they were a perfect combination of whirling and devastating death.


And as it would come to be, Lisisa Leonidas whirled to look upon her Bonded Brother and suddenly there were no more Kavalians to kill. Her own armor was saturated in blood, her Nehtes dripping with the blood of many, her Shi Viska humming on her arm like a living thing waiting to be launched again to claim another life. As her cobalt blue vampire eyes returned to their normal forest green color Lisisa’s head whipped back and forth as she saw the riders who had followed her discovering the same thing. Her keen wolf/vampire eyes detected dozens, probably hundreds of Kavalians fleeing into the timber of the mountains all around them and as her eyes fell back to the scene around her, Lisisa suddenly fully understood the horror of what Androcles and her father had experienced not so long ago at a place called Alba Tau. Jeth’s wide golden eyes twisted and turned, snarling as he looked for new targets to kill, but like his Bonded Sister he found none. What he did find was death. Death on a scale his young eyes had never seen before. They had fought and killed during the Evolli War, all but the youngest Leonidas children had. What they had experienced then paled in comparison to what they saw now. Kavalian corpses were heaped upon each other, lining the valley floor as far as the eye could see and staining the rich green grass crimson with blood.


And as it was… it had become deathly quiet.


Lisisa kept turning her head, her eyes wide as she looked in every direction. No matter what direction she looked, the scene was the same. Hundreds of dead Kavalians littered the ground around her. It took only an instant for her to fully comprehend the nightmares that her brother spoke of having now. This is what he would see staring back at him from another time and place.


“Jeth!” Lisisa barked.


There are… there are no more. Jeth answered causing Lisisa to turn and look at him. She could not remember how long they had been on the ground. She didn’t even remember landing. Lisisa turned as several of the Coven riders sprinted up to where she stood, among them the senior enlisted man in the group. Narice had told her she could trust this man for he had been the one to keep his grip on reality and coach the others at night. His dark red Firespitter stepped over several piles of bodies and came up behind him. Lisisa looked at him and saw the grizzled face of an older vampire. A man nearing a thousand years of life perhaps, and even his face was ghostly white and pale at what he was seeing.


“Princess… they are running into the timber all around us.” He told her feeling foolish at stating the obvious.


“Do we pursue them?” Another Coven rider gasped as she came up.


Lisisa shook her head quickly. “No.” she stated. “We would lose the advantage we have if we did.”


“They fled with terror in their eyes.” The senior Coven rider said.


Lisisa looked at him. “What is your name?” She asked.


“Juseb Princess.” He spoke. “I am…”


Lisisa held up her hand as she felt the tremors in Mindvoice. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to block the rage Denali felt. She could almost feel the racing of his heart; almost see as he swung his Nehtes upon a Kavalian. She could also see the explosions of dirt and ground all around him and the others.


“Denali and Narice are fully engaged!” Lisisa spoke opening her eyes. “We must go to them now! The attack from the Northwest was the main attack!”


“Princess… how… how do you know?” Juseb asked.


“I can… I can see with his eyes!” Lisisa gasped out. “The Kavalians have broken through the north edge of the settlement wall. They are massing troops to surge through! Their mortars and heavy weapons are covering for them.”


Juseb turned back to face the other riders as they moved closer to where her stood. “Mount your brothers and sisters!” He bellowed. “Our work is not done!” He turned back to Lisisa. “Lead us Princess Lisisa! Lead us and we shall follow!”



Lisisa turned and used her Mindvoice power to propel her five foot three frame up onto Jeth’s back and into the saddle. “Then we go now!”


As the last of twenty-one dragons took to the skies of Kranek they left a valley littered with Kavalian corpses. It would be weeks before the final tally was made, but they left behind a smoking ruin that day. Trees that still burned, grass that was blackened by fire and soot. Dirt that soaked up Kavalian blood on an unprecedented scale. 


They also left behind seven thousand dead Kavalians and had effectively broken the back of the planned southern attack force. The surviving Kavalian biogenic clones would spend the next several weeks surrendering to whoever would accept them, outside of a Lycavorian or vampire with a dragon beside them.

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT


Seven thousand four hundred and nineteen years of life he had and for all of that time with the exception of the last twenty-six years he had considered those he fought with now enemies. 


As Cha'talla ducked his head at the whistle of another plasma mortar he could do nothing but shake his head and wonder why. He stood behind several layers of steel and concrete in the heavy weapons bunker, the 30mm Kinetic Cannon hammering out death with every burst. One of the amazing gifts given to him and his tribe by Androcles Leonidas without as much as a question. Twenty of these cannons circled the walls of the settlement now, and along with the six older but no less effective 200mm turret based ground batteries his home had become so much safer than it was before. Four months ago they would never have been able to withstand such an assault. In that four months, everything he had ever believed was proven wrong, and everything he had ever hoped for the future became his for the taking. That sunny day Normya Leonidas walked into their lives would be the day that Cha'talla remembered for the rest of his years, however many he had left. As he watched the battle in front of him unfold he witnessed acts of bravery and heroics that smashed aside all the preconceived and fabricated lies he and his people had been told for so long by Veldruk and so many others.


The Lycavorians would consider his people beneath them. They were no better than the ruling vampire socialites who looked down on his people. They could never be trusted to stand and fight. Cha'talla should have known back then that they were all lies. He should have known the first day they stood across that barren stretch of land by the sea and saw the crimson clad Spartans standing at the mouth of that great canyon pass. He had been watching from a ridge beside Xerxes above the Hot Gates when the voice of Martin Leonidas’s father echoed along the walls to come and take their weapons. He had watched for hours as wave after wave of their troops had gone crashing against the Spartan Phalanx and he had watched them die. He had watched Xerxes grow angrier at each passing hour. Cha'talla knew then that Veldruk’s oldest son was an arrogant ass. If he had been smart, Cha'talla would have turned away then and been a voice among his people that it was time to end their servitude to the High Coven. Three hundred Spartans and some two thousand others slaughtered nearly thirty thousand of Xerxes’s best troops in the first two days, among them five thousand of his fellow Immortals. And still they held the Hot Gates. It had ended up being a victory for Xerxes, but at a cost that not even his father could abide and his death was faked and he was pulled off Earth to be replaced by Yuri.


Cha'talla should have taken that as a sign. Instead… for the next three thousand plus years his people fought against the Lycavorians, and for the most part they died. There was never any major battle that they could claim as an outright victory. The Lycavorians were warriors unparalleled in his memory. Leaving Earth behind he wondered if the death of their King would cause them to lose faith and hope. He had been wrong… as had so many High Coven scholars. When he returned to Earth some twenty-seven years ago and discovered the son of the man they had killed so long ago was the upstart who was causing the unrest on Earth, Cha'talla should have known then that the end was near. 


He had taken his adopted daughter, the son of his hated brother and Yuri Cha’talla now knew. He had taken her in the hopes of using her superior DNA to somehow improve the lives of his people by making them more pleasing to the eye. Her combined wolf and vampire DNA was the perfect mix for them to base their experiments off. Cha'talla had never intended to hurt the young woman, and known only to him, once they had what they needed from her he was going to release her within Union space to find her way. Veldruk’s fool actions and than Aikiro’s made that impossible. He had thought Moran someone he could trust, but that quickly proved false. Had he been able to speak with Yuri away from the others, talked to her at length, Cha'talla believed he could have found an ally. He knew Yuri from before she went to Earth, and the Yuri he knew back then was untainted by her father’s lust for more power, Xerxes rape of her or finally her mother’s twisted teachings. And then Veldruk attempted to kill him. And he almost succeeded. Cha'talla would have died that day on the lakefront had Esther not found him and given him the one thing he never thought he would have. She gave him hope.


The moment Cha'talla took Esther as his Blessed Wife; he knew he was on the path to the future and redemption. That his tribe would follow him was never in question, it was just the Akruxian way. He was the remaining senior Elder of their tribe, and his word was like gospel. In the last two plus decades he had gotten them away from such old thinking but he knew the final word on everything rested with him, and the Ruling Immortal Council, elves and Akruxian both would never go against his wishes. Cha'talla had worked toward one goal all of this time, and it stemmed from the respect and honor showed to his brother T'lolt on that fateful day on Lycavore. Martin Leonidas had his brother’s life in his hands, and instead of killing him he saved him and honored his dead sons by not allowing animals to feed on their remains. It converted T'lolt that very day, what Martin had done, and within weeks of coming here it had converted Cha'talla. Now he would never have the chance to thank the man in person for returning that spark to him. He would never have the opportunity to thank him for his goddess of a daughter who loved his first-born son with every waking step she took. Even after their ceremony, Cha'talla could hear the older Akruxian woman of his tribe speaking of Normya’s beauty and how she gazed at Tir'ut with unabashed adoration. An adoration they said, an adoration that came from deep within her heart.


Seeing what he had this day brought it all home for Cha'talla. He knew there were probably dozens more, but with his own eyes he had seen Lycavorians risk injury and death to go to the aide of an injured or fallen Immortal. These were men and women from Dysea’s ship that had now lived and worked among them for as long as she had been here. There was no hesitation in their actions, and Cha'talla witnessed his people doing the same thing. Whatever had brought them all together, what was happening now was binding them together in a way nothing ever could. Cha'talla suddenly realized that Androcles knew this would happen. He knew that the first step had to be taken and he had taken it without question, following the example his first elven mother and younger sister had already set on a smaller scale.


Dysea Leonidas.


A woman he had once professed to Moran on that field he would like to have in his bed and under him. Until their world and their battle had been blown apart that day. An elven female who walked out of her STRIKER that first day showing no fear, and accepted Cha'talla and his people from the very first moment. An Elven/Lycavorian Queen who believed deeply in fate and faith in the gods. A supremely intelligent woman, and like his Blessed Wife Esther, a woman of unmatched beauty. As she grew more comfortable here, she would often be found mingling with the older Akruxian woman, many of them six or seven times her age. They would be drinking tea or wine and discussing the past and the future. Dysea Leonidas had made fast friends with those older women, learning the Akruxian ways and tradition and culture that they had almost forgotten. It was Dysea who had trusted and accepted them without doubt or worry, and for that trust Cha'talla would forever be in her debt and consider her a dear friend. He felt great pain for her loss and Cha'talla knew that wherever the future led them, it would be in the shadow of the Lycavorian Union. More so than any other species he knew of in the universe, the Lycavorians held honor and duty and love so very close to their hearts. It was a similar path that his people had once followed and would follow again in the future if he had any say in the matter.


The plasma mortar landing a hundred meters away shook Cha'talla back to the present and he gripped his SA80 tighter.


“They are finding their range now!” Cha'talla shouted to his young aide over the din of the 30mm turret. “We must…”


The bulk of the turret saved their lives as the plasma mortar landed directly outside their bunkered position and brought the entire bunker wall crashing inward. Cha'talla rolled to the ground, pulling his aide with him as the pieces of concrete and metal that would have crushed them lodged securely against the now useless hulk of the destroyed turret. Dust and dirt filled the interior of the turret and Cha'talla could just make out the crushed remains of the combined Lycavorian/Akruxian crew of two crushed beneath the many hundreds of pounds.


“Get out!” Cha’talla screamed above the whine of P190s and SA80 assault rifles. He shoved his aide toward the flickering daylight sun, now partially obscured by dirt and dust from the destroyed turret. Cha'talla nearly threw the young Immortal out of the opening and then followed him out, his body rolling painfully over the shattered remains of the bunker’s wall and top which had partially caved in behind the bunker.


His first glance was towards the wall and his eyes grew wider as he saw a large ten meter wide hole in the twelve meter high wall, both Immortal and Lycavorian bodies strewn across the area.


“Vith! The wall is breached! The wall is breached!” Cha'talla screamed into his implant, tapping his finger against his jaw madly.


Cha'talla heard them then and his head snapped up as half a dozen huge shadows passed over the top of them. The trumpeting of dragons could not be mistaken for anything else and Cha'talla scrambled to his feet as he saw and heard what sounded like large blowtorches, followed quickly by the screams of men and the increase in weapons fire.


“T'lolt! T'lolt!” Cha'talla screamed into his implant as he began running to the wall followed quickly by several dozen of his people and the elven engineers who had worked on his ships.


“Cha'talla! You should see this brother!” T'lolt’s voice echoed in his COM over the nearby sounds of weapons and dragon no doubt. “It is a sight to behold! The Kavalians are running Cha'talla! They are actually running away in terror! Princess Narice and Denali Leonidas just dropped on their main ranks from out of the sky! They are killing them by the dozens!”


“T'lolt… the wall is breached!” Cha’talla screamed. “Northwest… sector three! Ten meters wide! Can you shift anyone to cover?”  


“I will try!” T'lolt replied instantly. “We must cross the killing ground to reach you brother! We are coming!”


Several explosions brought Cha'talla’s head up again and he saw several Union fighters come screaming over the top of the settlement, leaving blazing trees in their wake. He watched the ground heave up in the distance and the treeline that hid the mortars that were pounding them suddenly became hotter than the pits of whatever hell the Kavalian dogs believed in.


“Union fighters!” His aide screamed from next to him.


“I can see that!” Cha'talla barked. “Dysea… can you direct the fighters now!” Cha'talla waited for a moment before turning his head back towards where the Immortal Command Center was set up in the center of the large settlement. “Dysea respond!” He barked out. “Dysea come in!”


The silence was ominous and then Cha'talla saw the smoke rising from the center of the settlement. “Cha'talla to all Wall Command posts! Has the perimeter been broken anywhere? Have you been infiltrated?”


“Post Three negative!”


“Post Two negative! Do you need assistance?”


“Post four is clear! The last patrol came in eight minutes ago!”


“Post five is clear! No breaches!”

Cha'talla turned his head to the southeast corner, not actually seeing the large bunker that sat atop the wall. “Post Four what patrol?” He barked. “We had no patrols out! Everyone was pulled in to prepare defenses!”


“Lieutenant T’con! He brought his squad in thirteen minutes ago!” The reply came.


“Lieutenant T’con is manning the outer…” Cha'talla was screaming as he spoke but the rise of hundreds of voices caused him to cut his eyes to the now shattered wall. He saw weapons fire impacting the edges of the newly opened breach and the elven engineers using their elf speed to dive for cover, several of them not in time as projectiles punched into their bodies, including the female engineer who had treated him so respectfully.


“NO! NO! NO!” Cha'talla bellowed as he brought up his SA80 and held back the trigger as he began sprinting towards the opening.

VHC SCYTHE-CLASS LR INTERCEPTOR/BOMBER


“…is vithin stupid!” Normya spat. “We should be on the ground helping my family fight!”


Cirith turned her helmeted head and looked at her from the pilot’s seat of the supremely advanced High Coven SYCTHE-Class Long Range Interceptor/Bomber. “Your mother did not agree Normya Leonidas.” She stated as calmly as she could. “When my father spoke with her directly he told her of the ships we detected. I was already launched and she agreed they needed to be investigated. I was already equipped to discover what it was they are doing and I landed and picked you and your escort up.”


“We should be down there with them!” Normya hissed. 


“Behind only your mother Queen For'mya you are considered the finest pilot in the Union from what I understand.” Cirith answered. “I am an adequate pilot, but not in the same league as you.”


“Arrarn is better than me.” Normya spat but less forcefully.


“Be that as it may be… there is a reason these High Coven ships are not involved with the attack on Kranek.” Cirith stated. “And I doubt very much they are friendly as they have not revealed themselves as we have.”


“Aikiro’s people?” Normya asked looking at her.


“That is a possibility yes.” Cirith answered her evenly. “To be honest… we don’t really know anything since the jamming you have initiated within the system prevents even our ships from using sensors beyond half a million kilometers.”


“I hope so!” Normya snapped harshly. “For what they did to my sister I will gladly kill them!”


Cirith glanced at her once more. “Just so that desire does not translate to all vampires, for we are not all the same.” She stated calmly though her voice quivered just a touch.


Normya met her eyes. “That’s not something you need to explain to me.” She snapped. “One of my mothers and three of my sisters are vampire or part vampire!” 

Cirith had never been around Lycavorians; she had never even met one to be honest. And even though she had some Lycavorian blood within her, as a whole they frightened her to some extent. She had not been lying to Micardo when she told him she had studied the Lycavorian people and the Leonidas family far more than he had. Probably far more than any intelligence operative within the High Coven. She felt like she knew most of them deeply. The Venorik Elghinn were militant supporters of Aikiro and this blinded them in many ways, but they were an excellent source of information gatherers, and Cirith had used her position within their ranks to discover all that she could. She did not know the full story behind her father’s history, as her father had never felt the need to give her all the pieces of the puzzle. He had never lied to her, but he had also never told her the complete history of his youth and background and how he had passed this Lycavorian DNA to her. He would tell her one-day she knew, and she was content and trusted and loved her father enough to be patient and let him reveal it of his own accord. Cirith knew it was the reason Aikiro had wanted her dead once she discovered what blood flowed in her father’s veins. Her father also knew exactly what her skills were, and he was unafraid to allow her to use them, hence why he approved this mission to begin with.

Cirith did know that Lycavorians were a passionate race, and once riled in a manner like Normya Leonidas was now acting, even with her elven blood, they were rarely ever soothed without some sort of action. She did not blame her really, having her sister raped and brutalized, her father killed and now her entire family under assault by the Kavalian dogs. All this in just the last few weeks, it was a wonder she could even function properly given what was going on. It was only another example of the fortitude that the Lycavorians had as a people and what their now dead father had instilled in his children when it came to duty and honor.


The SCYTHE-Class was the epitome of High Coven technology in everyway. A superior Long Range Interceptor with the speed and capacity of a fighter and a bomber put together. It was equipped with advanced sensors and weapons, as well as the finest Shroud generators the Venorik Elghinn could design, and she was meant for deep penetration raids into Kavalians territory in order to severe supply lines and cause untold havoc. They had been brought into production when the Vampire High Coven had seen the success the Union M5 DEVASTATOR had during the Evolli War in disrupting supply lines and basically giving the amphibian species fits. Unlike the DEVASTATOR, when stripped of their interior weapons pods as this one now was, the SCYTHE could carry a fully loaded team of five Venorik Elghinn Commandos. Cirith’s normal co-pilot now occupied the Flight Engineering station behind her seat and to the right. You could turn and look into the rear of the ship and see where the five pureblood Venorik Elghinn commandos and Tir'ut now sat quietly across from each other, but packed rather tightly due to Tir'ut’s size.


Normya looked at her from under her own helmet, and for a moment Cirith saw death in those emerald green eyes. The look vanished quickly, but she had seen it. “No you are not all the same.” Normya spoke. “But Tir'ut and I don’t know you and when push comes to shove… all of you will lose.”


“Brave words Normya Leonidas.” Cirith spoke.


Normya nodded confidently. “Maybe. But truthful.”


Cirith saw the set of her jaw and came to the determination that Normya Leonidas was far more deadly than her elven appearance gave to others. Another glance into the back at the Immortal who had come with her also lent credence to this fact. The Immortal wore the uniform of a Lycavorian, Mark IV ArmorPly and the helmet that covered his features except for his eyes and lips. He carried the Immortal Sword that all Immortals wore after coming of age, and his hands rested comfortably on the Spartan P190A3. His keen dark eyes never left the faces of the Commandos across from him. The beeping caught her attention once more and she turned back to her controls. A quick glance told her what she wanted to know.


“We’re approaching their Shroud perimeter!” She announced as she began to adjust her controls.


“Can you tell how many ships are out here?” Normya asked.


“We detected seven from outside the system, but with the exotic jamming you are using, only short range sensors work now.” Cirith answered her as she adjusted her controls. “This is the ship that was beaming transmissions to the surface. It is a BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought… but we do not know who is in control of it.”


“This can’t be good either way you look at it.” Normya said.

“No… I agree.” Cirith said.

“Not your people?” Normya asked.


Cirith shook her head immediately. “The Venorik Elghinn branch that follows my father dealt mainly with Intelligence gathering… and assassination.” Cirith saw Normya’s eyes grow a little wider. “It is and was a distasteful position to be in Normya Leonidas… but considering the makeup of the High Coven… very useful. It allowed my father to keep his activities well away from the scrutiny of others, protect me, and build his own base of power until this moment was upon us.”


“What moment is that?” Normya asked.


Cirith met her eyes. “Given what is happening I suppose there would be no reason to keep it from you.” She said calmly. “My father and I, those who follow him, we were coming to Kranek to ask for political asylum. We discovered through sources that your mother had found Cha'talla, a man we have been looking for ourselves. For quite some time. We have over a hundred ships and nearly three million followers spread out through the High Coven, some in high places, some not. We wanted to break with Aikiro’s oppressive rule and the way she was conducting the war with the Kavalians. Many of us believed the way she and Admiral Moran were proceeding; we believed that the High Coven would be no more within a decade. They would have ground us and everyone else into dust in their drive for more power.”


“Did you know about what she was planning?” Normya asked plainly. “About my sister, the attack on Dragon Mountain?”


Cirith knew what that question was being used to gauge and fortunately for her she could honestly give the correct answer. As could her father. They were both taken completely off guard by Aikiro’s actions on Earth. Cirith feared what any other answer would elicit. “No… we did not.” She spoke with a shake of her head. “And I know your wolf senses would be able to detect a lie from me Normya Leonidas.”


“There are those who can mask the adrenalin dump into their blood when they lie.” Normya said. 


Cirith nodded. “Yes… I’m sure there are. I am not one of them however, because I too have Lycavorian blood within me, though I do not know how to use the skills it gives me as you do.” 

“Why were you looking for Cha'talla?” Normya asked. “To kill him?”

Cirith looked at her with wide dark eyes. “Kill him? Zeklet'tau no! Whether he knows it or not Cha'talla is still revered among his people. Among the Immortals. No matter how many times Aikiro cursed his name or how many books she wiped his name from; she could not kill the man. Many Immortals believe he is still alive; many do not but they still have hope. We had hoped that we could convince him to get his people to renounce the High Coven. To leave them and take away a base of long standing power from them. Contrary to what you and your people may or may not believe Normya, there are pureblood females that have followed in Esther Suira’s path and entered into relationships with Immortals. We know of them… it is a secret that only my father and I know of. And we know what Cha'talla was trying to do when Veldruk tried to kill him. This movement… it is among the younger generations mainly… they look up to Cha'talla and Esther as a sign.” (Heavens)

“A sign of what?” Normya asked.

“What the future could hold for all of us.” Cirith answered. “Mysteries, Memories and Myth.”

The beeping sounded again and she looked up out the view window. “We will penetrate their Shroud in fifteen seconds. Reducing power to one quarter.” She spoke.


“They won’t see us?” Normya asked after a moment of staring at her.


Cirith shook her head with a small smile on her beautiful features. “Fortunately for us, the Shrouds on my ship are much more advanced than theirs. They will not see us.” 


It happened slowly, but Normya had experienced it before and knew what to expect. They went from millions of stars all around them outside the Shroud, to something that was completely void of light except for the massive ship in front of them. As with Union ships, the Shroud encompassed an area probably a kilometer all around the ship and as they fully entered the sphere of the Dreadnought’s Shroud field Normya’s emerald green eyes immediately saw the second ship and grew wider.


“Tir'ut!” She gasped out.


The Venorik Commandos had seen many things in their lives since most of them were over a thousand years of age, yet none of them had ever seen an Immortal blur in motion and all of them bolted to their feet reaching for weapons.


“Lady Cirith!” The most senior barked out instantly even as Tir'ut stopped his motion blurring directly behind Normya’s chair.


Cirith’s head turned at the voice of her soldier and her eyes sprang open as she watched Tir'ut appear behind Normya’s chair. She twisted in her chair stupefied and terrified at the same time. “A jal nindel zhah orthae!” Cirith gasped out. (By all that is holy)


“Il kal'daka darthirii… what is wrong?” Tir'ut hissed.


Normya pointed out the view window, Tir'ut’s eyes following her motion and he snarled viciously. “Does that ship look familiar to you ussta m'ranndii?” Normya asked causing Cirith’s eyes to grow even wider.
(My husband)


“Indeed it does.” Tir'ut answered harshly.


“You… you blurred!” Cirith gasped looking at him. “How…”


Normya grinned. “Take your helmet off Tir'ut.” She stated. “I believe we can trust them.”


Tir'ut looked at her. Are you sure il kal'daka darthirii? He asked within Mindvoice.


Normya nodded. No… but we planned for this as well didn’t we?


Tir'ut nodded. We did. And it is done. 


Cirith knew immediately they were speaking within Mindvoice for she could detect the tremors of their conversation. While she was among the strongest Mindvoicers in the High Coven, she had only achieved the skills she had outside the tutelage of the High Coven Adepts and Acolytes that Aikiro had kept so tightly on her leash. The tremors she felt now however, they were some of the strongest she had ever felt before. She watched Tir'ut lift his hands and take his helmet on either side before lifting it completely from his head. Cirith gasped once more as she saw the bronze colored skin, the short dark hair and the much less pronounced bones spurs along his jaw line.


Normya grinned now. “Cirith… this is Tir'ut. He is the first born son of Cha'talla and Esther and he is my Du'ased m'ranndii.”


Cirith gazed at her, the shock in her eyes very evident. “Your… your Blessed Husband?”


Normya nodded. “Yes… for many weeks now… and we have seen that ship before.” She stated pointing to the Bontawillian Low Gravity Frigate that drifted off the starboard aft quarter of the massive BLOOD REVERENCE.


“You… you are their son?” Cirith rasped out still in shock at what she saw kneeling before her.


Tir'ut nodded. “I am the oldest of my brothers. There are four of us.” He stated proudly. 


“We… we suspected that… we didn’t know for sure.” Cirith stammered. “We didn’t… oh my…”


“Lady Cirith?” The senior commando barked from behind them.


All of them turned to see the five commandos standing with their weapons at the ready. Cirith waved them down. “Lower your weapons Lancy.” She directed. “We… we are not in danger.”


The five commandos complied instantly and while the others moved to return to their seats Lancy Dysona moved forward into the already cramped cockpit. His eyes were on Tir'ut, but they did not look at him as a threat. They looked at him as a wonder.


Cirith turned her eyes back to Tir'ut. “You know… you know that ship?” She asked.


Tir'ut nodded. “It is the ship that began all this.” He stated. “Under the command of a pureblood like yourself. A vampire by the name of Gareld.”


“Gareld?” Cirith exclaimed. “Aikiro’s former student?” She asked.


Tir'ut looked at her. “You know him?”


“I know of him.” Cirith answered. “He deserted my mother shortly after the war with the Kavalians began. He’s scum.”


“My father has debt to settle with him.” Tir'ut said. “He…”


“It’s a debt that will have to be settled some other time.” The engineer behind Cirith stated. “That Bontawillian ship is dead. It’s been vented to space.”


“What?” Cirith asked turning to look at him.


The man nodded. “Sensors indicate nearly a dozen precision holes in the hull. Looks like a laser was used to carve it up. No lifesigns. No power emissions.”


“Then why keep it under tow?” Normya asked. “Look…” She pointed to the thin bluish beam that extended from the rear of the dreadnought and attached to the nose of the frigate. “That’s a tow beam isn’t it?”


“Yes.” Cirith stated as her hand danced across her controls. “I’m moving us closer.” She stated. “What do you have on the dreadnought?” 


The man in the engineer’s chair shook his head. “Standard passive scans show nothing out of the ordinary. Their Shroud is nearly as good as ours and I’m guessing they have a pretty good engineer who tweaked it for them.”


“Lifesigns?” Normya asked.


“Whoa!” The man spoke. “I’m only reading three hundred and six lifesigns. They must have the majority of systems operated by remote.”


 Normya looked at Cirith. “Remote? Is that even possible with a ship that size?” She asked.


Cirith shrugged her shoulders. “Apparently so.”


“Lady Cirith… your father is hailing us.” The man spoke.


Cirith turned quickly and touched a panel on her console. “Yes father?” She spoke.


“Cirith… you must return to the surface immediately.” Valin’s voice erupted over the COM.


“What? Father… we are looking at this ship right now!” Cirith announced. “It… it does not appear to be a High Coven run vessel! It only has a crew of three hundred! It…”


“The Kavalians have broken through the wall of the settlement Cirith!” Valin snapped. “Our ships are fully engaged and we can not send troops down with all the Kavalian fighters still in the area! Communications with Cha'talla’s Command Center have been lost and we…”


Cirith turned as she saw Normya sit forward quickly. “Lost?” She gasped. “What do you mean lost?”


“Who is this?” Valin barked.


“Father… what do you mean lost?” Cirith repeated the question.


“Just that damn it!” Valin barked. “Queen Leonidas is no longer answering transmissions to her. She was directing the fighter support now making its way to the surface and apparently something happened. Reports are coming in that her dragon has gone crazy! I do not know…”


Normya gasped and sat back in her chair drawing the attention of both Cirith and Tir'ut. He gripped her shoulder.


“Il kal'daka darthirii?” He asked.


“Cirith… a G9 has just entered the Shroud field!” Her co-pilot spat. “Bearing three two six! Heading right for the landing bay!”


Cirith yanked her controls over and the SCYTHE responded instantly. All of them saw the High Coven G9 Runner as it made its way towards the BLOOD REVERENCE.


“Mother?” Normya gasped.


“Normya?” Tir’ut spoke gripping her shoulder.


Normya reached up and squeezed his hand painfully. “Mother.” She gasped. “She’s on that ship Tir’ut!” Normya hissed.


Tir’ut’s eyes went wide as he looked at the G9 moving away from them. “Il kal'daka darthirii, how can… how can that be?”


Normya looked at him. “I can feel her husband!” Normya said. “I can… I can hear Iriral calling out to her and she isn’t answering!”


“Are you sure Normya Leonidas?” Cirith asked quickly.


“We can… my entire family… we can almost sense when we are close to one another in Mindvoice.” Normya gasped. “They have my mother whoever they are! I can feel her! And she would never leave Kranek without Iriral! Never!”


Tir'ut looked at Cirith. “That Bontawillian ship is the same one that tried to kill Normya several months ago! It is commanded by this Gareld! He is working with the Kavalians! That much we determined weeks ago!” He hissed out. “If Normya says she can feel her mother on that Runner, then that is where she is! We must go after them!”


Cirith’s eyes were wide. “Father… we are tracking a High Coven G9 that just entered within the Shroud field. Trajectory indicates it came from Kranek. Normya… Normya Leonidas says her mother is on that ship!”


“Impossible!” Valin spat. “How could they have gotten her off the planet? Cirith you will follow my orders and…”


Cirith took one look at Normya and stabbed her finger down on the panel cutting off her father’s voice. “Normya… you are sure?” She asked.


“Yes.” Normya answered without hesitation. “Tir'ut?”


Tir'ut nodded his head, his eyes closed. “Yes… yes I can feel her now as well.” He stated. He opened his eyes once more and looked at Cirith. “We are husband and wife! We have tasted each other’s blood Cirith Esavorna and our Mindvoice abilities are far more tuned to family members! We…”


“Enough! You don’t need to convince me anymore!” She barked. “Writnor?” She turned and looked at her co-pilot. “Do you have the override controls?”


The man nodded. “What for?” He replied. “Let’s sneak in when they enter the bay.” The man offered. “They only have three hundred crew members Lady Cirith. It’s not like it’s going to be real busy. As long as we keep a safe distance from the G9… they won’t even know we are there.”


Cirith looked at him. “Writnor… I have never flown in close quarters like that.”


“I have.” Normya said looking at her. “I will fly us.”


The decision was very easy for Cirith. She and her father had already taken that complete step into the future and there was no going back. Given what history her father and her nanny had related to her through the years, Cirith knew she was meant to be part of this family. She had been meant to be the wife of King Leonidas of Sparta by a higher power, her father and nanny both telling her this was so from the time she was old enough to understand. She was supposed be the one to unite the two peoples and her half brother Xerxes had cheated her before she had the opportunity to fulfill that role. It was in her blood she knew, and while she did not know the complete history as to how or why, she knew that the wolf within her belonged here. She belonged with these people.

“Take the controls.” She ordered quickly. “Lancy… prepare the team for infiltration. Start memorizing the schematics of a BLOOD REVERENCE! We’re going in!”

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT


“NO! NO! NO!” 

Cha'talla’s scream of anger echoed across the area even as he brought up his SA80 and began laying down a blistering field of projectiles at the mass of Kavalian troops that had risen up and were surging through the ten meter break in the wall. He felt his aide beside him doing the same thing, fearlessly following his Commander and probably knowing they would die this die.

Everything they had built, everything he had a hand in bringing to his people was being torn asunder. Cha'talla was by no means afraid to die. The old ways of the Akruxian people, which he had embraced so completely upon settling here, said that to die in defense of others was the most honorable way to die. Cha'talla knew his brother would get here, he had faith in T'lolt and what he would do, but Cha'talla knew he would also die here insuring he bought just that few extra seconds until T'lolt appeared. Cha'talla would accept that death. He would accept it for it insured his people, his tribe continued on. It insured the most beautiful light in his entire seven thousand plus years of existence continued living. What she ever saw in him Cha'talla would never know, but he would die at least knowing happiness and love had once been his for the taking. And he had taken it and never looked back.

As the first wave of Kavalian biogenic clones fell before him, riddled by his SA80, he did not see that light of his life come blurring around the corner of a single story building heading right for him in a desperate attempt to save his life. Of course, she never saw the nearly thirty Immortals come launching over the top of the settlement wall as if they had been shot out of a cannon. It was easy enough to accomplish when you had thirty dragons launch them through the air with Mindvoice TK power as easily as if they were lifting flowers. She never saw them land upright, T'lolt in the lead, and begin moving as fast as their legs would carry them right behind her.

Esther Suira was unique in many ways. She had always been different, and this is what allowed her to see past the exterior visage that Cha'talla the Immortal gave off, and see inside the man’s heart and mind. He had not only taken her blood that day, he had taken all that she was. The fever induced delirium may have prompted him to take her that very first time, but Esther would never say it was against her will, for in reality it never was. It was why she made him stop taking the treatments that were altering his outward appearance. She had fallen in love with Cha'talla the Immortal no matter what his appearance was, and while the treatments he had taken softened his normally harsh features, when he stopped they reverted back only slightly. Esther didn’t care what he looked like. She loved what was inside him, the way he worshiped the ground she walked upon, the way he doted over her like some precious flower. And she could never feel with someone else what Cha'talla made her feel in the only marriage bed she would ever want, of that Esther had no doubts. 

Esther saw the break in the settlement wall, she saw the first rank of Kavalians fall, and she also saw the hundreds more that were rushing the opening in an all out attempt to get inside the many hundreds of buildings where the dragons could not follow. Esther came skidding to a halt when she saw Cha'talla stagger as the first rounds punched into his armor. Her dark eyes were wide in horror, watching as the death of the only man she had ever loved began.

“CHA’TALLA!”  


He did not hear his Blessed Wife scream his name, the roar of his SA80 almost deafening as he fired with one hand, stumbling sideways from the impact of four rounds against his body armor. Cha'talla screamed his outrage as his SA80 ran dry and he heaved it at an oncoming Kavalian soldier as he tore his sword from his back. He watched as his aide was blown backwards by no less than ten rounds that perforated his entire chest area and blew apart his head. Cha'talla lifted his sword above his head and with a howl of utter fury he took a step towards the onrushing Kavalian troops. Two of the lead Kavalians both aimed at the lone Immortal in their path and pulled back the triggers of their weapons. Cha'talla took both bursts in the chest area of his armor and it sent his two hundred and sixty-five pound body slamming backwards. 

At least nine rounds struck Cha'talla full on, and in what would be later characterized as nothing short of a miracle, the wondrous Mark IV ArmorPly body armor was never penetrated, and Cha'talla’s backwards lunge was stopped short as he slammed painfully into something very unyielding but surprisingly soft.

And then the true future and path of Cha'talla the Immortal was born before the eyes of his Blessed Wife, his trusted and loved brother and dozens of Immortals and elves as well as the Kavalians who were pouring through the opening in the wall, only to come up short.

YOU WILL NOT TAKE MY BONDED BROTHER FROM ME! YOU WILL NOT TAKE OUR GIFT FROM US!

Of all who witnessed the event that day, only Esther and those able to hear the bellow within Mindvoice, only they would see what took place and they would remember it for all time.

No one would be able to explain how Vollenth appeared directly behind Cha'talla wearing the Mark Eleven saddle, and no one ever would know how he knew to activate it so that he teleported to this exact spot. What they would know and remember is how every single Kavalian soldier came to a screeching halt when they heard the deafening trumpet that Vollenth released at that moment, extending his huge head out on his neck, snapping his wings to their full extension on either side of his body and letting rip with a noise that sounded like it was rising from the depths of hell itself. The yellowish tint of his wings was bright against the green of his body in the sunlight, and his blazing yellow/orange eyes held murderous fury in them. As soon as that trumpet ended Vollenth lowered his head and touched his snout to the shoulder of a very dazed Cha'talla.

It was you! Vollenth’s voice erupted in Mindvoice. It was always you!  You are the one! My Bonded Brother!
Esther was frozen in her spot even as T'lolt and the others came up beside her in stunned shock. It was as if time was standing still for all of them, everything moving in slow motion. They watched Cha'talla’s hands come up to grasp either side of Vollenth’s snout and his eyes sprang open as a scream unlike anything they had ever him from him ripped across the small clearing.

Cha'talla’s mind was awash with thoughts that were not his own, pain that was not his own, and yet strangely they were his own. Cha'talla’s muscular body twitched and convulsed several times as two minds became one, Vollenth’s wings trembled madly and the whole of two became one. Cha'talla saw it all in his mind’s eye, Vollenth’s entire painful life right up until the moment Androcles Leonidas sank that psychic knife into his brain and severed the evil cord that bound him to Yuri. He saw the stunning tan female dragon and the two young hatchlings that were the center of Vollenth’s life now. And in seeing all this Vollenth absorbed over seven thousand years of experience, of pain, of successes and defeats. He absorbed the entirety of Cha'talla the Immortal; including the utter clarity and unfettered devotion to the beautiful young vampire female that was his wife. To the sons that she had bore him and his son that remained from before they came here, and the pride he felt whenever he thought of them. Vollenth felt the complete dedication to the future of his people and the purpose he carried upon his shoulders to see them succeed and be free and united once more. That purpose became Vollenth’s now, just as all of his desires became Cha'talla’s. If ever two different souls had been meant for each other, then Cha'talla and Vollenth were it. They felt it then, the soft light blue psychic shield activated where his hands rested on either side of Vollenth’s snout and the consummate ease with which it spread quickly to encompass their bodies and become part of who they were, just as their minds were now one. Cha'talla slowly pulled himself to his feet; the pain he had felt only moments before was long gone now, to be replaced with a surging of unearthly power that he had never experienced before. It was as if he had worn blinders all of his life and suddenly they had been removed and everything was open to him now. Such clarity and focus. Such deep thoughts and benevolence flowed through him and Cha'talla turned slowly to look up into the yellow/orange eyes of the dragon that was now as much a part of him as he was of Vollenth.

How… how is this possible? Cha'talla gasped as his own words filled his mind with an ease he had never been able to achieve until now.
We can discover this after my Bonded Brother. Vollenth answered.

After… after? 
Vollenth nodded his massive head. After we finish protecting those we love and hold dear to us. He stated as he lifted his head and settled his yellow/orange eyes on the massed group of Kavalians who were staring in abject horror at him and Cha'talla both.

Cha'talla turned slowly then and Esther held back the astonished breath as she saw in her husband’s eyes something so bright and intelligent and so very powerful. Cha'talla turned fully to face the Kavalians even as he felt his brother T'lolt move slowly up beside him, for T'lolt would never fear his older brother.

“Bro… brother?” T'lolt whispered softly.

Cha'talla smiled at him and his hand tightened on his Immortal sword. “He knew T'lolt.” Cha'talla said. “He knew.”

“What? Who knew what?” T'lolt gasped as his hands tightened on the SA80 he carried in one hand and the sword he held in the other.

“Androcles Leonidas.” Cha'talla spoke softly. Reverently. “He knew.”

T'lolt watched with wide eyes as Vollenth unleashed another body vibrating trumpet that was equaled only by the matching sound that erupted from his brother’s lips. Cha'talla lifted his Immortal sword and screaming his outrage and ardent fervor he launched himself at the line of Kavalian troops who were still standing there with looks of panic and fear locked on their feline expressions. As T'lolt watched in mystified disbelief, he saw his brother duck down just as one of Vollenth’s huge wings whistled over his six foot five body to smash full force into the front row of dumbstruck Kavalians. As that row of Kavalians toppled over or went sailing, Cha'talla’s sword claimed the first of many victims this day. T'lolt had always followed his brother without question for he had always looked up to him and what he was trying to accomplish. He had been the first to see that their way was wrong, but it had been Cha'talla who truly grasped onto that and moved them forward. With a wail of glee not that unlike something from a party, T'lolt followed his brother forward without question, followed quickly by nearly three dozen other Immortals who had witnessed everything.
Esther stood in her spot dumbfounded and almost didn’t see the tan colored scales of Viera step up next to her. 

It was foretold long before this day that this would become reality. Viera spoke watching as Esther whirled around to face her and gasped in surprise. Androcles knew this. He had to have known this. As did the Elder Mother.
“You…” Esther saw Fash'ka stumble from an alley between the buildings and catch himself before skidding to a halt beside her. His eyes were wide and grew even wider when he saw his Immortal father standing beside the massive greenish yellow dragon and decimating Kavalians by the dozens. 

“Moth… mother!” He gasped looking between Esther and his father. “Mother what…”

“It is a miracle!” Esther told him, her voice carrying easily now that Kavalian mortars no longer fell around them. Esther noticed his shoulder and how blood soaked his arm which hung useless. “Fash'ka… you are injured!” She barked.

Fash'ka tore his eyes away and looked at her. Those same eyes grew large with terror as he looked at his mother. “Mother… Immortals… Immortals have taken Dysea Darthirii Ilhar! They have killed everyone in the Command Center and taken her!” (Elf Mother)
“What?” Esther shouted. “What… what Immortals?”

Fash'ka shook his head. “They… they were not from our tribe! They had our uniforms on… but I recognized none of them! I tried to stop them mother but there were… there were too many!”

“Take me!” Esther barked.

I will come with you! Viera barked knowing that Esther could hear her easily.

Esther could only nod as the thought of losing Dysea consumed her. “Fash'ka go!” She snapped. “To the command center!”

“They are not there!” Fash'ka retorted. “They were heading for the wall in the eastern corner when I barely escaped!”

“Then take us there!” Esther shouted grabbing his arm. As Fash'ka turned and held her hand and began leading her and Viera back through the maze of settlement buildings Esther reached out to the one who she now knew commanded all Union forces on Kranek and in the space above them as well. DENALI! Denali… you must meet me on the eastern corner of the settlement! Your mother has been taken by Immortals who are not part of our tribe!

Esther… what are you…what do you mean taken? Denali answered instantly.

Just meet me there young Denali! We don’t have much time!


Esther, Fash'ka and half a dozen other Immortals were inspecting the three bodies by the half opened eastern gate into the settlement. This gate was almost always secure for it opened directly into the timber and mountain terrain that the settlement backed up too. The three Immortals had all been riddled with projectiles, their blood saturating the ground beneath their bodies. Viera stood next to the twelve meter high wall, inspecting the doorway itself and the surrounding wall. All of them whirled when they heard the trumpet and they saw Aradace land only a few meters away, Denali leaping from the saddle before she had fully settled to the ground. He tore his helmet off as he rushed up to where Esther stood.
“My mother!” He demanded. “Where is she? You said she had been taken!” His eyes took in the scene before him and he stopped talking.

“Denali… we…” Esther began.

“Where is she? Where is Iriral?” Denali shouted angrily, his wolf eyes glaring at all of them with pain and death in them. He could not lose one of his mothers when they had already lost his father. They could not lose her.

Fash'ka stepped forward now. “They were Immortals who are not members of our tribe!” He stated. “We don’t know how they got in, or where they got our uniforms, but they struck the Command Center and took her from there.”
I feel her Denali. I feel Iriral. Aradace spoke as she moved closer. When she left the battlefield I kept a connection open to her. She is southeast of us and…

Denali looked at her. “And what?”

Aradace’s blue eyes met his. She is in pain… and she is weeping.
Denali snarled viciously and jumped back into the saddle on her back. Eliani! He barked out in Mindvoice.

Deni… I’m kind of busy! Eliani snapped back surprising her brother with the vitriol she answered him. I’ve got dozens of wounded and…
Denali didn’t let her response deter him. Get on Tharua and carry your ass to where I will be sister! He ordered. That is an order! Mother is missing and Iriral is…

Mother is missing? Iriral is what? Deni… what is going on? Eliani asked as her voice took on a more civil and concerned tone.

Just meet me Eli… please. Denali spoke.

We are on our way. Eliani said instantly.

Esther turned quickly when Viera’s snout bumped into her shoulder from behind. Climb onto my back Esther Suira. I can carry you and your Immortal son easily.

Esther didn’t hesitate and used Viera's front foreleg as a stepping stone to jump up and settle herself into the saddle on her back. Fash'ka looked up at her.

“Mother?” He gasped.

“Get up here!” Esther snapped.

“Up… up there?” Fash'ka gasped again.

“Hurry!” Esther barked as Denali was already lifting into the sky on Aradace’s back. She waited while Fash'ka moved forward hesitantly. “We must call your father! He must know what is going on!”

Viera turned her head back on her long neck and looked at Esther. I have already told my mate. She said. Vollenth will bring him.


As soon as Fash'ka settled behind his adopted mother in the saddle they both felt the Dragon Armor leg braces tighten and secure their legs to the saddle.


“Mother… perhaps this is not such a good…” Fash'ka began to talk.


Here we go! Viera announced as she cocked her legs and propelled them into the sky cutting off Fash'ka’s words of caution. 

PROTECTORATE CRUSADER-CLASS CRUISER 
TALON OF JUSTICE

SPACEWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM

UNEXPLORED SPACE

7853 LY FROM EARTH


Wayonn turned when the door to his quarters slid open and Dutkne, Drey and Nirilo moved into the main room. He was sitting in the large armless chair in the center of his quarters, and though large and spacious, there was very little in the way of creature comforts. Wayonn did not spend much time in his quarters aside from sleeping. He preferred to constantly be on the move, even within the ship. His excuse was that at his age if he stayed in one place too long he would become a fixture there. Dutkne, Drey and Nirilo knew it to be that Wayonn enjoyed the activity and the events that always took their attention from the mundane. Wayonn watched as they pulled three chairs away from the small table nearby and settled in a semi circle around him.


“We have completed the first jump grandfather.” Dutkne said as he settled into the chair. “We will make the next in sixteen minutes.”


Wayonn nodded. “Good.” He said. “That doesn’t explain why the three of you are here now though. Operation of the TALON does not need my help or guidance.”


“We are here grandfather, because I can feel the tremors within Mindvoice.” Dutkne spoke. “You are trying to contact him aren’t you?”


Wayonn nodded. “Trying… yes. Having success… no.”


“What else?” Dutkne asked.


“What makes you think there is something else?’ Wayonn asked him.


Dutkne shook his head. “Not this time grandfather.” He spoke. “Now is not the time to speak in riddles. We have come further outside our own space now than we have since the Black Day grandfather. Nirilo has not passed important information on to the Vanari Board of Regents because we asked him not too. We are taking many risks, all of us and now is not the time to…”

Wayonn held up his hand stopping Dutkne’s words. “You are right.” He said. “I give you my apologies Nirilo.”


Nirilo shook his head. “Unlike my father and many of my people, I trust you and the Lycavorians Wayonn. You have purpose for everything you do, that much I do know. It is why my mother thinks so highly of you.”


Wayonn chuckled. “If there were more Regents like your mother on the Board, we might already be dedicated allies and friends and not neutral antagonists.” He said. 


Nirilo nodded. “I believe their differences in opinion are what finally drove my father and mother apart. My sisters agree with me. As for the neutral antagonists… that only applies to the older members of the Board like my father. They fear upsetting the status quo.”


Wayonn nodded. “If we do not embrace the unknown Nirilo, the future will leave us in the past. I wish more of your people would see this.”


“We are trying to change them Wayonn.” Nirilo said. “It is happening slowly… but we are having an impact.”


“Perhaps… but it does not happen quickly enough.” Wayonn said gripping his arm. “At least in my opinion. What I fear is this; your Board of Regents will dither and dally when they discover what you know about Martin and his son. I was only able to speak with him about certain items, but in that time I learned several things about him that I did not know before. They… Martin will only reach out for so long…” Wayonn said. “If your people cling to the falsehoods that the older members of your Board of Regents still swear by, he will dismiss you altogether. He will not show respect and honor to those who do not show it in return. And while the Union does have a Prime Minister and a Senate, much like your Board of Regents, it is amazing how many share in his mentality and for the most part they will not go against his wishes. Perhaps it is because they have built what they have with all the odds stacked against them, but they are a proud part of our people.”


Dutkne nodded his head. “And once those Lycavorians in the Protectorate discover that he is alive, they will embrace him as well.”


“Do not discount your influence grandson.” Wayonn said quickly looking at him. “Your path is already determined in this life, and you will walk the same path that I walked. That your grandfather Canth walked.”


Dutkne nodded. “I do not believe in predetermination grandfather.” He stated. “You know this better than anyone.”

“Yes… I know.” Wayonn answered. “It will not matter in the least however. Fate and destiny is almost always predetermined and it can not be denied no matter what you do. In most cases you will not want to deny it.” He smiled and his eyes twinkled. “What do you want to know?” He asked.


Dutkne looked at him oddly for a moment but he continued forward. “You said you are trying to contact him but are having no success?” Dutkne said.


Wayonn nodded. “Not so much as contact him as get a tremor from him. Some sense of his emotions. I can feel nothing from him now and to be honest, I do not know what to make of that.”


“What do you think is happening?” Drey asked softly.


“To be honest… I don’t know.” Wayonn said evenly. “You have to understand… Martin Leonidas is the most powerful Mindvoicer I have felt since Sumar, and Sumar was considered one of the Elder Pralors among our people. Among the elite and most powerful of those who can use Mindvoice. Martin’s son is not so very far behind his father.”


“Why does that matter?” Nirilo asked.


Wayonn looked at him. “As powerful as he is Nirilo… there are only two reasons that I would not be able to detect at least faint tremors from him.”


“And they are?” Drey asked.


“He is either dead… or he has devised a way unknown even to me to shield himself from detection.” Wayonn said. “I mentioned to him that he and his son still had much to learn when it came to shielding their minds. I do not know where he would have learned such skills in only a few days for even Dustha does not have this knowledge even though she carries my son’s memories and essence within her.”

“Dead?” Dutkne gasped out with wide eyes. “Why would you even consider that now grandfather?”


“Because if this is true… then your role in the future becomes that much more important Dutkne. And this trip becomes so much more critical. Not so much for the immediate future for that must play out now no matter what, but for the future to come.” Wayonn said. “Our future and what it holds for our people.”
“My role?” He said.

Wayonn nodded and took a deep breath. “It is your destiny to act as I acted for Sumar. As Canth acted for Martin’s grandfather. As Dustha now acts for Martin.”

Drey looked at Dutkne with wide eyes. “For Androcles?” He said quickly as he looked back to Wayonn.

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. As I explained to all of you at dinner, he is very much like his father and he is also very different. And as I told Martin, he has embraced all that he is since the day he became aware while still in his mother’s womb. If Martin is dead… if Pleistarchus has somehow managed to kill his brother, there will only be two things in this universe that will be able to control Androcles Leonidas. One of them is the woman who is his anome… and the other is you Dutkne.”

“Me?” Dutkne barked. “I do not know him! And I certainly do not want that sort of duty. I’m not a…” Dutkne saw Wayonn smiling and he pointed his finger at his grandfather. “Don’t look at me like that! Whenever you look at me like that I end up doing something I do not want to do!”


“How do you avoid fate Dutkne my boy?” Wayonn asked.


“I can damn sure give it a nubous try!” Dutkne exclaimed.

“It is the way of things Dutkne. With our blood and the many experiences that have been passed to you, you can fight it all you want, deny it even, but ultimately you will come to see it is what you were born for.” Wayonn said. “I honestly do not know what has happened or why I can no longer feel him. I bestowed some information to Martin about plans his brother had when I spoke to him. I learned through my contact in The Wilds that an attempt was going to be made on him personally and most of his family.” Wayonn said. 


“His brother would actually sanction his death?” Nirilo exclaimed. “And the death of his family members?”


Wayonn nodded. “You have to understand Pleistarchus and the way he thinks. The only thing that matters to him is power. The more he gains… the more he wants. He has risen to some prominence within the Kavalian Empire by now and...”


“You are speaking of the feline like species in Sector Twenty-three?” Nirilo asked. “The ones at war with the Coven that you mentioned during dinner?”


Wayonn nodded. “Pleistarchus has gained power and prestige with them that he would not have had within the Union because of the style of government. I do know that he has always hated his father for dying on him when he was so young, he hates his mother Gorgo for leaving him alone on Earth. And he hates his brother Martin for the role he now plays and does so well at, for he thinks it was always his to have to begin with.”


“King of Sparta and the Lycavorian Union.” Dutkne said.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. My contact was not able to give me any information as to the how of things, only that Martin and his family were going to be targeted soon. I also know that Martin Leonidas despises his brother with every fiber of his being. That emotion is a powerful one that radiates from him. He will never forgive his brother for betraying their people, for trying to kill their mother, and in his mind, dishonoring the memory of their father which he holds so sacred.” Wayonn got to his feet slowly and moved to the small panel on the wall, entering the code for tea. There was a small whirring noise and then four mugs of steaming tea appeared on the plate and he took them from the dispenser. 
“In order to understand where Martin’s hate comes from, you must understand the why of it.” He spoke as he brought the plate over and held it out waiting for each of them to remove a mug. He took the last one and returned to his seat. “As I have already told you at dinner, the first two thousand years of his life Martin spent in a cryogenic sleep chamber either on a Union ship or buried in a mountain on Earth. When he woke, he woke to strangers. He did not know who he or what he was though he could still feel it within his blood. The Comet anomaly changed all that. When he discovered the blood that runs in his veins, he immersed himself in the history and lore that his father had built in Sparta. He wrapped himself within it, for in reality the honor and code of the Spartans and our people he had already followed and didn’t even know why. He thought himself to be the only son of his father left alive. When he found out that his brother was indeed alive and had renounced their people; had even killed their people; that is where the hate began.” Wayonn sipped his tea and looked at them. 
“He hates Pleistarchus because he has actually been able to touch their father. Talk to him. Look at him. In Martin’s eyes Pleistarchus committed the most heinous of crimes when he turned against their father’s people. Against our people. It is a hate that will not die or fade away, especially not since Pleistarchus tried to kill their mother when Martin had only just begun to truly discover her.”

“And Androcles?” Dutkne asked softly.


Wayonn nodded his head. “Androcles is another story all together.” Wayonn said. “As I explained to Martin… while he and his son are incredibly alike, Andro is very different from his father. The resemblance he has to his father is uncanny, but Androcles is different than him in many ways. Some would say darker.”

“Darker?” Nirilo asked.

“He’s much more serious from what I was able to see within Martin’s thoughts.” Wayonn said. “He has embraced his history and abilities with far greater ease than his father.”

“Wayonn… you said he became aware while in his mother’s womb?” Nirilo said. “How is that possible?”

“It stems from the time he was conceived.” Wayonn answered. “And it is a direct result of Martin and Aricia being Anomes. The emotional stress of what had happened in their lives in the few months before he was conceived, the joining of their minds with their dragons, the moment he was conceived they unknowingly granted him everything they knew up until that point. When Elynth was hatched a short time later and she touched Aricia that first time, he instinctively reached for her and their bond was formed while he was still within Aricia’s womb. He became aware of everything around him and Elynth became his conduit. Part of his serious nature is a result of the burden placed on him as an infant in the womb. Being exposed to such a wide ranging field of and often times incredibly potent emotions caused his Pralor blood to react as it did to cope with it. To give him the ability to understand it even as an infant. It is why he is so possessively protective of his siblings and his parents. That part of him only grew stronger when Sadi came into his life, and like his father and mother, they were fated for one another. When he and Sadi became Anomes, it sealed the final bloodline of the Lycavorian people, bringing them all back together like it was in the beginning.”
Dutkne leaned forward. “You said something like that at dinner grandfather. What do you mean by that? There was only King Resumar and Queen Eliani.”

Wayonn nodded. “Resumar and Eliani ultimately became King and Queen, bringing two of the ruling bloodlines together, but it is Martin and Andro who have brought the remaining ruling bloodlines back into the fold.”

“Ruling Bloodlines?” Drey asked. “I have never heard of anything like that. What do you mean?” He said.

Dutkne shook his head. “Neither have I.” He echoed looking at his grandfather. “This is all news to me grandfather.”
“I would imagine it is news to many of the younger generations, and that is not entirely your fault either.” Wayonn told them. “Sumar was the one who discovered it after he joined with the Lycavorians.” Wayonn began to explain. “He always had a touch for history and learning all that he could. What he discovered is that there were six Ruling Packs if you will, dating back to fifty thousand years before we ever crashed on Lycavore, probably further back than that since he discovered evidence that our people had existed for close to a hundred thousand years, but he never pursued it. The Lycavorian King and Queen were always from the most powerful of the six ruling packs at any given time. Every Lycavorian alive today could trace their bloodline back to one of these packs if you went back far enough and the Coven had not destroyed many of our history scrolls and such. As it turns out, the wolf that turned Sumar was from the most powerful of the ruling packs, and so was the female that Sumar took as his mate. Resumar was then born as their first child and continued that line, making it even stronger with the blood of Pralors. Eliani was from the second most powerful pack at the time, again because many of our people had chosen wives and husbands within her pack family if you will. We surmised that our blood mixed with theirs would ultimately insure that a small part of us would continue on in them. Pralor blood made these two packs stronger than the others and the other packs recognized it after a time. It was natural for Eliani’s blood to call for Resumar as it did, as his called for her. They were fated to be together as Anomes. One pack leader did not see it that way and in the end he paid for that mistake.” 
“Chetak?” Dutkne said.

Wayonn nodded his head and got up to move to the view window and gaze out at the stars. “Chetak.” He spoke softly. You know of course what happened to Chetak and his pack…”

“They were banished.” Drey spoke. “They were cast out a few years before the Black Day.” He answered. “Exiled forever by King Resumar for his actions.”
Wayonn nodded. “What you probably don’t know is that Martin Leonidas all but wiped out Chetak’s pack. There may be a few left among the many billions of our people, but for all intents and purposes, he destroyed one of the original ruling packs because Chetak tried to take Aricia from him.”

“How do…” Dutkne began but Wayonn smiled and held up his hand silencing him. 
“When Resumar made the decision to send ten thousand fetuses to Earth to safeguard them from the High Coven, among those ten thousand were his last child, Leonidas as we all know. Also among them were the fetuses from the remaining four Ruling Packs of Lycavore. Resumar knew one day the blood from the packs would need to be reunited in order to survive and he insured that at least one fetus from each Ruling Pack was among those removed by the Hadarians to Earth. He insisted upon it even against the wishes of many of his advisors, all except Canth that is and this cemented Resumar’s place among all the Ruling Packs as the King who saved our people. Canth went to each of the other three Pack Leaders himself to tell them of Resumar’s plan and requested this very thing, and Resumar waited for three years before sending the Ten Thousand off until one Pack leader and his mate were able to conceive.”

“Grandfather… Canth… he passed all this to you before his…” Dutkne began to ask.

Wayonn nodded slowly. “Before his spirit truly became one with Dustha. Yes.”

Dutkne’s eyes filled with comprehension then. “Queen Aricia… this Sadi… they are the descendants of these Packs? These families?”

Wayonn nodded. “Two of them yes.” He answered. “I doubt very much they are even aware that, in essence, they are royalty themselves by virtue of their blood. Aricia was born and raised in Sparta. I do not know how Sadi’s ancestor made it off Earth and ended up on Apo Prime with our people, but I knew the moment I touched Martin that she was from another of the Ruling Packs. Deia knew of this plan and she may have an idea of what I am telling you now, she probably knows more than I do to be honest for she spent the most time with Eliani and Resumar in those last months.”

“You said there were three Wayonn.” Nirilo said. “If Martin is a product of two of these Ruling Packs, Aricia from another and now this Sadi from one more…who is the third that escaped?”

Wayonn looked at them. “The third may come as a surprise, considering who she is, but after much research I’m quite certain I am correct in her identity. She is considerably older than Aricia and Sadi, and I have surmised she should have been the first one to rejoin the bloodlines after the Black Day. I believe she was meant to come together with Leonidas and Gorgo so that they could begin the renewal long ago.”

“Should have been?” Drey asked.

Wayonn nodded. “She is more vampire than wolf, and if my calculations are correct, she would be just over three thousand one hundred years of age. She would also carry the blood of Xaxon within her veins for Empress Aikiro is her mother.”

“Aikiro?” Dutkne gasped.

Wayonn nodded. “When Leonidas was killed, her opportunity was lost. I don’t know what she has done since then; my information about her is limited and hard to come by through my contact.”

Dutkne, Drey and Nirilo sat there looking at him dumbfounded. “Grandfather… you are serious?” Dutkne finally stammered.

Wayonn nodded. “Oh yes.” He said.

“How… how do you know this?” Dutkne asked. “How could you even come close to knowing that? We have had no contact with the High Coven in all the years since we left Lycavore!”

“Nor have I.” Wayonn said calmly. “My contact is in such a position to have gained this information for me.”

“Your contact is a member of the Coven?” Nirilo asked in surprise.

Wayonn waggled his hand. “In a manner of speaking…”

“Grandfather?” Dutkne snapped tilting his head. “You are doing it again! I asked that you not hold anything back from us! Not now!”

Wayonn shook his head. “No!” He stated firmly. “For the last three thousand years I have protected her identity. She is the last of my kind and I will not risk her. ”

“Last of your…” Dutkne gasped.

Wayonn met his gaze. “She is the only Pralor of true blood left alive Dutkne. The only one! We embraced our Lycavorian blood back then to survive. We willingly gave of ourselves to insure that our blood did not die and that was by joining with the Lycavorian people. She is a Pralor Acolyte and in comparison to me in age… still a child. Too reckless a child as she has proven through the years in helping me. She takes too many risks. Her purpose in the circle of things was predetermined long ago when she first revealed her location to me and asked for my help when she woke from her sleep chamber. She found me! She is the one who helped me to establish the account in The Wilds which led to me discovering Martin Leonidas lived. She is the one who has been feeding me information that you and the others are only just discovering because it is now the time for it. She knows all that I know for we have spoken many times since that first day. Everything has a place, a purpose and a time to be revealed Dutkne. I have preached this to you for decades. The Protectorate has grown since the vileness of the Black Day; the Lycavorian Union has grown since the Black Day. What was once torn asunder so many years ago is slowly and irrevocably being drawn back together. Shiira’s place has already been written, she knows that, I know that and now Martin Leonidas knows that. He is the only one who I have told of her existence, and if he is now dead then it will be up to us to meet with Androcles as soon as possible and inform him of her existence so that the cycle that has already started may continue unimpeded.”

“Cycle?” Nirilo asked. “What cycle?”

Wayonn looked at him. “The cycle that began the day Martin and Avi took City Ship 41 from Lycavore and activated her engines to take her to Earth.”

“If… if Martin Leonidas is the one who began this cycle…” Drey asked. “If he is now dead… wouldn’t this cycle have died with him Wayonn?”

Wayonn shook his head. “It is too late for that now. Has nothing I have told you about father and son sunk in?” He barked. “If… if Pleistarchus has succeeded in killing Martin, in killing members of his family, only one thing can come of it. After the smoke has cleared, after the mourning is done…” Wayonn looked at them with bright eyes. “Androcles Leonidas will unleash all that he is upon those who took his father from him. He will be the eye of the storm that will utterly sweep the Kavalian people from existence and in doing so he will unwittingly shatter any hope that we may have for the future.”
EARTH
SPARTA


The dozen or so Durcunusaan troops moved instantly around Arzoal when she landed and Helen practically leaped from the saddle on her back to land easily on the balls of her feet. The Durcunusaan were somewhat taken aback because all of them could easily feel the bond within Mindvoice between Helen and Arzoal. It was something that no one had been made aware of, however it was something that Helen and Arzoal decided they would no longer hide. The Durcunusaan made secure the small clearing behind the King Yelu Hospital as Admiral Riall and General Vengal strode quickly from the main lobby of the hospital. Helen could see hundreds of men and women milling about, even as dozens of injured were being brought in through different entrances. She and Arzoal had seen this from the air as they swooped in. The moment she had seen the footage of Martin dying, Helen had felt her heart being torn from her chest. It was all she could do to climb onto Arzoal’s back for the flight to Sparta. Every aircraft within Earth’s system had been grounded or ordered to stay where it was. The entire Earth Forces Command had been activated with a single call from War Master Tareif and backed with the approval from President Charles Turner, and now every unit stationed on Earth was at its highest state of alert in their history.


President Turner was now secure within a bunker three hundred meters beneath Eden City and surrounded by the Durcunusaan and Drow security forces that made up his personal security detachment. The very human President of Earth was enraged over what had taken place, and his orders had been very simple. Any Kavalian found on Earth was to be arrested immediately and without question. Selene and Aihola were also now secure in an undisclosed location and surrounded by Durcunusaan and Drow security forces. Tareif and Lynwe were advocating an immediate response to events with the support of Admiral Wallace, Riall juggling reports and demands for security from two dozen different parts of their government. The Durcunusaan troops assigned to the city of Sparta itself had effectively sealed Sparta away from the rest of the Union with the help of several thousand retired Union Spartans and civilians. Entrance and exit into Sparta had been ceased by all means, and now the only thing seen in the sky above Sparta were hundreds of riderless dragons that Arzoal had immediately dispatched to Sparta the moment she and Helen knew something was wrong.

Riall and Vengal saw that her face was drawn and she looked as if she had been crying. Vengal didn’t hesitate and he stepped right up to her and took her arm, pulling him tight to his side and letting her draw support from him. Helen squeezed his hand in thanks at his action for she felt so drained now.


“Tell me what is happening Vengal.” She gasped out. “Riall?”


Riall stepped up to her other side and at any other time it would have appeared comical to see the two towering men standing on either side of the five foot one Feravomir of the Union and the Lycavorian people.


“We have a conference room set up inside on the third floor.” Riall stated quickly. “The emergency crews are just now beginning to bring the wounded in from the Senate Building.”


“How many?” She asked immediately.


Riall shook his head slowly. “It was the height of the work day Feravomir.” He said softly. “Dozens of Senators in their offices. There is no way to tell right now. What you see are just those who are being ushered to one of the five clinics in the area. Hundreds have come forward to volunteer to help in any way and the hospital chief has directed them to begin shuttling the less seriously injured to these clinics. He is refusing entry to anyone who does not have hospital credentials except for the few dozen Hadarian Healers who arrived almost as soon as the reports began coming in.”


“For'mya?” Helen gasped. “Deia?”


Riall shook his head slowly once more. “We don’t know. At last report they were in Deia’s office but…”


“But what?” Helen hissed.


“Most of the building fell into the section that housed her office Feravomir.” Vengal answered his voice heavy with grief. “There is emergency equipment moving to the site, but the entire first floor is buried under rubble.”


Helen shook her head. “I… I felt hers and Deia’s anger spike briefly and then nothing.” She said softly. “Now… now all I can feel is Deia… and it is so very weak. It is almost as if she is fighting for her life.”


“The head of Athens’s city workforce was watching and saw the building come down Feravomir. He is enroute from Athens with all of his heavy equipment and three quarters of his city infrastructure crews.” Riall told her. “There is help on its way from all over the planet.”


I will bring down some of the stronger adolescents sister. Arzoal broke in quickly causing Helen to stop and look at her. Our TK power can assist in moving the debris much faster.

Helen nodded to her. “Isheeni? Aurith?” Helen asked her.


Isheeni is overcome with grief. She will not answer me within Mindvoice and she is attempting to keep Aurith sane. My granddaughter has never been far from For'mya since the day they fully bonded. It is tearing her apart. Arzoal replied.

“Bring the young ones down Arzoal and then go to them.” Helen told her. “I will keep our connection open so that you are aware of all that goes on.


Arzoal nodded her massive head, cocked her legs and with a sweep of her huge wings took to the sky.


“Forgive me Feravomir…” Vengal said. “It almost seems as if you and the Elder Mother are…”


Helen met his eyes. “We are.” She spoke the answer to his unasked question. “For the last twenty-one years now. We have just told no one until now.” She turned to Riall as they began walking again. “Aricia Riall… tell me of Aricia?”


“Anuk and Duewa are in surgery with her now.” Riall answered. “She was in critical condition, but between the two of them they had her stable. We won’t know more until they are done. We have secured a conference room as I said and communications is being set up now. We are expecting Androcles to contact us within a few minutes. Amazingly he is on a LEONIDAS IIA, the HARBINGER I believe the Captain said, and he must have been close by for he is only a few hours away.”


Helen looked at him oddly. “He is not on Kranek?” She gasped in confusion.


Riall and Vengal both looked at her in surprise. “Kranek?” Vengal finally asked. “Why would he be there?”


“Dysea and Normya are there.” Helen told them without hesitation. It would no longer keep anyone safe if secrets were still kept from those who now needed to know. “They have been there for over three months. Andro was taking the High Coven riders there to finish their training.”


“We are unable to contact either Dysea or Isabella. And none of the Prince or Princesses are responding to COM calls even on secure Spartan channels by the Durcunusaan. Why would they be on Kranek Feravomir?” Riall asked.


Helen shook her head slowly. “If their brother told them not to answer calls even from the Durcunusaan, they will not answer unless he says it is ok. And they are there because they have been working side-by-side with Cha'talla and his Immortal tribe in trying to figure out who ordered the attack on Normya and some other as yet unanswered questions.”


“Cha'talla?” Riall exclaimed instinctively in revulsion. “Cha'talla is an Immortal and he is dead! He was killed by Veldruk over twenty years ago for…” Riall’s eyes grew larger as he saw Helen’s impassive face. “He is not dead?”


Helen shook her head. “Far from it. And he is no longer Cha'talla the Immortal Captain to Veldruk. He is something far more now then even he suspected I would imagine! Where is Daniel?” Helen asked quickly.


Riall looked at Vengal quickly and then back to her. “He… he will not leave Martin’s… He will not leave his brother’s side. He and those Durcunusaan that were with them have taken his remains and…”


Helen watched as Riall choked up and she gripped his arms tighter. “I… I feel it too Riall.” She said softly.


“We all do.” Vengal echoed.


“They are refusing treatment.” Riall continued now. “Many of them were injured in some form. Colonel Fache is the worst, but he refuses to leave Martin’s side as well. The Kavalians used plasma mortars and it burned the insides of their olfactory glands. They will heal, but many of them can not smell anything right now and they refuse to leave the… the body of their King.”


“We must keep Daniel away from any prisoners we take that may offer information.” Helen said quickly. “He will slaughter them before we can obtain intelligence about why this has happened. Where have they…?”


“The Western Clinic that Anja works out of all the time when she is here.” Riall replied. “That is where she spent most of her time when she wasn’t here at the hospital.”


“Why would… why would Andro tell his brothers and sisters not to answer calls from the Durcunusaan Feravomir?” Vengal asked once again.


Helen waited until they had passed the crowded doorway and the voices had dropped to a more manageable level. Arzoal simply settled to the ground outside the door, her bulk insuring that no one would attempt to use this entrance any longer. “Much has happened that many do not know about Vengal.” Helen spoke gently. “It was not because we did not trust any of you; it was because we did not know ourselves what was happening until only a few days ago.”


“What is happening Feravomir?” Riall asked.


“Have there been any incursions across our border by Kavalian forces? Anywhere along our borders?” Helen asked.


Riall shook his head. “None! But it will not stay that way! They will come pouring across the border soon, just as they did at Hadaria.”


“Riall… you are to insure our forces do not initiate anything with any Kavalian ships that come near our borders unless they are sure it is a full invasion.” Helen stated.


“Feravomir… we are leaving ourselves wide open for attack if we do not reposition our forces to meet them!” Riall complained.


Helen shook her head as they entered the elevator. “No… you may reposition them if you must, but they are to do nothing until further instructions are handed out!” She stated. “There is something else entirely going on here. I know it. Why have they not targeted others? Why only… why only Martin?” She whimpered softly. “Just Martin and his family.”

“Feravomir… we…?”


“No!” Helen barked. “You will follow my direction until the time you get new direction from Androcles! He is… he is now King! Please Riall… trust in me!”


Riall had been mated to Gorgo for over two thousand years and he had learned and seen many things these past two plus decades since Martin’s return to their people. His love for Gorgo had grown more passionate and intense in that time and his faith had grown even more. He looked at Helen for a long moment and then nodded his head. “It will be done.” He said.


Helen turned to look at Vengal. “Your Durcunusaan Vengal? Did they… did they capture any survivors from these assassination squads that struck?”


“We have surrounded the Kavalian Embassy if any that may remain attempt to go there.” Vengal answered her. “If I understand Thoti correctly, they were able to keep civilians from killing three that were wounded. Thoti is escorting them here to the hospital through the underground tunnels as we speak.”


“They are assassins.” Helen spat venomously. “Nothing more. They will know nothing about information we need but interrogate them regardless and then execute them Vengal. Have Thoti kill them and give their remains to the incinerators.”


Vengal nodded. “As you order.” He spoke.


“Nothing from Armetus?” Helen asked.


Riall shook his head. “We have been trying, but we get nothing from his personal COM or his equipment at his home or office. Marci has taken a short team of Drow Scouts to Gytheio to check his home in the mountains. Not even his mate is answering and she fears the worst. She ignored me when I ordered her to hold her position. She told me she is following Andro’s orders and only his.”


Helen nodded. “I want to see Aricia!” She spoke. “He will want to know what condition his mother is in, and then we must prepare for I fear what Androcles will do in his wrath.”
GYTHEIO 

Armetus’s home in Gytheio was a large one story structure high above the bay below and set back against the mountains. As she lowered her macrobinoculars she looked at the male Drow Scout who lay next to her on the ridge above the home. The vast majority of the half vampire Drow Scouts that Vengal had formed and commanded over two decades ago were now the senior team leaders of this new breed of Drow Scout. As Drow they were utterly loyal to Queen Aihola and King Leonidas. Like their Queen, they had all the strengths of vampires but none of the weaknesses. They did not need to ingest blood on a normal basis to survive, and their bite could not turn someone. Indeed, many of them only took the blood of their husbands or wives now, though blood would heal any wounds they might suffer. There were several hundred of them left from that final fateful battle on Earth at the side of their King, their true numbers never really revealed to anyone but Vengal and Martin. When they took wives or husbands they tried to insure that the skills that made them so valuable remained intact by insuring their mates were either other Drow or vampires. They had become the silent fist of King Leonidas and Armetus, and at this moment many of them burned with anger.

“Lo’ru?” Marci asked softly.


The Drow nodded his head slowly. “He’s here… but his signs are very weak Marci. I can detect nothing on his mate… but there are five Kavalians inside as well. They appear to be ransacking his home.”


Marci nodded. “They must think he was fool enough to keep his work at his home.” She said. “Where are they?”


“Four are in the west wing… in his library.” Lo’ru answered. “One is in the same room as him towards the rear wall of the kitchen.”


“I want them alive.” Marci snarled. “All of them. If they knew enough to come after Armetus then they knew who and what he was.”


Lo'ru motioned to the Drow female that was just behind him and she crawled quickly up to where he was. “The West Wing In’uer. Four of them. Take your team. We want them alive, it does not matter what condition as long as they are alive. Marci and I will get Armetus.”


The female nodded and eased back down the ridge. Lo'ru turned to Marci. “Whenever you are ready.” He stated.


Marci removed the wicked looking Shakur fighting knife from its place on her hip. It was a gift from Dysea and Isabella many years ago and she had carried it ever since that day. “Let us do this quickly now Lo'ru. We need the answers to many questions.”


The Kavalian officer glanced up from the data pad he was reading and glanced at the bloody figure on the floor. Armetus’s bloody body lay slumped against the wall, both his legs smashed just below the knee. Deep lacerations covered his bare upper body, and his left eye had been pried out of its socket with the tip of the officer’s blade. His left arm hung useless, his nose bent to the side and both his cheeks bearing the marks of the beating. His breath came in wheezing sounds now, harsh and forced. Armetus was dying and he knew it. The bodies of two Kavalians lay on the floor a short distance away, one of them with his head twisted almost completely around and the other with two neat holes above his left eye. They were the only two Armetus had been able to kill before they overwhelmed him. He knew his personal assistant of nearly two thousand years was probably very dead. She would have gone down fighting he knew, but these Kavalians were very good and they would leave nothing to chance. There was no pain anymore, for he could no longer feel his legs. He tried to take another breath and it came out raspy and weak. At least six of his ribs were broken and no doubt one of them had punctured his lung for it was excruciating to try and take a breath, and the blood now coming from his mouth was pinkish in color.


“You should have given us what we wanted old man!” The Kavalian officer spat as he stepped up to him. “You would have saved yourself all this pain if you were not so loyal to your fool King.”

Armetus’s one good eye looked up at the young Kavalian. He had obviously undergone the biogenic treatments as had all those with him. There was nothing to outwardly indicate any of them were Kavalian. Armetus’s lips were torn open in three places but he forced them into a crooked smile and tried his best to chuckle. He couldn’t stop the Kavalian from slapping him viciously, rocking his head back, but he was far beyond pain now. The Kavalian squatted in front of him.

“Your King is dead you know!” The officer said proudly. “Blown apart by our comrades from the Puma Bane Pride. By now we will have taken both his elven Queens, killed his sons and as many daughters as we could and left your precious Union leaderless.” The Kavalian shook his head. “You are fools you know, leaving such a loophole in your laws. Marshall Pusintin will sit on the throne of the Union by this time next year and there is nothing you can do about it for it will be done according to your own laws!” The man tossed the data pad into Armetus’s lap and stood back up. “You think we are so stupid, you and your precious King. Now look at you old man. We will show you how stupid we are when Marshall Pusintin is fucking one elf Queen and the other is a slave to Immortals! You will…”

The officer stopped talking when he heard the wheezing noise and he saw Armetus’s body vibrating. His eyes grew wider when he realized the man was laughing in a horrid sort of way. He squatted down once more, his face in a vicious snarl. He reached out and slapped Armetus once more.

“What are you laughing at old man?” He shouted. “You will die this day! Do you find this funny in some way?”


Blood spilled from Armetus’s lips as he opened them. His wolf fangs were extended, one of the tips broken off. “Not… not before…” Armetus croaked out the words.


“Not before what fool?” The Kavalian barked.


Armetus shook his head slowly. “Not dead… not dead before… before you!” He spat out.


The Kavalian saw Armetus’s remaining eye glance up over his shoulder and he began moving instantly. Unfortunately for him he was by far too slow when compared to the enraged pureblood vampire female who unwrapped the shadows from around her body at that instant. A vampire female with death’s cold hand riding her shoulder. The Kavalian officer spun around with practiced ease, his hand weapon coming up in his hand. His eyes bugged out of his head as the searing pain ripped through his wrist and he saw the woman’s hands strike his wrist with blinding speed. His hand and wrist went limp as Marci used her vampire strength to snap his thick forearm, her trained hands impacting the inside of his forearm and the outside of his wrist. The force of the blow was astounding, fueled as it was by anger. One end of his forearm bone tore through his skin as his weapon dropped from suddenly unfeeling fingers and the pain caused his eyes to tear up. He opened his mouth to scream but no sound came out as his eyes grew even wider in unimagined agony when Marci buried her Shakur into his lower abdomen just above his groin. He looked at the dark haired female, her vampiric fangs exposed in an almost barbaric and twisted smile as she exerted her vampire strength once more and ripped the Shakur fighting knife upwards with every ounce of strength she had within her body. 

The Kavalian could just make out the sound of weapons fire as he dropped to his knees in front of her, trying to hold his intestines inside his body even as his mind registered that he was already dead. Marci simply grabbed his thick head of hair and his quivering jaw and once more used her strength to twist viciously until the popping sound of his neck snapping in the room was like a firecracker going off. She yanked his head to the side, throwing his body down to the floor and spit on his corpse before turning to look at Armetus. Marci had seen death hundreds of times, she seen horribly wounded Spartans during the Evolli war, but she could not contain the gasp of utter horror at she looked at the man who had become her mentor. Regardless of what she saw as she knelt next to him, Marci kept her wits about her and tapped her jaw.


“Lo'ru! Status?” She barked.


“Four dead!” The voice answered immediately.


“Get down here Lo'ru! Contact Krypteria Headquarters! We need a Hadarian Healer here like yesterday!” She barked.


“Already on it!”


Marci looked at Armetus now, reaching down and tearing away part of the lightweight shirt that the Kavalian officer was wearing. She brought it up to Armetus’s face. “Help is coming Armetus! Help is coming! You have to hold on!”


Marci saw him shake his head ever so slowly. “Not… not time.” He wheezed. Calling upon strength from somewhere deep inside his body and mind he grabbed her hand with his one good arm and saw her look at him. He pushed her hand to his lap where the data pad the Kavalian officer had tossed there still rested. “Warn… others!” He gasped with blood spilling from between his lips. “Warn Martin!”

Marci had tears in her eyes as she shook her head slowly. “I can’t Armetus! They… they have killed Martin! They killed him nearly an hour ago in the Old District! Torma is dead as well! The Senate building was destroyed! Hundreds are dead! Deia and For'mya are… they are probably dead too! They were inside the building when it came down! They…”


“No!” Armetus hissed spraying her with blood from his lips. “Warn… others! Kaval… part of their… plan!”


Marci shook her head once more. “What plan? What do you mean?” It was then she felt the data pad in his lap and her head dropped down. Her fingers wrapped around the pad and she simply tucked it into the small pouch on her belt. “Help is coming Armetus! You must fight! You…”


Armetus didn’t hear her words any longer as blackness crept up and overwhelmed him finally plunging him into darkness as his single eye closed and his head lolled to the side.

“NO!” Marci screamed reaching for his grizzled and bloody face. “Armetus no!”

THERMOPYLAE 

JUNE, 2073


“…are we doing this father? It is silly.” Andro spoke as he walked beside his father along the front of the bleachers that were erected facing the monument to a father and grandfather.


“It is not silly.” Martin insisted. “I want to see if you have learned anything I have taught you over the years! I ain’t going to be around forever boy!”


Andro looked at his father with a grin. “You are too ornery to die as mother says.” He spoke.


Martin settled to the bleachers in the front row. “Yeah… yeah! Indulge me will ya!”


Andro looked at his father and shook his head. He saw Torma and Elynth sitting near the edge of the monument about two hundred meters away conversing as father and daughter, the Durcunusaan troops gently prodding the civilians who came to the monument daily in other directions and away from this particular set of bleachers, and the sun beginning to sink lower in the sun. Andro sat beside him in a huff and crossed his arms over his broad chest.


“Oh very well!” He barked.


Martin grinned. “Ulana can wait.”


Andro looked at him. “Ulana?” He stated. “She didn’t make the trip.”


“Why not?” Martin asked.


“I asked her not to.” Andro said. “I told her I would be training for most of the time and not able to take her to see the sights.”


“You haven’t done shit but lay around since we got here!” Martin exclaimed.

Andro nodded. “I saw her father.” He said. “Before we left. She was having lunch with her father at Gallais’s Retreat. I was stunned she was there. She didn’t see me and I left right away, but I can still smell her even now.”


Martin nodded his head in understanding. “Sadi.” He said. “You really just need to seek her out and make her yours son. Until you do, you are going to smell her at every turn. You were meant for each other by a higher power boy, when are you going to see that?”

“I see it!” Andro said. “It’s just not time yet.”


Martin shrugged his shoulders. “Perhaps. You could have at least found someone who is not so uptight in the meantime. Ulana’s jaw about dropped when you brought her to dinner and she saw how casual we are.”


“I don’t even really like her that much.” Andro said. “Her university friends walk about like they are the most knowledgeable people in the world. It is so very annoying.”


“Enough about that!” Martin snapped. “You are avoiding my question. You aren’t as slick or as beautiful as your mothers and you won’t get me sidetracked!”

Andro laughed and looked at him. “They do that quite well you know!”

Martin grinned. “You just wait until Sadi is in phase and she is hitting you with her aura and has got you by your nor. Then we’ll see who talks! Enough! Now let’s go over it again!”


Andro rolled his eyes. “Sibfla!” He muttered. “Tenna of course!”

“And if she is not around… then what?” Martin asked. “Who fills her shoes?”


“Grandfather Panos… without question.” Andro answered.


“Not Laustinos?” Martin asked.


Andro looked at him. “Father please… Laustinos is not even qualified to pick flowers let alone lead the Union. He is a paper pusher to the extreme.”


Martin grinned once more. “His deputy?”


“I would try to keep them together but I doubt Aunt Tarifa would allow me too.” Andro said. “I would appoint her governor of Sparta and have Janae fill the role as grandfather’s deputy.”


Martin looked at him. “Janae? Why her?”


“She speaks fourteen languages and has dedicated her life to Sparta.” Andro answered. “We went together to that Symposium on Nodon last year. The one you forced me to go too and…”


“Andro… you didn’t…” Martin asked.


“Not all of us are as perverted as you father.” Andro snapped. “No I didn’t bed her… but we did spend every minute together. She has a fascinating knowledge of things and is very poignant in her beliefs. She reminds me of Tenna Deia.” 

“She’s young.” Martin said.


Andro looked at him with a stupefied expression. “So am I. And still you force me to answer these ridiculous hypothetical questions about succession.”


“Ah…” Martin waved his hand at him dismissively. “The Krypteria?”


“Marci of course.” Andro answered. “If there is someone who can lead the Krypteria as well as Armetus it is her and she has been is defacto deputy for the last ten years anyway.” He looked at his father and waggled his eyebrows. “And she is young too.” He said with a smile.


“You know… you are beginning to wear on my nerves.” Martin spoke.


“Father… we have done this before.” Andro said. “Each time my answers vary only slightly. Ben remains where he is… grandfather Riall remains… I promote Uncle Daniel to Commander Ground Forces… which he will no doubt scream about for months. Eliani fills mother’s role and hopefully tells the Hadarian Arch Ministry where to go and how to get there. Walter becomes Commander of the Durcunusaan, while I shift General Vengal to his new duties as Uncle Daniel’s Deputy Commander.” Andro looked at his father. “This is pointless you know… there is no way you and all of my mothers and Aunt Deia die at the same time. It’s impossible.”

“Nothing is impossible Andro.” Martin said. “The impossible only takes a little longer to figure out. I’ve told you that before.”


“I have absolutely no desire to be King father… none whatsoever.” Andro said as he came to his feet.


“And you think I did? You think I do?” Martin asked with a smile as he rose to his feet as well and faced his oldest son. “A Leonidas must always lead now Andro. It is the destiny that is written for our family, for me, for you, for Resumar, for Denali, for Eliani… all of us. And it began with your grandfather. A Leonidas must always lead and that is why I push you and your brothers and sisters so hard.”


“And here we thought it was because you were just a hard ass!” Andro snapped playfully.


Martin chuckled and reached up to place his hand on Andro’s shoulder, gripping his thick neck and squeezing. “Trust no one more than you trust your own blood and those who have been beside our family all these years. Lisisa is older I know, but it is you that your brothers and sisters look to Andro. All of them… and it is through them that others will look to you. It is why I know should anything happen, you will guide them forward.”

“Blood before all else.” Andro said softly.


Martin nodded. “Blood before all else.” Martin put his arms around his son’s shoulders. “Just make sure you get whoever takes me out ok? I’ll sleep better at night knowing you got payback!”

Andro chuckled. “I promise you father.”


Martin nodded. “Good… now let’s go get drunk before your mothers get back from Gytheio. Then I can blame it all on you and your Uncle.”


Andro laughed. “Like they will believe that!”
HARBINGER

NINETY MINUTES FROM EARTH


“…pushing them to maximum Captain.” The HARBINGER’S Chief Engineer spoke as he stood next to Velnar. “We have already burned out the HMFC’s by taxing them to their extreme limits with the last three jumps. We…”


“Push them harder.” Velnar snapped not looking up from his chair or from the data pad he was reading.

“Captain Velnar that is not advisable. They could very well fly apart.” The Engineer spoke. “We…”


Velnar had looked up now, and the Lycavorian Chief Engineer saw something in his Elven Captain’s eyes he had never seen before. “Not advisable?” Velnar snarled as he sprang to his feet, startling the Engineer. “Not advisable!” Velnar screamed now causing heads to turn to where he stood. “Our King is dead! Dead do you hear me?” Velnar screamed. “We carry the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union! He told me to get him back home in as short a time as we can so that our Union does not fall apart!
The entire Royal family is under attack, hundreds of our people dead in Sparta! Perhaps hundreds on Kranek! One of our Queens is more than likely dead! Buried beneath the rubble of the building that claimed the Prime Minister! Another is near death with her wounds, another taken from Kranek we have just learned and you come to me with… not advisable!” Velnar waved the data pad in his face.

“Captain I only…”


“I am the nubous Captain of this ship!” Velnar shouted heaving the data pad across the bridge in a fit of rage. “If I tell you to push them harder then you push them harder! I don’t care if she flies apart around us! We will push her until her engines are burned out and then we will get out and push! You go to your station and push the sublights to one hundred and twenty percent Commander, or so help me I will expunge you out the nearest airlock for disobeying my orders!”


The Lycavorian engineer stammered something, his eyes wide and he rushed back to his control station. Velnar looked around his bridge, his own eyes wide as he took in the faces staring back at him.


“Our Union has suffered a terrible blow this day… a blow not seen since the death of King Leonidas’s father!” Velnar barked. “Back then we did not have a son to carry on in his father’s stead! To guide us in his father’s place! We do now… and I will not allow that son to be surrounded by those not willing to take risks for the future of us all! We will work and fight with our equipment until there is nothing left to give… and then we will pull that much more from it and keep fighting… for that is our duty! If you can not do that then get off my bridge right this instant! I will not have you as part of my crew!”

Velnar turned when the bridge doors opened and he saw Sadi Leonidas rush in walking quickly. She didn’t even look at him as his eyes and the eyes of others watched as she strode to the doors of the ready room where they knew the Prince and Senior Polemarch were. Velnar turned back to his crew and took a deep breath. “If you have suffered more this day… if you have suffered more this day then you may relieved yourself from duty… otherwise we have a job to do.”


Sadi stopped when she entered the ready Room and the doors closed behind her. She saw Andro silhouetted in the view window against the backdrop of stars and she hesitated for just a moment. She had left Ne'Veha with Carisia and Lu'ria in the Med Bay with Lu'ria’s mother Daba. The doctor was in the middle of pronouncing her well on the way to perfect health when she felt Andro’s emotions spike once more. This was more refined and dark in its essence and she realized that neither Ne'Veha, Carisia or Lu'ria had felt it. Only she was attuned to Andro on that level and after making an excuse that she was going to check on their STRIKER she dashed from the Med Bay and made her way towards the bridge. The closer she got to him, the more she felt the slow burn of fury within the recesses of his mind, and she knew something else must have happened. Sadi could feel the same emotions doing a slow burn within Elynth as well and Sadi feared for what had happened. This was unlike anything she had ever felt from anyone. She alone knew what Andro was capable of, and to feel him trembling to keep his control, to remain in command of himself took will power Sadi did not think she could ever muster. She sensed he was in a deep meditation of some sort, his mind open only to her. They would share this connection they had with the others when it was time and they were together with the fifth woman who would share their lives. She and Andro had already talked of it briefly and that was the decision they had come too.


She turned when Walter stepped up to her. “Walter?”


Walter held out the data pad to her. “We just heard from Denali.” He spoke softly.


“Please tell me that…” Sadi began to say.


“They have taken my mother Kerta Gai.” Andro spoke softly.


Sadi cut her eyes and watched him turn to face her. She didn’t hesitate and she moved up to where he stood. Sadi gasped when he snatched her up in his arms and crushed her to him, burying his face into her throat and along the back of her ear. She felt his unshielded aura sweep around her and envelope her in its embrace, setting all her senses on fire. Sadi realized instantly this was not a sexual thing, but more Andro reveling in her female scent and insuring she was unharmed. She reciprocated the sensations then, hitting him with her full female aura and meeting his firm nuzzles with her own, inhaling deeply of his lavender and pines scent. Sadi pulled his head away from her neck where he was nuzzling the back of her ear and she took his face in her hands. His azure eyes were so very bright and alive and she could feel his arms tremble with possessiveness as he held her.


“Tell… tell me what has happen my love.” She gasped out. “Who has taken your mother Andro?”

“Immortals.” Walter answered from behind them.


Sadi’s jungle green eyes went wide and she looked at him as Andro set her down. “No Walter!” She gasped. “No! Cha'talla?”


Walter shook his head. “No. This was not Cha'talla’s doing… in fact he lost four people who were trying to save Dysea.”


“Manda kept her promise Kerta Gai.” Andro stated calmly. “They jumped into the system and with the help of some unexpected defectors; they obliterated the entire Kavalian Strike Force.”


“Defectors?” Sadi asked. “From the Coven?”


“I am skeptical as well.” Walter spoke. “But this was Dysea’s decision. Their numbers are what threw the battle in our favor. The Kavalians also did not expect the Coven Dragons to be on Kranek. Lisisa, Narice… they broke the back of the Kavalian assault in the first hour.”


“Having your father killed by these same people tends to give you added incentive in taking retribution.” Andro spoke harshly as he turned back to the view window. “Cha'talla is rabid…” He continued. “Apparently these Immortals are part of some mercenary group that was hired by the Kavalians. By my Uncle Pleistarchus himself as a matter of fact. He hired them to kidnap my mother while his troops slaughtered the rest of my family and all of Cha'talla’s people as well.”


“Kidnap Dysea?” Sadi asked. “For what purpose?”


Walter shrugged. “Perhaps to influence the Elven Parliament in some manner. Hold her hostage in return for political favors. We don’t know.”


Sadi looked at Andro as he turned back. “We’ll know why as soon as he recovers from his injuries in a few hours.” Andro told her.


“Who?” Sadi asked.


“Cha'talla’s son Fash'ka and Denali captured an ex-Coven mercenary a short distance away from where they tracked Dysea to.” Walter answered. “The ship that took her was gone but they found him.”


Sadi looked at Andro. “How… how do we know all this Andro?” She asked.


“Normya and Tir'ut were able to reach out and touch Denali and Lisisa before these Immortals jumped out of the system and they were out of range.” Andro spoke. 


“Wait… Normya and Tir'ut are with your mother?” Sadi asked.


Andro nodded. “They managed to sneak onto this ship when the mercenaries brought mother up from the surface. They shot Iriral three times with an Air Defense Ion cannon when she tried to stop them. Normya was in the middle of a conversation with Deni when contact was lost.” Andro turned once more and resumed looking out the view window. “The Kavalians destroyed the Senate Building in Sparta Kerta Gai. They buried my Aunt and another of my mothers under tons of steel and granite. Parts of my grandfather’s city is burning because they used plasma mortars in a population center. They have helped usurp another mother with lies and deceit.”

Sadi’s hands went to her mouth in horror. “Andro no!” She rasped out as tears filled her eyes.


“Yet they have not invaded.” Walter spoke firmly. “They are not coming across our borders Androcles!”


Andro turned and looked at him, his azure eyes burning with intensity and intelligence. “No they haven’t.” He said. “They won’t need too. They won’t need to because I will come to them!”


Walter shook his head quickly. “That is not a tactically sound move Andro. You…”


“No!” Andro barked vehemently. “No! You will not tell me what to do! No one will manipulate me as they did him when he first returned to our people! I am King now! I will decide what I will do and I will take my father’s place! And I will fulfill the promise I made to him! I will honor my father by fulfilling the promise… the promise I made to him! I will…”

“Andro…” Walter began again.


Andro shook his head. “No!” He looked at him. “I have always considered… we have always considered you a surrogate grandfather Walter. All of us have… but this is different now. They have taken… they have taken our father from us. They have taken our mothers.” Andro turned back to look out the window. “No. I will return to Sparta… I will… I will bury my family.” He turned back around. “Then Senior Polemarch Dymas… then I will send for my brothers and sisters. And when we are all together… then I intend to enter Kavalian space. And I will not return until I have fucked my Uncle five ways from Sunday and he lies dead at our feet along with the whole of the Kavalian Empire for what they have done! That is what I intend to do… and nothing you or anyone says will be able to sway me in my actions.”


“And if your brothers and sisters refuse!” Walter barked. “If they put the continued future of this Union before their own lust for vengeance… what then?”


“Then… then I will do it alone.” Andro spoke plainly.


Sadi shook her head. “No. Never alone.” She stated emphatically as she stepped into his embrace. “Not while I take breaths will you ever be alone.”


Andro looked at Walter. “You followed my grandfather Walter. You followed my father. Will you follow me? If not… then this is the time to get off the train as my mother says, cause we are on a one way trip to hell!”


Walter met his eyes and in those eyes he saw the same fire he had seen three thousand years ago among those towering black walls. He saw the same fire he had seen twenty-seven years ago on that sprawling field in Southern Utah.


“Nubou!” Walter hissed. “Never! I have followed two King Leonidas’s and I will not desert a third when he needs me most. Never!”


Andro nodded. “Thank… thank you.”


“Don’t thank me boy!” Walter barked. “You just might end up regretting it! You must see this through to the very end Androcles! You must not stop! You must not hesitate! You must be as ruthless as death’s right hand! For the moment you let up… death will come for you!”

“I don’t intend to give death a chance!” Andro told him.

