CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT

RITAAH


Resumar stood silently in what could be construed as the main engineering room of VORTEX Cruiser 341 staring at one of the four dormant Quantum Fusion Drive Cores. It was an enormous circular machine, the globe in the center much wider in circumference, and then slimming on the top and bottom as it fit into the many conduits and connections leading out of the core. It extended nearly fifty meters up and down in height, as well as an additional two hundred and fifty meters back from where he was standing in front of the three-panel control console. The cores themselves, when combined together, were larger than the main engineering room of a LEONIDAS II-Class Striker Cruiser and Resumar could not begin to imagine the power they could generate if ever they were activated. As he let his dark eyes drift up and down gazing at just this one core, Resumar decided that what he and Andro were doing was certainly the correct thing to do. It needed to be done to insure the technology of this ship never fell into the wrong hands, and that it wasn't lost to them. 


Resumar turned when Avi and 341 entered the empty engineering room and walked directly up to him. Had he not grown up with Avi a constant presence in his life, Res would have been just a little intimidated by the two seven foot tall Avatars in front of him. Though they were almost identical in how they looked, even without the different clothing they wore, Resumar could easily pick out Avi. Avi had been an integral part of their education as they were growing up. It was Avi who had schooled him and Andro and all of their siblings in regards to the Pralors and the knowledge on City Ship 41. Their father and mothers wanted them to know about their history and how their blood came to be. It was not information that was available to everyone for his father did not want their enemies to know just how much knowledge and technology inhabited CS41. If the entire Lycavorian Union knew the real origins of CS41 then every criminal and aggressive species in and out of the Union who had a grudge against them would find their way to earth in vain attempts to take it, as well as put many lives in danger for those who knew that the information and knowledge existed.


“Ok…” Res spoke his arms crossed over his chest. “Why did you want to see me Avi?”


-We have finished running the simulations that you and Androcles devised- Avi answered him.


“And?”


Avatar 341 tilted his head slightly and looked at him. –If I may ask Resumar Leonidas, what would be the purpose of this simulation be if it was to actually take place?-

Resumar met his red eyes. “It would send a message 341. A message my father, my brother and I want to be heard loud and clear.” He answered flatly. “I know it was thrown together quickly and we don’t have accurate and up to date Intel, but is it possible? That is what we want to know.”


-The variables are too numerous to list in a final report…- Avi answered him evenly. –However… the overall scope of the plan is rather ingenious- He looked at Resumar. –With the proper deployments yes Resumar, it is very possible. Androcles created the base plan from what I can ascertain?-

Resumar nodded. “He sent it to me once we originally talked about what I wanted to do. I added the additional elements to the base plan he sent to better accommodate the priority of the objectives.”


-I can deduce that since we are the only ones here discussing this, that this operation is not common knowledge- 341 spoke. 


“The only ones who know about it right now are Andro, Athani and the three of us.” Res answered him. “Until we finalize the details and discover what it is my Uncle and the Kavalian leadership is trying to accomplish, that is the way it will stay.”


-Shiria has inquired of me what it is you have us working on outside of the normal information upload and download- 341 said.


Resumar looked at him. “I assume you have not told her anything?”


-My programming does not allow me to violate the internal security protocols in place in my neural network Resumar Leonidas. A descendant of Chief Elder Pralor, any descendant, is whom I answer too. I tried to explain this to her- He replied without pause. –She found this very frustrating Resumar Leonidas-


Resumar grinned. “I’m sure she did.” He said. “The emergency protocols for her are active correct?”


Avi nodded now. –I have installed a bypass into her ship’s main computer core. If our position here is compromised in any way or there is a significant risk to her life either 341 or myself will initiate this bypass. She will be removed, forcibly if necessary, and her ship will immediately obtain orbit and conduct a maximum FDC jump into Union space. From there she will be taken to Earth or Apo Prime depending on current security concerns and put into protective custody. I have already dispatched an encrypted Crimson Storm Security Level Nine message to General Vengal on Earth to be prepared should this need to happen-


Resumar nodded. “Good. Uncle Vengal will be ready in any case.” He said. “How much longer before everything is operational?”


-Downloading everything into the Data Cores you brought was far easier than uploading Resumar Leonidas- 341 stated. -Captain Fang and her engineers have been invaluable, but incorporating unaltered Pralor technology into your ships is not easily done-


“I realize this 341.” Resumar said with some anxiousness in his voice as he turned away from them. “I was just asking.”


-You are worried for your mother For'mya aren’t you Resumar? - Avi stated moving forward slightly.


“Worried. And a whole lot of pissed off.” Resumar answered turning back to look at him. “And knowing that I can not do anything about it makes me insane! I keep hearing in my head what she told me on MJOLNIR HAND Avi. How she would do anything to protect those she loves. I truly fear what she would submit too if she thought she was protecting one or more of us.”


-She is willing to do this because of her emotions for her family- Avi spoke. –That is not something to doubt Resumar-


“That’s just it!” Res hissed. “I don’t doubt it! I don’t doubt it in the least! And I fear what she would submit herself too in order to save one of us. Thinking that the Kavalians… my Uncle… believing that they killed father. She can’t know he is still alive! We’ve told only those in our family and we cannot feel her within Mindvoice to tell her this. My uncle could be telling her anything he wants and her emotional state will cause her to believe him because she cannot sense any of us! Any of us!” Resumar shook her head. “My mother is very smart… and the only reason she would be able to come up with for this is because we are dead. She doesn’t know about the implants or what they do Avi.”


-So you are saying she is helping them because she believes one or more of you is alive? And she is trying to keep it this way- 341 asked. –This would make the most logical sense-

Res nodded. “If she thought we were all dead she would never help him! She would die before lifting a finger to help him in any way.” He shook his head. “No. My uncle… he has to be manipulating her somehow in order to obtain her assistance. Whatever that assistance may be.”


-Can the Kavalian female Poysha determine what this assistance is? - 341 asked him. –It may help to know this and better formulate a plan to return her to our fold- 


Resumar looked at him now. “341… did you just say our fold?”


-That statement is accurate- 341 answered. –Avatar 41… Avi… his neural patterns and microprogramming networks are now part of me as well. My personality programs have shifted considerably since linking our Neural Processors. I am taking those patterns and sub routines and forming them into my own database-


“So you are becoming like Avi?” Resumar asked.


-No. My neural network patterns are still my own, but I am forming my own unique suppositions to many of the events and the information I have processed in the last ten days. Technically I believe the term brother would be more accurate- 341 answered evenly. –Avi does not view reactivation as a prudent measure where as I do. For many reasons that he does not support. I believe that is because of the influence of your father on him, where as my primary influence since reactivating has been yourself primarily and your brother Androcles from afar-


“It’s not a competition 341.” Resumar spoke.


-Nor do I regard it as such- 341 answered. –It is simply how we were designed to be Resumar. As the Avatars of our respective ships we were designed to take on personality traits from those ship commanders. It is programmed into our neural networks for it allows us to grow. Chief Elder Pralor Sumar for Avatar 41 initially, and then your father. VORTEX Cruiser 341 never had a commander and thus my interaction has not been as cognizant and complete as it should have been. At least until you arrived and now I have interacted with you and your brother on a regular basis- 


“Your thoughts on my plan?” Resumar asked.


-Unlike Avi… I am fully cognizant of what VORTEX Cruiser 341 is capable of- 341 told him. –I am this ship Resumar. When you call on me… on us… we will be ready. And despite the logical odds that Avi has stated numerous times, he is, or was the Avatar of a City Ship. The most very advanced of our seed ships yes, but a City Ship nonetheless. VORTEX Cruiser 341 is a warship. It has been since its inception. I am the avatar of a warship, and as such, I will think differently in regards to odds and what I and this ship are capable of-


“So you think and process more like my brother and I?” Resumar asked.


-You are Spartans. And warriors. Based on the information I have obtained and processed from Avi in regards to the Spartan history and the history of your father and grandfather I believe fate as you call it and believe in… I believe fate put VORTEX here for you to find and to use- 341 answered.


Resumar stepped closer to him. “That sounds like a very human belief 341.” He said.


341 shook his head. –It is logical considering the events that led to you discovering this ship and what has occurred since you found us- He answered. –Perhaps the remaining Pralor leaders who dispatched us here knew this… perhaps they did not. Calculations of the odds and all variables suggest they knew exactly what they were doing by sending us to this sector of space. They knew it would be Sumar’s descendants who found it. They would be the only ones who truly knew how to discover it outside of Xaxon’s descendants. And because of that… they did not fear how it would be used-


“It was Xaxon’s descendants who discovered it.” Resumar said. “Aikiro and the Coven found it.”


341 turned slowly and looked at Avi. He turned back to Resumar who had witnessed the almost human exchange of facial expressions and waited for one of them to say something. It was 341 who finally spoke. –That is not entirely true Resumar Leonidas-


“What do you mean?” Res asked. He looked at Avi. “Avi?”


-Your father and I discovered that VORTEX Cruiser 341 existed twelve point three years ago Resumar Leonidas- Avi answered him. –He has known of its existence this entire time-


“What?” Resumar gasped. “But… why didn’t he… why did he act like this was all new to him then? Like it was a new discovery?”


-Once Aikiro revealed to him that they had detected something, he acted in the manner he did to keep them from realizing exactly what it was they had discovered- Avi answered. –Aikiro may have been many thousands of years older than your father, and considerably more refined in her Mindvoice skills, but she was not a blood descendant of Xaxon. Elder Pralor Xaxon bestowed upon her father a large portion of his mind and abilities when CS19 was discovered because his essence is what existed on CS19 while his body was on CS41. In turn she passed on this skill to her children, but it was never as strong as the bloodlines that descend from Sumar. You know as well as I that the purity coefficient of one’s blood is what measures the strength of Mindvoice and psychic ability. Xaxon descendants would never be as powerful as Sumar’s because they lacked the one thing that carried the core of that power within it Resumar. The blood flowing in their veins. Aikiro knew this and that is why she acted as she did. She was well aware that no amount of training or control would allow her to defeat your father-  


“What else does my father know that he hasn’t shared with the rest of us?” Resumar asked.


Avi shook his head. -I will only say that he is unlike the persona that many have of him. Your mother Anja once stated that those who choose to label your father as just another ignorant soldier without truly knowing him were ‘Some dumb motherfuckers’ I believe her exact words were- Avi looked at him. –This pronouncement… while crude… is very accurate. Your mother Anja enjoys her colorful metaphors-


-A request if I may Resumar Leonidas- 341 asked now.


Res looked at him. “Yes?”


-I would like your permission to alter the registry of VORTEX Cruiser 341- He said.


“What do you mean?” Resumar asked.


-VORTEX Cruiser 341 is the name given to this ship when it was launched because it was the 341st ship of its class- 341 answered him. –I have studied your history, that of Sparta, the Lycavorian people and many customs. I would like your permission to alter the registry to reflect a sense of purpose and remembrance that is customary of your people-


-He wishes the name of this ship to strike fear into your enemies when you go into battle- Avi said with an almost disgusted look on his Avatar face.


-It is customary- 341 protested looking back to Resumar. –And it would allow your father to see that your course of action. Your brother’s course of action. That this is the right thing to do-


“If I didn’t know any better 341 I would say there is some emotional reason in your voice for wanting to do this.” Resumar said.


-While it may appear or sound that way to your ears Resumar… it is not possible- 341 answered. –Your decision; Androcles’s decision to not destroy this ship… it is only fitting that it receive a name worthy of its rebirth so to speak-


“What name did you have in mind?” Resumar asked.


-SPARTA’S WRATH- 341 answered.


Resumar stared at him for a long moment. “You’ve given this a lot of thought huh?”


-Sixteen point two seconds- 341 answered. –And that is an eternity for my neural processor-

Resumar chuckled. “Very well. SPARTA’S WRATH. I like it. I think Andro will too.” He said. “And you believe the plan is solid?”


-For lack of a more descriptive or technical description- 341 spoke. –We will go through them like goose through shit-


Resumar broke out into a genuine laughter, the first in several days and he shook his head. “That’s shit through a goose 341! But I get what you are trying to say. Good… good… Andro and I want to make sure it’s heard loud and clear too.”

ONTAHE


The bellow of Andro’s voice in the ancient Lycavorian language served two purposes really. One was intended; the other unexpected. The unexpected portion was that every single mercenary under Cyngi’s command stopped firing and turned at the same time to see him leap from the metal catwalk above with two other Lycavorians close behind. They were a mixture of Kochab, Bo'yak and Evolli scum, most of them never having seen sustained combat of any kind with the exception of several of the Evolli. Many of them were no more than harsh bullies and murderers. For years many of them had oppressed and killed and maimed their way through life and the galaxy without ever once crossing paths with a Lycavorian. Cyngi had brought the scum and villainy of the universe here to this frozen rock. Though they had no idea or thoughts of it at the time, for they were witnessing what appeared to be Androcles’s suicidal leap to the main deck, the vast majority of them would be very dead within the next hour for what they had taken part in.


The second purpose had been planned, and it was the one that Dutkne had been waiting for. He had known all along what Androcles planned, for since he had arrived in Union space, truly since he had met Androcles, everything his grandfather had told him through the years was coming true. There were now only seven men and women who were as close to Androcles as his father and siblings. He would keep no secrets from them no matter what it cost. Just being around him, watching him, and seeing how he thought Dutkne realized that his grandfather had known all along that this is how things would play out. Within days they had become as close as any friends could be. Dutkne was accepted without question among the Durcunusaan as one of the very few who could get close to him and not be watched every moment. He had even accepted them referring to him as Vali’star now, almost as if he had fallen in to the role without even realizing it. He also could not keep his thoughts from the dark hair of Zarah Leonidas and Lucia Moran, their sultry eyes, or the lush figures they both had. He had never been attracted to any female as he was to them, both of them, and it was only another sign that this is where fate had decreed he belonged. He knew what Zarah had been through, knew what role Lucia now played in her life, but he also knew nothing was ever without challenge.


The moment they heard Andro’s voice rise above the sporadic weapons fire Dutkne began a silent count in his head as the others strained to see what was happening. He lowered his Mindvoice shields just enough to detect her as was the plan and moments after he did he heard her voice loud, clear and strong.


Dutkne we are in position! Tharua’s voice barked out. Bring them now! Now!

Dutkne surged to his feet then without pause. “Am'uur! Break for the STRIKER! Go now!”


Am'uur looked at him with wide eyes but was well trained enough to not hesitate. “We must go!” He barked as he too sprang to his feet.


“Am'uur the mercenaries!” Tastia screamed at him. “They are blocking our way!”


Seconds after the words left her mouth the huge emerald scaled head of Majeir snapped around the corner and glared at them.


Dutkne! Now! We will not be able to cover you for very long once they regain their senses! She barked out in Mindvoice.


Dutkne grabbed Tastia’s hand, shoved it into Am'uur’s grasp and pushed them toward the corner. “Go damn it!” He snarled. He turned back to the RD soldiers. “Bring them to the ship! Go! Go!”


All of them surged off the floor at his orders and Am'uur gripped Tastia’s hand tightly as they broke from cover and came to screeching halts. Thaura, Majeir, Anthar and Deneth had imposed their massive bodies at twenty meters intervals and what could only be described as a shimmering light blue barrier connected them all, effectively cutting off the mercenaries from firing at them and giving them a straight shot to the back of the STRIKER DT Mark II where the Vanari Ardan and Devra were waving at them frantically.


“By the grace of the prophets!” Tastia gasped when she saw the barrier.


She let out a small scream of shock and fear when six bodies landed in front of her and she was staring at two of Androcles’s mates and his sister as well as his brother’s wife Narice. Between them they were supporting two Vanari females, one of whom was Devra’s daughter Caliria. Her head whipped around and up and she gazed at the catwalk above them that they had leaped from. Am'uur pulled on Tastia’s arm as they began running for the ship in front of them.


“Time to move your asses!” Eliani barked back at him as she and Narice supported Yssyla between them and began sprinting towards the DT as quickly as they could helping the young woman between them.


“Tastia… perhaps we should follow them!” He barked yanking on her arm this time and beginning to drag her forward as Dutkne led the RD soldiers and other Vanari females from around the wall barricade in a mad dash for the ramp of the STRIKER.


Caliria Re Mydala had watched him leap from the catwalk above with wide eyes. She felt Carisia and Lu'ria’s hands tighten on her as they pressed close and then they too were leaping from the catwalk in another direction. Seeing the huge beasts below her gave her pause for only a second since she had seen them in her dreams as well. As silly as it was at a time like this she chastised herself for referring to them as beasts as they landed on the landing bay floor twenty meters beneath the catwalk. They were so beautiful and graceful and utterly ferocious when they wanted to be. Caliria didn’t hesitate in allowing Carisia and Lu'ria to lead her, clinging tightly to their hands as they began to run the hundred and twenty meters between the catwalk and where the rear of the STRIKER was open. Her eyes detected another Vanari female in front of them and she gasped when she realized it was her mother. Her lean, beautiful frame and luscious silver blond hair were unmistakable to Caliria. Her mother was gripping a large hand weapon and standing without fear beside the tall and powerfully built Lycavorian soldier as they took up positions on the ramp. Her wide eyes also saw Regent Ardan standing on that ramp and a strange looking rifle in his hands, something that she never in her life thought she would see.


Caliria was amazed at the time it took them to close the distance from where they landed to the ship and then she remembered that Carisia was a vampire and Lu'ria a Drow elf female. Both of them were naturally far faster than a Vanari in every sense of the word and with Eliani and Narice pressing them from behind it was not surprising they covered the distance in a what seemed like only a few heartbeats. 


Devra had spied them from the minute they landed on the landing bay floor and her heart was racing as she watched Carisia and Lu'ria practically carry her between them. Devra’s heart soared as suddenly she was embracing her daughter once more and even with the heavy sound of weapons fire all around them, the tears began to flow as they hugged each other tightly while Devra pulled her further into the ship.


“Caliria my daughter!” Devra sobbed as she crushed her in her arms with all of her strength. The fears of never seeing her again, of the agony she had had to endure, all these things faded as she held her daughter once more.


“Mother!” Caliria basked in the feeling of her mother’s arms around her even as she could feel the other Vanari being ushered onto the ship and up the ramp. She felt stronger arms embrace both her and her mother and she turned her head to see Nirilo pulling both of them to him.


“Nirilo!” She cried as his arms embraced them both and the warmth of her older brother’s body filled her as well.


Nirilo squeezed her tightly, including his mother in his embrace and he held his cheek to her soft black hair for a long moment before pulling back and looking into her tear filled honeydew green eyes.


“We never lost faith sister!” He gasped softly. “Mother never lost faith that we would find you!”


“I never… how… how did you…?” Caliria stammered unable to find the words.


“He did.” Devra spoke immediately. “Androcles found you. He found you far quicker than I ever thought possible.”


“Andro?” Caliria gasped as she turned her body and looked back down the ramp. Devra wasn’t the only one who noticed the familiarity with which she spoke his name and she glanced at Nirilo quickly. A small part of them still did not believe what Androcles told them about Caliria. “He jumped from…”


“Devra my wife!” Bren’s voice pulled her back to the present and she turned to look at him. “We are not out of this yet! Get your females secured in seats! The Mark II is not made to carry six dragons and it will be a tight fit once Elynth and Aradace return!”


“Androcles is still out there Bren!” Devra shouted back at him. “Sadi and Ne'Veha haven’t come over from the MENKLA!”


“Things will come together very quickly and we must be prepared!” Bren barked back.


“What is he doing Bren?” Devra screamed now wanting to get her daughter off this planet more than anything else in the universe.


Caliria took her hand quickly shocked at the words the Lycavorian had spoken. He had called her his wife and she looked at her mother with wide eyes. “Mother… he said… Andro said he was fulfilling a promise.” She spoke softly as Devra turned to look at her and Ardan watched from behind her.


“What do you mean?” Devra asked her.


“He said he was going to fulfill a promise he made to you.” Caliria told her.


Devra’s eyes grew wide when Caliria told her this and she turned to stare out the back of the STRIKER. All of them did in fact, for almost all firing had stopped completely as Tharua, Majeir, Anthar and Deneth took up positions at the bottom of the ramp now. Dutkne, Am'uur, Tastia, all of them stood at the bottom or mid way up actual ramp itself as they witnessed something none of them had ever expected or imagined. Carisia and Lu'ria clung to each other for they could feel it surging though them more powerful than anything they had felt before and it was divine. Carisia turned when she felt the hand grip her arm and she saw Eliani step up to her, her fern green eyes wide and her body flush with a shimmering bluish light.


“Carisia!” She gasped.


“We feel it!” Carisia exclaimed. “Eli… Eli what is it?”


What swept through Eliani was a tidal wave of emotion, from different sources yes, but primarily from Androcles in his brotherly fashion and the unambiguous and distinct emotion of resolute love and yearning from Jomann for her. She glanced at Carisia then. “Something… something wonderful.” She said softly.


“By the grace of the four prophets!” All of them heard Devra exclaim in a voice of astonishment and they turned to see what she and everyone else was watching.


He embraced it now.


Denali Leonidas had never been one to truly reach for the power his blood could give him. He had listened intently and learned everything his father and brother had taught to him. What they had taught him and Aradace. Denali knew he would never be as powerful or utterly as commanding as Androcles but he felt no jealously towards him. His older brother made it a point to include him in nearly everything he did, he insured that Denali and others got the credit that was theirs to have, and Androcles avoided the spotlight as if it was the plague. He was the only reason that Lisisa and him had the time to discover what they now shared. By keeping them together to explore and nurture their blossoming love, Denali and Lisisa had found what many never do, and Andro had forever sealed the loyalty of his younger brother no matter the odds. This was part of the plan Deni knew and if what he sensed was happening all around them was indeed taking place, it was working to perfection. He landed beside Andro on the floor of the landing bay, Jomann only three steps behind them, and two seconds after that they had dropped into crouches as Elynth and Aradace were upon them in a blink, wrapping their massive wingspans around them like some protective cocoon, their heads and necks twisting and turning, their long tails curling up along their talon equipped feet and effectively creating a bubble. Their position within the center of the mercenary lines had the desired effect of drawing the attention of all of the pirate scum to them. The two dragon sisters, combined with their bonded brothers and Jomann’s powerful and growing presence within Mindvoice merged their power together and created a shimmering light blue bubble of psychic power around them.


The shock wore off for Cyngi almost immediately and he turned the huge assault rifle he carried toward the blue bubble. “The sons!” He screamed. “It is the sons! Kill the sons!” His finger drew back on the trigger and he sent a burst of withering sustained fire at the cocoon of dragon scales that encircled the Lycavorian King’s two pureblooded sons.


At the sound of his command, nearly one hundred and twenty rifles or hand weapons shifted direction and began to unleash a maelstrom of kinetic propelled death at the huge cocoon that now resided on the deck of the cargo bay.


Andro knelt on one knee within that cocoon, Deni and Jomann facing him a similar position, their arms intertwined on each others shoulders and Elynth and Aradace’s huge muzzles staring at them from either direction. All of them could feel the sensations of the kinetic rounds hammering their psychic shields; they could just barely make out the screaming voices of the mercenaries as they tried their level best to kill them. 

They were the Bonded Sisters of the only two pureblood sons King Martin Leonidas had of fighting age, and in a number of years Deion Leonidas would count himself among them, and their younger dragon brother Jeru would be beside them as a warrior as well. They were silent staring at the three young Lycavorian males, the three of them with perhaps some of the purest Lycavorian blood to exist in the Union today. Elynth and Aradace knew well the history of the Lycavorian people as well as the Pralors and the immense role they had played. They knew that the purity of a Lycavorian’s blood was the measure of the power they could wield. There were perhaps less than a hundred thousand Lycavorians who could count themselves as direct pure descendants of the original Ruling Packs on Lycavore. While every Lycavorian could trace their bloodlines back to those on Lycavore in some way, very few remained alive that could trace it uninterrupted back to one of the five Ruling Packs, untainted by mixture with other packs or families. Androcles knew the significance of the role Jomann played now; and he also knew the history of his bloodline thanks to his tenna Deia and what she had told him. At the time it had been only a matter of simple numbers that kept his ancestors from being among the ruling packs during the days of his grandfather Resumar. If his blood was measured by using the Purity Coefficient Content system, which was the normal means in this time to measure the purity of ones blood, Jomann’s blood and that of his parents and siblings and family would be only several fractions less pure than Andro and Denali. It was something that many would never know for most did not delve into the true history of the Lycavorian people anymore, but it allowed Jomann to stand here now, unafraid and in a position that destiny had meant for him to have. A place among those Lycavorians with the purest of blood and the most advanced skills and ready to do battle. 


Jomann stared at Androcles and the enormity of what he had experienced in just the few short weeks he had been his Durcunusaan Captain began to finally ring within him. All that Andro had allowed him to see and the training that Androcles had given him within Mindvoice. Skills and training he would never have received anywhere else. Jomann knew well the history of his bloodline and he was immensely proud of it, as were all of his siblings and his parents most of all. He had never expected to be in such a position, never in a lifetime, yet here he was. He was fulfilling a role that even Deia had told him should have been done many thousands of years ago. Jomann was bringing his bloodline into the forefront, their size now qualifying them as a ruling family if they had still followed the old ways. What his blood and fate also brought to him was Eliani Leonidas, and Jomann knew without question she was the goddess he had always wanted to find. Soon his bloodline would join with the Leonidas bloodline in a way that only members of the ruling family had done and forever secure their place in history. None of this mattered to Jomann however, his wolf blood burned for Eliani like no other and he did not care how pure their blood was, he only wanted to pleasure her until she could scream his name no more. He only wanted to be beside Androcles, who in a few short weeks knew more about him than those who had know him for years.


He would serve his prince and he would love his prince’s sister Eliani until it stole her breath away. That is all that mattered now.


Sister? Andro’s voice filled their minds.


Tharua and Majeir have dropped the last of their barrier! They wait at the end of the ramp!  Elynth answered him. All the Vanari are aboard the STRIKER! It is time we ended this place Andro! Ended it forever!    


Andro looked at Deni, his azure eyes meeting his brother’s dark orbs. Denali nodded his head as he squeezed Andro’s shoulder. He would follow his brother anywhere Denali knew, not only because he was his brother, but because Androcles inspired others to greatness just like their father. He had protected all of his siblings through the years, helped them to grow and face obstacles with a positive attitude. To never give up, never surrender. It is what their father always taught them, and Andro continued it easily. He had known about him and Lisisa for two years and his only actions were to insure they would not be separated so they could discover their love for each other and allow it to grow. In the last weeks Denali had begun to embrace his abilities a little more each day. He had seen far more than he would have cared too, even fought beside Immortals, and seen his sister mated to a half vampire Immortal. Denali absorbed it all and still tried to maintain the humor he was known and loved for. It wasn’t always easy, but it was his way of facing and dealing with issues and it usually resulted in making others laugh as well.


And so we shall sister! Androcles spoke bringing his arm up and poising his finger over the small, one by one control panel near the bridle of his Shi Viska. KertaGai? He reached out within Mindvoice in a connection that included many others.


We are here my love! Sadi’s voice was calm with just a touch of anxiousness.


You and SirsanGai activate the detonator and move back to the STRIKER now. Andro spoke. Anthar and the others will cover you but use the new PSGs that Ben sent to us. Set the timer for ten minutes.


Moving to the side now! Anthar’s voice echoed within the open connection.


Timer is set Saradasaar! Ne'Veha’s voice rang out.



Then activate it and go. Andro told them.


Andro… ten minutes is not much time! Sadi protested.


It is enough for what we have planned KertaGai. Now go! Inamarno waits for you both on the STRIKER and Arrarn is becoming restless! Andro told her.


Nubous regovar! Arrarn’s voice sounded now. Scum sucking rensibfla ronnus shooting at my ship tend to do that to me! Kinetic Shields are holding easily but it’s becoming boorish brother! Finish these midaeus and let’s go home!


Bren… a wall if you will please. Andro spoke calmly. To protect against any stray or dangerous material.


Sibfla Andro! Bren’s voice echoed. I’m on it!


Ten minutes my family and friends. Ten minutes and we will have done the universe a favor. Andro stated. Excuse us while we go to work.


Andro severed the connection with everyone else except for Denali and Jomann. He watched as they brought up their arms and nodded. “Let’s nubous do this!” Jomann snarled stabbing down on the small identical panel. Andro saw Deni nod and do the same thing and he followed suit.


Devra and the others watched as members of the RD team pushed past them quickly and Devra’s eyes grew wide as she began to see Shi Viskas appear on their arms from Flatspace. Ardan moved up next to her quickly his eyes equally as wide as he witnessed their use of Flatspace technology for the first time.


“The Prophets bless me Devra!” He gasped. “They use Flatspace effortlessly!”


Devra watched as two ranks of RD troops extended their Shi Viskas along the width of the ramp effectively making a shoulder high barrier of shields that nothing would penetrate. Her eyes dropped to Bren who was the center of this immovable wall now. Her eyes grew wider, and she could hear the gasps of shock from Ardan and many of the Vanari prisoners they had captured as suddenly gleaming bronze colored armor began to extend from hidden locations on the Mark IV ArmorPly. They could only watch as this glimmering armor extended down arms and around heads and down waists and legs until what stood before them was a wall of men and women in Dragon Armor and in position to repel any attack.


“Bren!” She screamed down the ramp at him.


His head turned back to her as her words echoed and Devra gasped when she saw his changed eyes and his fangs between the open slots on his helmet. The Dragon Armor covered nearly every exposed portion of his body and caused him to look almost mythical in nature.


“Remain there my beautiful mate!” He barked at her while smiling beneath the helmet spaces that she could see. “We will be gone soon.”


“Bren what is going on?” Devra snapped.


“Justice.” Bren answered. “Spartan justice.”


And with that pronouncement two deafening trumpets drowned out everything else in the landing bay and hundreds of pairs of eyes could only gaze on in awe as two huge dragons reared their massive heads back, their giant wings snapping out to the side fully as gleaming Dragon Armor began to extend across their broad backs and around their necks and heads. It only took a matter of seconds and then it was done and nearly one hundred and twenty of Cyngi’s men were then staring at two armored behemoths and three men before them, also now wearing that strange armor. Devra felt Caliria’s hands on her arm tighten and she turned to look at her daughter thinking she was frightened. Instead she saw Caliria’s face was bright and relaxed and so serene.


“Mother… mother it’s wonderful!” Caliria spoke softly. “It’s… I can feel him mother! I can feel him and the others so strongly!”


Devra saw Carisia and Lu'ria come up beside Caliria now, their hands reaching for her but not pulling her away as they pressed close to her instead. Seeing them pressed so close to her daughter looked so very natural to Devra and that reaction surprised her somewhat. Eliani moved up on Devra’s opposite side between her and Ardan.


“There are two things some people just never seem to learn when it comes to our people.” Eliani spoke excitedly as Devra and Ardan turned to look at her.


“Eli?” Devra asked quickly seeing the radiance, the almost flame like blue light radiating from her body. “What do you mean?”


“What… dare I ask what they are?” Ardan spoke now tearing his eyes from her to gaze out the back of the ramp.


Eliani looked at him with a grin, her wolf fangs and eyes fully changed and prominent to all who saw as he looked back. “We almost never go seek out conflict. We will go out of our way to avoid a fight but that does not mean we can’t fight. We are Spartans and we’re actually pretty damn good at it. Better than most really.”


“And… and the second?” Ardan asked.


“Never… and I do mean never… never fuck with the wife and mate of a Spartan.” Eliani said calmly turning her gaze to Caliria who was also now looking at her with Carisia and Lu'ria beside her. “Especially not those of my father and brothers. It’s the surest, quickest and most excruciatingly painful way to insure you never see another sunrise in this lifetime.”


There were perhaps three-dozen Evolli among the ranks of Cyngi’s mercenary army of guards. All of them had seen combat in the Evolli war and all of them had faced exactly what they saw before them right now. They had watched hundreds, perhaps thousands of their fellow Evolli cut down by the might of a Bonded Pair, and while they had early successes against them with the T-19 missile, once the armor they now wore was developed, those success became almost non-existent. None of them ever thought they would see it again, and of the hundred plus security force under Cyngi’s command, they would be the only ones who survived. They were the only ones who did the right thing, and though they would survive this battle they would not survive the ensuing storm that was fast approaching. 


They turned and ran as fast as their amphibian legs would carry them.


Elynth was the first to act as she cut loose with a horrible, angry trumpet and spit a stream of flame tinged super heated breath along one side of the bay. It set everything aflame, along with the half dozen mercenaries caught in its blast as Aradace responded in kind. Metal crates and even several heavy loaders began to burn out of control. Unlike her sister’s flame tinged breath; Aradace’s breath was like her father and brother Jeth’s. It was simply put, nothing but three thousand five hundred degree heat that left her maw in an almost grayish stream and melted anything in its path. She extended the width of her spread to several meters and this blackened everything that was within that arc and caused several containers and one loader to explode. It also served to effectively cut the mercenaries off from moving to the left or right and flanking them.


NO MERCY! Elynth screamed out.  



NO SURRENDER! Aradace echoed her sister’s cry within Mindvoice.


Now our brothers! Do it! Elynth barked.


As the last of Elynth’s words echoed within Mindvoice, Androcles brought the blunt end of his traditional Nehtes down with a thundering clap on the metal floor of the landing bay. The ripple of devastating Mindvoice PK power that exploded outward was not as powerful as the one he had unleashed on Iraruzu, but it served to give them the advantage right away. The first two dozen or so mercenaries caught within that ripple were hit with a shuddering force that easily lifted them up from the deck and dropped them all quite unceremoniously on their collective assess. Denali broke to the right of his brother and extended his hand, a pulse of blue like flame bursting from his palm and then that shockwave of PK power swelled outward like a relentless hurricane. The screams of dozens of mercenaries filled the air as their bodies were literally lifted off the deck, the shattering power of the PK shockwave crushing bones and tossing them about like rag dolls. 


Andro’s left hand flared and he sent a pulsing blue field whisking across the distance to three mercenaries who were crouched beside a broken loader. Their eyes grew wide as that blue field lifted them into the air as if they were children, suspending them ten meters up where they saw the third Lycavorian level his rifle. Three shots rang out, adding to the screams and the weapons that were already firing. Three perfect holes appeared in the heads of the two Kochab and one Bo'yak mercenaries, each one’s head exploding and their bodies flipping over to fall to the deck one by one. Andro’s right hand secured the Nehtes and came up with the Stiletto, three accurate and efficient pulses of yellow energy and three more Kochab fell to the deck their chests now smoking as each of them had their hearts blown out the backs of their bodies right through the simple body armor they wore.


Jomann broke to Andro’s left, unwilling to move very far from his Prince, but enough to give him room to use his own ability to its fullest extent. The light bluish flame engulfed him completely now and he felt a surge of incredible power as everything around him slowed to almost a crawl. It wasn’t that he was slowing time; it was that he was moving far faster than everything around him and they appeared to be moving in slow motion. With unmatched clarity Jomann took in everything around him and began picking his shots with lethal accuracy. He used short, controlled bursts or single shots, and in the space of ten seconds nearly twenty Kochab and Bo'yak scum fell dead. Androcles told him they were going to be pushing their abilities and endurance to the very edge and he needed to measure himself as best as he was able for he could not tap into the bond of a dragon for added strength as Andro and Deni could. Even so, Jomann felt a huge surge of power within him still, infusing him with strength and confidence and fueling his own abilities. Once he felt this, he began to pick his shots more carefully, ducking behind a large burned crate for cover, and then using his ability in short three-second spans. Even in that three seconds he was able to find and lock and then kill at minimum four targets for each span, always ducking back down before anyone was able to lock on him and shoot back.


Denali used his PK power to sweep aside half a dozen mercenaries, knocking them sprawling with a psychic wave, before plucking two of them off the floor and tossing them into the air towards Aradace. With a trumpet of glee she brought her right wing whistling forward, catching both the Bo'yak scum with the armored edge of her wing and hearing the satisfying crunch of bone and sinew tearing as their bodies were sent rocketing through the air to impact high up on the wall of the landing bay before falling back to the deck, landing with sickening thuds.


Andro brought his left arm up once more and with barely a conscious thought his Shi Viska flared from Flatspace and leaped from his arm. A pair of Kochab were too slow to get out of its way and they lost their heads to the shield as its razor edges were extended and locked in place. The shield decapitated both of them with barely a pause as it sped off into the fray. There were only two known Lycavorians that had the Mindvoice ability to launch their Shi Viskas and then control them via Mindvoice almost as an afterthought. Andro was one of them, his father the second. The Shi Viska provided a wonderful distraction as he sent it hurtling at several groups of mercenaries and watched as almost all of them were ducking down and screaming and not paying attention to him as they tried to avoid getting hit by the deadly shield. This allowed Androcles to dash forward, while drawing Halize Rie Aellseleum from behind his back, and landing in the middle of a group of seven mercenaries. It was simply a devastating move as

Halize Rie Aellseleum impaled a Kochab clean through his upper body, the first eight inches of the sword erupting from his lower back in a spray of blood and bits of flesh. Andro’s left hand came up, filled with his Stiletto and he fired twice, the thin yellow beam of searing energy piercing the head and throat of two more Bo'yak scum as he was wrenching Halize Rie Aellseleum free from the Kochab’s body. He spun in the opposite direction, twisting away while Halize Rie Aellseleum whistled through the air of the landing bay and cleanly removed the head of a Bo'yak who was bringing his weapon up to fire. As he completed his turn he was facing the other three and saw two of their heads erupt into bloody mist from Jomann’s weapon off to the left before he had fully stopped moving. The last one fired his hand weapon point blank into Andro’s chest and watched in horror as his kinetic rounds impacted that light blue barrier and went no further. He looked at Andro in horror, expecting him to stab him or shoot him. He never saw Andro’s Shi Viska come in from the side at a blistering speed. He never felt the shield’s razors slice through his thick neck muscles, and he never saw the Shi Viska whisk off to the right once more. He never saw these things because his head was on the deck and his brain was no longer receiving impulses from the body.


Andro looked up from where he was squatting and saw him then. He saw the Unsaur that has escaped his father’s retribution. The man who had put a contract on his beloved Hadarian Tenna Sivana so long ago. The man who would not escape this day. With a snarl not unlike a rabid animal Androcles Leonidas leaped into the air directly at where the seven foot tall Unsaur was bringing his weapon to bear on Denali. As he leaped from the floor, his body shifted, there was a flash of white/blue light and the three hundred pound raven colored wolf was leaping through the air, it’s coiled muscles intent on the kill.


Sadi and Ne'Veha were unseen as they scampered down the ramp of the MENKLA and activated the controls, watching as the ramp began to rise with the firing in the background. The PSGs that Admiral O’Connor had sent to them; the equipment that Andro had been referring to, were active and doing exactly what they were designed to do. Anyone watching the scene from afar would have only viewed the ramp of the MENKLA beginning to rise. They would not have seen the two females at the base of the ship watching as the ramp rose, for they were wrapped in a Personal Shroud Generator that was attached to each of their arms. The PSGs as they were built were not designed for extended use in full combat, but rather brief stints that allowed the user to be invisible. Ne'Veha gripped the K14 KM in her right hand as Sadi finished imputing her command code. Weapons fire and screams all around them, the occasional explosion, these are things Ne'Veha Leonidas never thought she would experience first hand as the pilot of a Union Fighter/Bomber. That had changed the moment she became a Leonidas and wife and mate to Androcles. 


Ne'Veha wouldn’t have it any other way.


Ne'Veha had spoken to her mother back on Elear in regards to what she had discovered since becoming part of Andro’s life. Even though she had promised to come to Earth right away, Ne'Veha didn’t know if she remained blissfully ignorant of her father’s actions or truly did not know of them completely. What Ne'Veha did know however was that her grandmother had opened her eyes to so many things that Ne'Veha had embraced, not because she influenced her, but because they felt so very right. She shared a bed with Sadi, Carisia, and Lu’ria and would soon share that bed with Caliria as well. Their times together up until now had been exquisite and Ne'Veha knew this is where she belonged. Now that Androcles had changed her completely, it meant even more to her. She could feel the same power surging through her that Sadi felt, albeit not on as large a scale because she was not fully Lycavorian, but she was still wolf now and feeling her beautiful mate’s male aura pulsing through her was a sensation that was simply divine. Having him stroking into her body while Carisia or Lu'ria or Sadi nuzzled her elven ears was beyond glorious and as the years past Ne'Veha knew it would only grow more passionate and exciting. Sadi had told her and Lu'ria that once the change had fully taken effect right down to the molecular level, once that was complete, they would feel every tiny nuance that any pure Lycavorian female would feel. And the bond they all shared would only grow deeper as the years went by. Yes… they all shared one man… but there was never a competition between any of them for his attentions and given his stamina and his exceptional size, Ne'Veha knew he would neglect none of them. Of course, they also had each other if Andro was occupied she thought devilishly to herself, and now that she was wolf she could taste the differences in her lovers and it was fabulous.


These were not the things that filled her head now as she waited just behind Sadi and covered her. Now she was all wolf, and helping to protect one of her lovers and mates as they put the final touches on the plan they had devised together. It had been Ne'Veha who suggested they use the MENKLA transport as the trigger for a much larger and devastating role in their assault, and it had been Sadi who devised where to put the charges on the ship to deliver the maximum effect inside the mountain base. Though she could not see her blond haired lover, her wolf sense of smell could detect her easily and determine how close she was and almost exactly where she stood. Ne'Veha’s dark eyes caught movement to the left and she saw three Kochab mercenaries trying to flank Denali and getting far too close to where they were.


Sadi! She barked within Mindvoice. We need to go now!


Timer is set SirsanGai! Sadi declared.


Then let us leave before more of these scum get too close and discover us! Ne'Veha snapped.


Anthar! Sadi called out.


Come to me! The carmine red scaled dragon echoed within their minds and they saw his massive bulk heading towards them at a measured pace, his head turned towards where the fighting was happening and ripping out streams of lethal flame.


Anthar was a pure Firespitter, capable of releasing searing flame from his maw that could stretch out from his body nearly a hundred meters. Since coming to Earth and discovering all he could be with his bonded sister, since discovering his beautiful dragon mate Elynth, Anthar had become somewhat of a celebrity with the High Coven dragons as well as others. Many of the Union dragons knew Elynth, in truth there were very few who did not know who she was or who she was bonded too. That he had secured her love and was now her dragon mate made him something special for all of them knew how introvert she was with dragons and others she did not know. 


On our way! Sadi declared as she turned and began to sprint for where he was, sensing Ne'Veha almost right beside her. 


The majority of the attention was focused on where Andro, Denali and Jomann were tearing into the ranks of the mercenaries, and almost no one paid attention to the single dragon who was working his way back to the STRIKER slowly, his streams of flame lethal and carefully directed as to protect two females none of them could see. Sadi and Ne'Veha made the eighty-meter dash unopposed and were touching the STRIKER ramp before they deactivated their PSGs. The row of RD soldiers parted instantly to let them by and then they were staring at Caliria and she at them.


“Inamarno!” Sadi declared rushing up to where she stood.


Devra could only watch in fascination as her oldest daughter didn’t hesitate in the least and enveloped Sadi in an embrace that should have been reserved for lovers. They shared a very quick but no less sizzling kiss before Caliria repeated the action with Ne'Veha and Devra turned her head and looked at Ardan.


“Never would I have believed it without seeing it myself Devra!” Ardan spoke stepping closer to her. “We have… we have held our people apart for too long it seems and that needs to change now.”


“I will not be returning Ardan.” Devra told him firmly. “My husband… my mate… my future is here now.”


Ardan shook his head. “I know. We will work on that when we have finished our task here.”


Devra met his eyes and nodded her head. “I will do what I must but I will not leave my future behind me. I will not let it go.”


Ardan nodded. “And I do not expect you too.” He stated. “We will worry about it later. We still need to get off this planet. We will talk of these things later. We…”


“By the grace of the prophets!” Caliria cried causing Devra and Ardan to turn just in time to witness the white/blue flash of light among the many mercenaries and then they saw the massive black wolf leaping through the air.


Bren saw this and turned his head screaming back towards the cockpit ninety meters to his front.


“Arrarn!!! The end game is coming!!! Get ready!!!” Bren screamed.

SCIMITAR


“Small transports fleeing the surface Captain!” The sensor chief called out. “Five of them!”


Sa'sur nodded her head in acknowledgement and continued to read the data pad she held in her hand. “We expected them to begin bugging out once Andro went ballistic on them. Let them go… we do not care who they are. They will never return here.”


“The AEC transport is aboard and secure.” Another voice spoke.


“The traitor?” Sa'sur asked looking up.


“The AEC agents have secured him in the brig. And none to gently I’m guessing. They have called for a medic.”


“Get one down there to treat his mida before Eliani returns.” Sa'sur ordered. “She’ll kill the ronnus! Or vent him out an airlock!”


“Captain new signature!” The sensor chief barked. “Unknown power readings! No ID from the computer!”


Sa'sur came to her feet. “Cross reference the files we got from this Brendi woman and Devra Re Mydala!” She snapped quickly. “This may be the ship that brought them here!”


“Stand by! Sixty-seven meters in length… seven lifesigns on board!”


“Species?” Sa'sur asked.


“Human by the looks of it.”


“It has to be them!” Sa'sur exclaimed.


“References match Captain!” The sensor chief barked. “Power readings and drive core emissions match those given to us by the Vanari! Fusion drive plant within point three variable of established Vanari Intelligence. It’s an Eridiani transport! Their heading is 35678.9! Gaining speed as they depart!”


“They’re running Captain!”


“They aren’t going to run far! Androcles wanted a word with them!” Sa'sur snarled out the statement “Drop the Shroud! Hard to starboard! Full power to the tractor emitters! Get me that ship!”


“Helm answers hard to starboard!” A voice shouted.


“Weapons officer… can you target their power core without destroying the ship!” Sa'sur barked out the question as they all felt the SCIMITAR begin to turn very sharply for a ship of its enormous size.


“Low yield Type Two turret shot should do it captain.” The answer came instantly. “Their hull does not appear to be reinforced over their drive core or LSD coils.”


“Do it!” Sa'sur barked. “I don’t want them to escape! They made their bed and now I intend to see they lay in it!”


Cyngi had always prided himself on being prepared.


In over four hundred years of life he had never once been caught with his guard down as the saying went. He alone had escaped the Leonidas purge of the Overseers those many years ago because he had been prepared. He had survived up until now because he had been prepared. This base and these men were his crowning jewel. He had made more credits in the last decade alone running his operations here than he had over a century as an Overseer. He purchased the best and he expected the best. Those mercenaries and pirates who worked for him were the very best credits could buy.


The Lycavorian Spartans that were slaughtering his men were far better. 


Cyngi had seen the blue skinned Vanari females as a boon to his profits and how they would allow him to branch out into the information business. The oil they secreted from their skin was a powerful influencer and he had seen it work first hand. His partnership with these Orionis Syndicate people had been quite prosperous. Their obvious distaste for alien species did not keep them from working with him or taking his credits. Though the thought flashed through his mind that he should have taken more time in discovering what exactly they were trying to accomplish. The Lycavorians had come here for the Vanari females that much was obvious. He had seen them extracting those he kept within his personal harem through the fire and smoke of the landing bay and they were all now on the STRIKER that resided in his base’s landing bay. A large STRIKER DT with four dragons and a host of Durcunusaan soldiers now protecting it from behind that damnable armor they always wore. Those men were content to watch the three Lycavorians and two dragons tear into his mercenary army without mercy.


Cyngi had seen a few vid reports from the Evolli war and other places about Androcles Leonidas. None of them had ever showed the Crown Prince of the Union in such a fury. None had ever showed him wrapped in that shimmering blue flame that did not burn him, but granted him abilities that even Cyngi had never seen before. Abilities that apparently even his younger brother and the towering Lycavorian with them shared. Even kinetic rounds strikes against their shields and armor served only to stagger them somewhat, and did even less against the psychic shields of the two dragons that were burning and thrashing their way through his men with surgical precision. Cyngi made his decision instantly, as he always had after reviewing the facts, and he sprang to his feet turning to make a sprint for the remaining unblocked corridor and his escape ship. His reptilian eyes grew wide as he came to his feet and his full seven-foot height. He hadn’t survived this long by being slow, and his rifle began snapping up the moment his eyes detected what was coming at him. The immense black wolf was in mid air, dropping towards him with bared fangs and extended claws of black steel. He managed to chop out four rounds before the he felt the searing agony of those black, razor like claws slicing through his hard skin as if it was butter. His eyes grew even wider as he felt the weight strike his chest, three more sets of claws slashing into his flesh, as the three hundred pound weight of muscle, black fur, razor like teeth and bone drove him downward. His large skull cracked against the metal floor hard and more pain joined that already firing off in his brain. His head snapping back actually saved his life as Andro’s jaws slammed together millimeters from where his throat had been only microseconds before. It only prolonged his life a few seconds however.

Cyngi was no stranger to combat however and as he fought the pain searing his mind, he brought his hands up to throw off the huge beast, except that beast was no longer there as it used his body to propel itself off him painfully to land several meters away. Cyngi rolled over and came to his feet swiftly, belaying his near five hundred pounds. There was a white/blue flash and then Androcles Leonidas stood in front of him, his azure blue eyes nearly glowing behind that helmet, his dual wolf fangs exposed for all to see behind curled back, almost feral lips.


“I’ll kill you!” Cyngi screamed now as his blood soaked the front of his shirt and pants. “I am Cyngi! I am Unsaur!”


“You are a pig!” Androcles hissed back at him. “You peddle in the flesh of others! You enslave those who are weaker than you!”


“You… you have violated the treaty with the Icalro Alliance by coming here!” Cyngi screamed at him reaching for anything to give him time to escape. “They will not look kindly on this attack! They will send warships!”


“As of three minutes ago the Icalro Alliance ceased to exist!” Andro snarled as he circled the huge Unsaur, every combat sense fully alert, for while Unsaurs were large and formidable, they were far faster and stronger than most gave them credit for. “I have removed their blight from the face of the universe for what they turned their backs too and allowed to happen! Just as I intend to remove your vile stain!”


Cyngi moved closer to the circling Lycavorian Prince, his rage building. “Why have you done this?” He screamed. “Over… over some blue skinned females! If you so desired them I would have given you one or two for nothing!”


“You know nothing!” Androcles shouted at him. “You escaped my father Cyngi! You will not escape me!”


“Arrgghhh!” Cyngi released the bellow and charged, all reason gone from his mind now in his anger. He lifted his rifle, forgetting its design and prepared to smash the young prince of the Lycavorians to death with it.


Andro had no intention of slugging it out with the much larger and stronger Unsaur. It was a battle he would not win and he didn’t have the time. He lifted his hand in a blink and sent a baseball sized burst of PK power ripping outward. The ball of bluish energy struck Cyngi over the joint of his right let like the force of a sledgehammer blow. The leg buckled inward and snapped in two, the lower bones tearing through Cyngi’s hard reptilian skin. The Unsaur screamed in agony as he went down, his hands releasing the rifle to try and break his fall. He never saw the Shi Viska come speeding out of the distance and shoot by his falling body. His mind could not register this fact because he was smashing into the hard deck with no arms to stop his fall. The Shi Viska had removed both his limbs from just above the elbow down and went speeding off once more. His cheekbone shattered as it hit the deck, his full weight behind the fall and pain became Cyngi’s constant companion then. Andro moved quickly as his Shi Viska returned to his arm and vanished into Flatspace. He got behind him as Cyngi tried to use the stumps of his arms to lift himself off the deck, pain the only thing throbbing in his mind now. Andro bent over and grasped his large head in his hands and leaned over close to the Unsaur’s small ear.


“My father pronounced sentence on you over twenty years ago Unsaur scum!” Andro growled savagely. “For what you did to my tenna Sivana! The life you forced her to live! I will fulfill my father’s orders now Cyngi, for Spartan Justice does not know the boundaries of time! Taste that justice now and be an example of what happens when individuals fuck with my family! My father will be pleased when I tell him you have finally passed to the dregs of jorbhe. And my Aunt will finally and forever know peace from your betrayal and attempted murder of her!”


Cyngi’s eyes were glazing over now as his blood was spilling onto the deck in copious amounts, but those eyes grew a little wider when he heard Andro’s words through the fog of pain. They registered a small flash and then he saw a glowing psychic knife explode from the right clenched fist in front of his eyes. The glimmering armored hand confused him for a moment, the psychic knife appearing unreal. And then all thought process died as Andro plunged that psychic knife into Cyngi’s skull just in front of his right ear. His azure eyes flared even brighter and he severed every nerve ending that connected Cyngi’s brain with his body instantly. Just before he twisted his fist and solidified the psychic knife within the confines of the Unsaur’s head. Cyngi’s one good leg twitched madly for several seconds and then was still. Andro wrapped his arm tighter around the head and twisted viciously with all of his enormous wolf strength just as hard and savagely as he could. The killing movement snapped every single bone in the Unsaur’s neck and spine and twisted his head nearly ninety degrees to the side before Andro slammed his face down into the deck and stood up. He turned quickly, his eyes glowing ever brighter and he lifted his hands calling upon the PK power within his body.


Elynth and Sadi were the first to feel it and her obsidian scaled head turned from where she was spraying a group of mercenaries and Sadi’s jungle green eyes grew wider from inside the STRIKER, Caliria held tightly to her body as they witnessed the event. 


Denali and Jomann had worked their way to the side until they were fighting next to each other when they felt it. Denali turned his head quickly seeing his brother rise to his feet and those azure eyes blazing even from thirty meters away. 


“Fuck! Time to go!” He screamed out, shifting instantly to his wolf form and sprinting for the STRIKER in a split second.


Jomann was following a heartbeat later, shifting instantly to the dark blond wolf who almost rivaled Denali in size. 


Aradace! To the STRIKER! Now! Elynth screamed out to her sister in Mindvoice.


There was no hesitation in either of their actions and within a second two enormous dragons were chasing the two large wolves as they sprinted for the STRIKER, swatting aside any mercenary or piece of broken equipment that was in their way.


Unleash the Sirogus rie Jorbhe! And burn the vileness clean!


That is what his Tenna Deia had told him to do, and that is exactly what he was going to do. Here and now. And into the future if need be.


With a howl unlike anything anyone had heard before Andro thrust out his arms and unleashed a wave of PK power that hurtled outward in overwhelming form. Mercenaries who still lived were tossed carelessly into the air like stuffed animals as the domination in that wave shattered bones and crushed organs. To many of the mercenaries it was as they had been hit by the concussive force of a fusion explosion going off next tot hem. Small pieces of burning equipment were tossed through the air adding to the maelstrom that was occurring, and when the wave of bluish power finally swept over the smoking battleground in the landing bay, no living thing was still standing. Andro gazed upon the devastation they had wrought for only a second before shifting back into wolf form and sprinting for the STRIKER.


It was time to leave this place before it joined its owner in jorbhe and the vileness was burned clean.


Devra and Ardan were speechless at what they had just witnessed; all of the Vanari were actually, though the Lycavorians hesitated for only a few seconds before beginning to act once more. The ranks of the armored Durcunusaan soldiers parted quickly as first Deneth, and then Majeir and Thaura and finally Anthar rushed past them and moved for the four harnesses built especially for dragons on either side of the ship. Half a dozen of the RD team broke from the wall they had formed and began to help them secure themselves in the harnesses. They could feel the engines in the ship gaining power as Arrarn’s voice filled the internal ship COM.


“Time to leave people! Get everyone secure!” Arrarn ordered.


Sadi took command effortlessly. “Bren!” She waited until his armored head turned to look at her. “Have the Durcunusaan insure the Vanari females are secure and calm in their seats! We are leaving!” She barked clinging tightly to Caliria’s hand.


Bren didn’t hesitate and patted the Durcunusaan troop close to him as they began to peel back from the ramp and move into the ship. Denali and Jomann skidded to halts, their clawed talons clicking on the steel deck just before they shifted back and turned to watch as the black wolf deftly maneuvered through the bodies and wreckage at amazing speed, moving back towards them and dancing among the rubble and the bodies.


“Aradace! Elynth! Get on the STRIKER!” Denali barked as the two dragons rumbled up next.


Andro? Elynth questioned.


Right behind you sister! His voice answered causing her to turn her head and see his imposing wolf body only thirty meters away as he sprang over the shattered remains of several loading cranes.


Elynth nodded her head without pause and maneuvered her bulk up the ramp as Sadi and Eliani came closer to the bottom. The STRIKER Mark II was designed to carry only four dragons, and while the engines could easily accommodate for the additional metric tons that Elynth and Aradace added, there was no place to secure them. Elynth moved immediately off to the side and settled to the deck in front of Anthar. His front talons draped over the saddle she wore, adding some of his own weight to keep her stationary and he dipped his head next to hers, using his snout to caress the back of her head and neck. Tharua used her own talons to help add additional weight to Elynth while Deneth and Majeir did the same for Aradace on the opposite side of the ship.


Denali and Jomann were the last ones not yet on the ramp as Eliani and Sadi moved closer while Ne'Veha and the others guided Caliria toward seats. Jomann saw him first and was the one to react with reflexes enhanced by his new powers. The Kochab mercenary, bloodied and missing his weapon made one last desperate attempt to kill the Lycavorian Prince before he died. He leaped from the side just as Andro skidded to a halt at the rear of the STRIKER. He did not come even close. The metal club he was intending to smash into Andro’s head skittered from his grip as he was coming down from his leap for he had come to an abrupt halt only inches from the ground. The shock of the instant cessation of his forward movement was only overridden by the feel of the large hand that was now clamped around his throat and held him suspended a good half a meter off the deck. Jomann’s armored hand tighten as the bluish PK power swirled around his body and Eliani looked on from the ramp with something akin to total adoration in her eyes.


“Going somewhere Kochab scum!” Jomann snarled.


He exerted only slightly more strength and then rammed the Kochab mercenary to the deck with all of his power. The sound was not pleasant but was quickly dismissed as Andro shifted back to human form and looked at his captain while Sadi moved up to him and wrapped her arms around his waist.


“If you are finished toying with them Jomann…” Andro spoke with a smile. “We need to leave.”


Jomann returned to his feet and looked at Andro with a lopsided grin. “I am done now.” He stated moving back and stepping onto the ramp with Denali and Sadi.


“Three minutes twenty-two seconds my love.” Sadi told him.


Andro nodded. “We will be long gone by then KertaGai.” He stated. “And we will have burned the vileness clean. Or at least gotten a good start at it.”


Sadi punched the panel near the ramp, not releasing his hand. “Arrarn! We are all aboard! Take us out of here!”


“Jeez! It’s about time!” Arrarn snapped. “Toria… thrusters! We have a bomb to beat!”


Andro turned as the ship began to rise and the ramp began to come up. As they cleared the landing bay doors the bluish energy that had surrounded Andro’s body began to fade away slowly and his emotions began to subside.


“Forgive me grandfather.” He whispered softly so that he thought no one would hear him. “Forgive me for the innocents that may still be here and whose blood will forever be on my hands.”


“Our hands fervon.” Denali spoke in a similar whisper moving up next to his brother. “You do not stand alone.”


“Never alone.” Jomann followed suit as he stepped up next to him.


“We must insure that those who are innocent… that those we left behind… we must insure that their memory is served properly.” Andro spoke. 


“And we will.” Jomann spoke. “And we will.”

ULU ARIZONA


Miranda sat silently in her command chair as the last of the Icalro Alliance Command station broke apart into thousands of pieces under the continuous battering of superior weapons and missiles. The wreckage in this system would drift for months, making it hazardous to any ship not a cruiser or larger to pass through it.


“Admiral… Commander Janon reports all Icalro Alliance ships destroyed.” The elven female spoke from her COM station. “He reports that several corvettes escaped, but per your orders they did not pursue.”


Miranda nodded her head slowly. “The station?”


“Nothing larger than a sleep chamber remains.” E'dira spoke up now, her amber eyes never leaving her tactical screens.


“Status of the facilities on the surface E’dira?” Miranda followed up that question with another.


“Colonel Randall made three passes with his fighter wing Admiral.” E'dira answered her formally. “He reports that nothing remains. The first volley from the Type One Batteries obliterated the headquarters and surrounding estate. The follow on shots only reinforced the destruction.”


“Collateral damage?” Miranda asked turning to look at her.


“It appears the leaders of the Icalro Alliance did not believe in living among the people they governed Miranda.” E'dira replied less formally this time. “Their ruling estate was large and well defended, but they allowed nothing of a civilian nature within ten kilometers of their territory it seems. Unless there were civilians within the estate grounds itself, the attack would have removed their entire command and governmental institution in one fell swoop. Based on over flights and sensor scans, nothing remains.”


Miranda nodded. “As was the purpose.” She stated as she got to her feet slowly. “Ground team status?”

“Enroute back as we speak.” E'dira replied quickly. “All data and intelligence from their encrypted computer cores has been collected. They suffered no casualties.”

“Very well! Excellent work people.” She called out. “Give me an active sensor sweep of the system, and then let’s pull our teeth in. Once all craft are recovered inform the Attack Wing to reengage their Shrouds and form on the ARIZONA. It’s time to go home. We have bigger issues coming in the future that we need to prepare for.”

E'dira nodded. “Yes we do.”

“COM officer… initiate Crimson Storm Security Protocols and get me Androcles on the COM.” Miranda declared. “Patch it to my Ready Room when it comes through. They should be just about done on Ontahe and we need to find out if he wants us to continue to Hadaria with him.”

“You don’t actually think he will go there do you Miranda?” E'dira asked as Zaala moved over from her engineering station.

“They have over a thousand ships in the Hadarian system.” Zaala spoke now. “It’s no wonder they requested the meeting there. They will undoubtedly try to kill him again. He can not possibly think they are trustworthy.”

Miranda nodded. “I don’t doubt they would try something like that.” She said looking at E'dira. 

“Trusting anything that they tell us now would be stupid.” E'dira spat.

Miranda grinned slightly and looked at her. “Do I detect a slight prejudice against them Mistress?” She asked softly. It was really pointless to try and keep their relationship secret. The entire ship pretty much had already figured it out. If that was the case Miranda was not going to be coy about how she felt for her Drow Mistress.

“They have butchered countless Drow in the last weeks Miranda.” E'dira answered her. “The numbers are still coming in from the different outposts. Some of them… most of the female Drow were brutally raped before they were massacred. Yes… I find myself being prejudice.”

Miranda and Zaala nodded their heads in agreement. “They are elves and members of the Union.” Zaala spoke. “I care not that they were Drow E'dira… they were our people! Our Union citizens!”

E'dira moved closer to the two women, leaving her station for a short time. It appeared Zaala’s sister’s relationship and love with Queen Aihola had erased any and all prejudice that many elves had for the Drow. E'dira noticed it more and more as she opened up and became part of what they were building on Earth. Old hatreds often died slow and hard, but it seemed that the old prejudices and hate of the Drow were disappearing much faster because of the trust and love that so many Drow had built and continue to build. It would go a long way to ending prejudice against them forever now that Androcles Leonidas had taken a pure born Drow female as his wife and mate and made her wolf. The future was what you made of it and E'dira and many others intended for it to be very bright.

“We’ll discuss all that later.” Miranda spoke. “Senior Officers in the Port Lounge in one hour. I need to contact Andro first and give him a report.”

ONTAHE 


They thought it was over.


The Lycavorians were gone. Cyngi was dead. They thought they could take over and rule the mountain base as they saw fit. They even had a Lycavorian MENKLA transport to use as their personal shuttle. The Union MENKLA’s were known for speed and comfort as well as being very well armed and shielded. So as the Evolli who had fled the battle began to return, most of them headed right for where the MENKLA rested. They could not imagine their good fortune. The Lycavorians were more concerned with saving the blue skinned females that they left one of their military transports. As they began to wander back in and gaze at the ship, none of them really understood that death was going to reach out and touch them so soon.


Inside the MENKLA’s cockpit the counter reached zero and sent out its message of death to the four large crates they had brought with them. Inside each of those crates was the heart of a half-kiloton fusion reactor core. The most explosive part of one of the older drive cores in the Union fleet. As that timer reached zero and the signal went out, each of those cores detonated. Those closest to the blast were instantly vaporized. They felt nothing; saw nothing and heard nothing. They were simply gone. 


As Androcles watched from the internal monitor on the STRIKER as they obtained orbit, the entire northern face of the mountain heaved outward and erupted very much like a volcano. Several million metric tons of rock and metal and stone were blown outward from the mountain face leaving an enormous gap in the side of the mountain that could not defy gravity for long. As he reached up and turned the monitor off, the upper three thousand five hundred feet of mountain collapsed downward onto what had once been a very advanced mercenary base. Nothing even remotely living would survived the crushing force of a mountain that once stood nearly twenty thousand feet tall. Future scans would show that it had dropped a total of six thousand meters once it settled, and buried within that rubble and stone mountain were the remains of nearly six hundred mercenary scum and their cohorts.


It was quiet in the STRIKER as Andro turned from the station along the side of the ship and the monitor went dark. Almost every set of eyes were on him as he still had a bluish flame encompassing his body, though it was virtually gone now. His azure eyes quickly found where Caliria was standing with Devra and Sadi and the others and he crossed over to them in four long strides. Devra watched as he stopped in front of her and Caliria turned to look at him. She dropped Sadi’s hand and Devra’s arm fell from around her waist as she gazed up into his eyes. Such beautiful eyes Caliria thought. Eyes that looked upon her not with shame or horror at what she had been forced to endure… but eyes that gazed upon her with a desire and happiness that made her skin tingle in delight. As Sadi and the others watched with joy and desire in their own eyes Andro reached out and took Caliria’s hands in his.


“Allow me to… allow me to introduce myself Inamarno.” He spoke softly. “I am… I am Androcles and I… we… we have been waiting a very long time for you to join us.” He looked at her as he stepped closer. “It is our hope that you…”


Devra gasped in both surprise and outright happiness when Caliria simply jumped into Andro’s arms and covered his stammering lips with her own. She couldn’t help but laugh at this display from her usually reserved daughter, nor could she deny the heat that kiss was generating between the two of them. Andro’s arms closed around her waist, her legs curled up along his side and Caliria surrendered all that she was to this man. Everything she had endured through the years, the ridicule and distain, even from her own father, all of it had been driving her to this one point in her life. The dreams she had been experiencing these last weeks, getting stronger as the days moved forward, these were the final catalyst to her realizing all she had ever wanted was now hers. As her body pressed and melded to this Lycavorian Prince who held in her his arms Caliria knew this is where her future lay. As she felt Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Carisia press close around them Caliria knew she had found her place in this universe.


Ardan stepped up next to Coren who was watching from the small four-step catwalk into the cockpit and engineering station. He turned back to watch as Androcles broke the kiss he was sharing with Caliria and his wives and mates pressed even closer, drawing Devra and Nirilo with them as a family was reunited and then united with another. He turned back to Coren Re Mydala whose face remained impassive throughout it all.


“It is for the best Coren.” Ardan spoke. “You know this. We would never have been able to accomplish this without them. We would never have been able to bring Devra and the others back let alone rescue this many of our females. We did not even know the OSG had extended out this far from Eridiani space.”


“Is it for the best Ardan?” Coren asked softly but without a hint of anger or malice in his voice as he looked at his friend.


“You are not happy even a little that your daughter is free once more?” Ardan asked him. “That we saved so many of our young females and because of what these Lycavorians have done… because of what they have done they will now be able to lead normal and happy lives? Coren… they have given us the means to end the hold the Orionis Syndicate has had over our people!” 


Coren met his eyes. “Have they?” He asked softly so that only he could hear him. “Do not get me wrong Ardan… whether you choose to believe it or not I thank the prophets that my daughter is free once more.” He said softly. “She may hate me… but I am happy she is free again.”


“Then what?” Ardan asked him.


“I question what this venture will cost us in the end Ardan.” Coren spoke. 

“What do you mean?” Ardan asked him.

“I question what they will demand for this cure of theirs. I question if we have just open the floodgates to so many of our females choosing to find happiness outside of their own race. I question Ardan Vu Lamurrion… I question if we have just traded one form of slavery for another. That is what I question.”

“You didn’t tell me.” Eliani’s voice filled his ears and he turned quickly from securing the ramp’s hydraulic compensators.


Jomann turned and looked at her as she walked up to him. “Tell you what?” He asked.


“You did not tell me what you were capable of!” Eliani spat. She was trying to act angry at him, but it was failing miserably because she desired him so intensely. Watching him as he was in action, the confidence, the power and skill, this had inflamed her desire and passion to heights she had never felt before.


“I didn’t know until today.” Jomann told her, moving closer to her, her willow and peach scent swarming all around him.


“You… you should have told me!” She spat once more barely able to contain the urge to wrap her arms around his shoulders and have him take her right there.


Jomann didn’t hesitate however and leaned over to lift her into his arms. As her face came level with his, Eliani tossed her arms around his broad shoulders and leaned forward to firmly nuzzle his neck and behind his ear with her nose and lips, basking in the feel of his warm skin against hers and burning his delicious jasmine coffee scent into her brain.


“Son vada carians Jomann!” She gasped into his ear. “You… you have to stop this! My blood burns so! I don’t know how much more I can resist!” Eliani felt his aura and power beginning to mingle with hers and the bluish flame that she had seen surrounding him inside the mountain reappeared, though very muted in nature and wrapped her within its embrace just as his aura did.

Eliani had been around many men in her young life, quite a few of whom had hit on her or tried to entice her to choose them. Yet none of them had ever come close to making her feel what she did now, and that was without even sleeping with him. He was so very confident, in himself, in his abilities, but not to the point of arrogance. He was a typical true Alpha Wolf, proud and very intelligent and so dominating in his aura but also reserved and calm. This is what Eliani had balked at throughout her life. Whoever she had chosen to spend time with had always been needy in a way. They had needed her help, or been intimidated by her ability and who she was. Jomann however… he was neither needy nor intimidated by her or her status and that all by itself was nearly enough. Yet it was his dominance that so appealed to her, the true Alpha in him. He could snap his wolf fangs together and put her in her place as he had done in the landing bay of the SCIMITAR when she had stepped over that imaginary line or he could love her until she could take it no more. Eliani had searched for so long to find it and now that she had, she could barely contain her desires.


She had finally found an equal.


Jomann stared into her beautiful eyes as her hands came up to take his face in their grasp. “You… you must tell me something Eliani Leonidas.” He spoke softly looking into her eyes so very deeply. “You must tell me something from within your heart. I do not question what I feel coursing through my blood for you. I need to know… I need to know if I am… if I am what you truly want. Not just the part of you that is wolf but also the part of you that is Hadarian Eliani, because there is not one part of you without the other. And… and I do not want only one part of you. I want all of you.”


His words almost caused her to break into tears. No man that had ever shown interest in her had ever made the distinction of the two different sides to her persona. Even Malic, who Eliani had thought she loved, even Malic had never asked this question. She was two different people, and even though the wolf blood within her was far more dominant, she was still Hadarian as well. A single tear rolled down her cheek as she nodded her head without any hesitation in the least.


“As sure as every breath that I take.” Eliani answered in a whisper.


Jomann’s eyes glittered in the light and he kissed her then. It wasn’t a possessive kiss, but more one of longing and respect and love. It was a kiss that Eliani returned with all that she was for it meant that to her just as deeply. She pulled back and looked at him once more, a small smile turning the corners of her mouth up.


“When I am… when I am done feasting on you… you will not have the strength to look at another female.” She said with a sultry twinkle in her eyes.


Jomann chuckled softly and pulled her tighter. “Why would I need to look at another female when I have perfection in my arms already?” He said. “Though I am curious as to how you will accomplish this task.”


Eliani laughed now as well, wrapping her arms around his shoulders once more and simply basking in the feelings and emotions that swarmed through her because of it. Yes… she was going to feast on him. She was going to feast on him for many millennia to come if she had her way.


And Eliani Leonidas always got her way.

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR 

HIGH COVEN SECURE SPACE 

COREWARD OF SCUTUM-CENTAURUS ARM


“…Sketchy at best.” The High Coven Colonel spoke to Robert Moran’s back. “Our loyal people on Uzu Ozeib 7 say that everything is about to break open completely. There are several power plays within the senior politicians and even some military officers have chosen to come down on sides. Aikiro’s death sent everyone into a tizzy and they are scrambling to keep their hold on what power they have.”


“Yuri is in charge!” Moran spat turning away from the view window. “You make sure those shit sorry fuckers know that! I’ll cut the balls from anyone who attempts to make a play against her!”


“She has been in and out of consciousness for going on three weeks Admiral Moran.” The Colonel spoke. “Even… even some of our own crew are…”


Moran took a deep breath and stepped closer to the table. The Colonel had been with him since he had taken over as Supreme Commander and he had been a trusted and valued aide. “What are they saying Asant Voneri?” He asked. “Speak your mind. We have known each other too long and fought the Kavalians side by side too many times for you to hold back from me now.”


The Colonel looked up and down the table at the other senior officers. Many of them had come to this meeting in secret, their ships arriving over the last three days to this very secret and secure area of High Coven space. They were perhaps the most senior and most loyal of the High Coven officers that supported Aikiro and by default would now support Yuri as her successor. 

“Her injuries were severe Robert.” Asant spoke softly. “Aikiro is dead… Admiral Tesand as well. You own son too! People are beginning to wonder why we provoked the Lycavorians as we did. Many… many of them are thoroughly disgusted and horrified with how the daughter of Leonidas was treated. Raped and beaten by your two sons and their friends Robert? Some of them are even beginning to question you for allowing this to happen.” He questioned looking at the man. “Yes… we are enemies… but even we do not treat helpless prisoners like that.”


Moran shook his head and moved to his chair. “That was Aikiro’s decision. Even Yuri did not agree with it at first. It was done because it was the only way to get the information we needed from her head. Breaking down her Mindvoice shields in this way was the only choice. She would never have given us the information otherwise.”


“Many of us… many of us think it was the wrong way to go about it.” Asant said. “It only makes us no better than the Kavalian fuckers we are fighting now.”


“What you think does not matter! It worked didn’t it?” Dante Moran snarled from the chair he sat in. “And it was a decision my grandmother made. She was Empress!”


Moran looked at is son. Since escaping Earth Dante seemed more on edge, more prone to getting angry. Perhaps it was because he had witnessed his own sister kill their brother in a particularly vile way, but whatever the reason, his son had changed.


“Yes it worked.” Asant growled back. “And now your brother and the Empress are dead! And we have tossed away twenty plus years of relative peace with the Lycavorians because of it!”


“So what?” Dante barked. “They are nothing more than animals!”


Asant nodded his head. “Perhaps to you Prince Dante… but while they may be animals to you… we have never been able to conquer them in all the years we have fought them. And now we have given them reason to hate us even more than many of them already did. And make no mistake… they do hate us. You and your brother Javier violated one of the laws they hold most sacrosanct. The crime you committed will now reflect on everything we do in the future!”


“We have the information that grandmother wanted!” Dante snapped loudly. “The overall mission was a success! And that is how she would have seen it! You should mind your place Colonel!”


Asant flipped a data pad across the table at him watching as it slide to a stop in front of Dante. “She is dead because she chose to conduct the mission in a non-military fashion Prince Dante! She let her emotions decide her course of action. Her hatred for the Lycavorians and Leonidas was her downfall.” Asant growled angrily. “And you do not frighten me young man! I was fighting these Lycavorians before your father was even conceived and I will swat you down like an insect if need be! You are too young to understand why what you and your brother did is the worse possible thing that we could have done! The very manner in which the mission was executed was foul beyond description and many of us agree with that! And none of the most senior officers were consulted before this decision was made I might add! Men and women who have supported the Empress for millennia and sit here now!”


“My grandmother did not have to consult you for anything Colonel!” Dante snarled back. “You would do best to remember that! We succeeded or did you forget that. Both parts of the mission succeeded!”


“And she is now dead as I said because she didn’t consult us and get our advice!” Asant snarled right back. “And according to that pad there… you will not be far behind if Androcles Leonidas has his way!”


Moran leaned forward now at his words. “Asant? What are you talking about?”


Asant turned back to look at him. “We still have two or three assets on Earth and perhaps a dozen more across the entire Union. The mixed results of this foul mission and the Kavalian attacks against the Leonidas family… the killing of Martin Leonidas… then the attempts made against his children and his wives being targeted and kidnapped… it has made many of those who may have helped us in the future… it has caused them to turn their backs on us in a heartbeat.” He answered. 

“Perhaps they are not as invulnerable as you believe colonel.” Dante spoke quickly. “A bunch of Kavalian animals did this. They killed the Leonidas swine… the one who raped my mother. And they did it with relative ease!”

“Martin Leonidas did not rape your mother Dante Moran…” Asant spoke to him in a cold and calculating voice. “It was his brother Pleistarchus. If you would actually read reports that are given to you perhaps you would not still cling to falsehoods and these perceived wrong doings. And every Kavalian that took part in that mission is now dead! Dead! The general populous helped to kill them! Civilians helped to kill them! Fighting in the streets alongside the Durcunusaan! I would say that is not so successful as you might believe!”

Dante turned to his father. “We secured the data from the Mindvoice ship father!” Dante spoke. “Even now our scientists are beginning to work so that we can use that technology against our enemies!”

“We did not retrieve all of the data Dante.” Moran spoke correcting his son. Moran was very quickly growing upset with his son’s continued disrespect to men and women who were his superiors and his betters. This is not how he had raised Dante to act and he was beginning to worry if perhaps Dante was suffering from some sort of mental and emotional trauma that had occurred on Earth after witnessing what he had. “The team escaped with barely a third of the technology that we were seeking from the ship. And they also failed to return with one of the Avatars to facilitate helping to implement this technology.”

“But it was the important parts they retrieved!” Dante protested his father’s statement. “They got weapons and propulsion systems technology! Surely that means something.”

Moran looked at his son. “Yes they did and in the process we lost one of our most senior Deep Strike Covert Teams Dante. They were decimated and only two survived. Two out of twenty! We have had better odds fighting the Kavalians.”

“All of their Internal Security Apparatus has gone to its highest level.” Asant spoke once more. “Androcles Leonidas has instituted many security changes that his father would never have considered.”

“Like what?” Moran asked.

“Personal scanners at all spaceports. A thorough review of all current high-level officers within the military and their Krypteria. They have gone to Biometric security measures now as well. No one gets near the private villa of Androcles, his father’s villa in Sparta or any sensitive military installation without matching a biometric scan from several different locations. Some of which are hidden.” Asant answered. “The people are accepting it… hell… they are clamoring for more to be done. We have miscalculated the loyalty and respect the family has among the many people of the Union again. You know that sir.”


Robert nodded. “Yes.”


“That report came in two days ago.” Asant spoke. “It lists some of the measures taken and some of the orders he has instituted since stepping in for his father. This is not Martin Leonidas we are talking about.” Asant said turning to look at Dante. “This is not a man who had to discover who and what he was nearly three thousand years after he was born. The son has been indoctrinated in the Lycavorian Spartan way of life since he was born. He has embraced it, lived it wholeheartedly if all the Netnews intercepts are accurate. And on top of that comes the enormous power being bonded to a dragon brings to him. None of us ever saw that coming once the original Leonidas was killed over three thousand years ago.” He mumbled shaking his head. “And to prove that he is serious…” Asant came to his feet. “For your actions and what you took part in with his sister, there is now a standing bounty on your head Dante Moran. A bounty of one billion Lycavorian Riyal!”


Moran’s eyes grew wide. “A billion riyal!” He gasped.


Asant nodded turning back to him. “Apparently the young Prince will cash in his entire inheritance and whatever else of personal value he has to the person that brings him you. And brings you to him alive. If he does not find you first that is. If you leave High Coven space from this day forward there is no guarantee you will ever return. Hell… given the circumstances now happening… that many credits does not guarantee your safety within High Coven space.”


This news seemed to quiet Dante, as he said nothing now.


“There is also a substantial reward for any information leading to the capture of Princess Yuri.” Asant spoke looking at Moran.


“How substantial?” Moran asked.


“Half of what is being offered for your son.” Asant replied.


“Fuck!” Moran gasped.


“Robert… many of us are beginning to believe that we should have approached this differently.” Asant said. “Our war with the Kavalians has changed us. We are beginning to resort to the same methods that the damn Kavalians use against us. The Empress and even Princess Yuri were becoming far more ruthless than they ever were before. Over twenty years and the Lycavorians went out of their way to avoid conflict with us. It is confirmed through some of our different sources that many of them actually hoped the Peace Accords to be a true thing. Then we go and do this.” Asant shook his head. “With the Lycavorian Union on our side there are some of us in the military who believe that with them fighting with us we could have ended this Kavalian threat many years ago.”


“What you speak is treason!” Dante barked jumping to his feet.


“What he speaks is logical boy! Now sit back now and be silent!” Another officer spoke now. He was an older man, and he wore the uniform of a High Coven senior Admiral and spoke with the tone in his voice of one not to be trifled with. “The Empress has known for some time that there are many of us who feel this way.”


Moran looked at the man. “Admiral Nelul?” 


The man turned and looked at him. “According to the information we have the Kavalians are pushing hard at the Union. Intercepted Union Netnews broadcasts say they are holding one of the elven Queens prisoner for some purpose. The last one… For'mya I believe her name to be. There is much speculation as to why they are holding her but the fact is no one knows what they are doing. Leonidas is dead yes… his child Queen as well… but there is no word on the Hadarian Queen, and only bits and pieces on the first elven Queen Dysea and then Isabella. We know most of their children survived but his mother and the younger ones have not been seen in weeks. Our people are reasonably sure they have left Earth. There are also reports, rumors really, of a large-scale battle in The Wilds. Two of them actually… one that we are only just now getting information on.”


Asant held out the pad to Moran now. “Two hours ago we received word from several of our assets in The Wilds. The rumors are rampant and no one seems to know exactly what has happened, but the Icalro Alliance no longer exists.”


Moran took the pad. “What do you mean?”


“I mean they are gone. Someone has destroyed their entire command structure and their fledging political system.” Asant answered him. “If we are to believe the rumors, their entire government, if you wish to call it that, it is gone. Eliminated. With the defection of General Esavorna and many of his top people the Venorik Elghinn has been severely hampered. They are scrambling to find their way and cannot be counted on right now for accurate intelligence. What Intel we are receiving is from broadcasts from civilian sources… but they are all saying the same thing.”


“The Lycavorians?” Moran asked surprised.


Asant nodded. “Many of the reports are saying it was the Lycavorians but there is no way to be sure. The attack was devastating according to these broadcasts.” He replied. 


“What does the Icalro alliance have to do with us?” Dante snapped. “Why do we care what happen to them?”


“We care Prince Dante… we care because these same reports speak of phantom ships and immensely powerful weapons.” Nelul spoke again. “This would indicate… if true… this would indicate that the Lycavorians have already fielded ships and weapons based on the technology they have obtained from their Mindvoice ship. The one taken from Lycavore.”


“You think an attack is coming?” Moran asked.


“Androcles Leonidas would never attack us!” Dante snapped. “He is nothing!”


Nelul looked at him. “He killed your brother; very nearly killed you and your dragon, and he severely injured your mother Dante Moran. And he did this alone. I would not exactly call that nothing. He is the Crown Prince and the natural order of succession for the Lycavorians means he will become King. This does not bode well for us no matter how you boil it down, particularly so considering that three of his wives and mates have reason to hate us as well.”


Moran nodded as he got to his feet. “Especially the Drow.” He said softly. “We did not treat them well at all when Yuri ruled on Earth.”


“Our actions are beginning to fracture our people as more and more discover why and how Aikiro was killed.” Nelul spoke evenly as he ventured into territory that no military officer would have ever gone if Aikiro was alive. “We have enough problems fighting the Kavalians and many of our people believed the trip to Earth, the false Peace Accord… many believed that was signaling a new day. That it is now coming out it was noting more than a ruse to cover our real intentions is not sitting well with some.”


Moran turned quickly and glared at him. “You are suggesting we become allies with them!” He barked.


Nelul shook his head. “I despise them just as much as many my age Admiral Moran.” He answered. “We have seen the horrors they have inflicted on our people through the millennia. Granted… we brought it upon ourselves in many ways… but we have seen it. The younger, more liberal if you will generations of our people, they see how the Union accepts vampires into their ranks. They are a trusted and respected branch of the Union. Many of them hold high positions within their military and government. A pureblood is even Queen. That is what the younger generation sees. I doubt the Lycavorians would entertain any sort of peace treaty now… but this is what is happening.”


“Can our people on the homeworld hold power?” Moran asked.


Nelul nodded. “We are fairly certain they can yes. But we will need to do something soon to insure it remains this way.” He said. “And our doctors need to find out what is wrong with the Princess. She is the key. Aikiro’s bloodline. You may be her husband sir… but your are not pureblood… and only she will be able to rally those older and more established purebloods to strengthen our support.”


Moran nodded. “I figured as much which is why we will be heading back by the end of tomorrow.” He stated. “I’ve already ordered that work begin on developing this new technology and incorporating it into our current ships and systems. The main facility near Pelatus has begun work and I’ve ordered three other secret shipyards and research facilities involved as well. They tell me they can have something within six months.”


Nelul nodded. “Just before the Kavalians finish their clones.” He said. “We will need it then for surely they will come in the hopes of finishing us off.”


Moran returned to his chair and looked at the men at the table. “All of you are the senior officers loyal to Aikiro and Yuri.” He stated. “You all know me… what I stand for. I suggest we begin to formulate plans in case we need to act sooner than we expected. Whatever has taken place in the past… we need to move quickly into the future now.”


They all turned when the door to the conference room opened and the junior Lieutenant rushed in. 


“Supreme Commander Moran!” He stammered. “Sir… you will… you will want to see this! It’s being broadcast across all of High Coven space. We are unable to jam the transmission using any means we have!”


Moran nodded. “Let’s see it!”


“… The same as she was yesterday.” The deep older voice spoke, causing Pa'cour to turn from where he stood at the foot of the bed. His arms were folded across his broad chest and his face was unreadable as it always was.


The INQUISITOR’s medical bay was one of the finest of any shipboard medical clinics in the fleet and this doctor, while not military, had been treating Princess Yuri since she was only thirteen years year old. Nalavi Vicele was very well respected and very well known for his outspoken views and his mannerisms; some of which rubbed his fellow purebloods the wrong way no matter what he did. He was given quite a bit of latitude in how he did things because he was such a skilled doctor and surgeon.


“Yes… I can see that doctor.” Pa'cour answered. “Her scars… they have not faded as you said they might.”


Nalavi moved up next to the bed and looked at the cruel scars that dotted the smooth skin on Yuri’s otherwise flawless neck and throat. Four jagged looking tears where Androcles’s fangs had sunk into her neck and began to rip outward. Her shoulder and chest also bore the scars of his wickedly powerful paw and where he had raked that paw down her front as he bit into her throat. There were also three lesser scars that streaked her right cheek and were three inches long. They started just below her eyes and down past her jaw. They were the result of another swipe of his paws that nearly cleaved her head from her shoulders.


“They will fade more in time but I fear only a Hadarian could remove them completely now.” Nalavi spoke softly. “She was foolish to face off against a Leonidas by herself. She knew that a pureblood Lycavorian is too powerful, even for her. Especially those of the Leonidas family.”


“She was trying to protect her children.” Pa'cour spoke softly. “It was… it was foolish yes… but it was also very admirable of her.”


Nalavi looked at him his dark eyes filled with questions. “You know Colonel… I have been treating vampires for the better part of ten thousand years now. Yuri’s injuries were some of the most severe I’ve ever seen one survive. Most vampires would have died without a massive infusion of blood within seconds of these injuries occurring.”


“What are you saying?” Pa'cour asked him.


“Do not play coy with me Immortal.” Nalavi spoke sternly. “No vampire or Immortal carries enough blood with them on missions to repair the damage that was done to her before returning to this ship.”


“She obviously did.” Pa'cour spoke. “She is remarkably strong willed and…”


“Why does she whisper your name in the middle of the night Pa'cour?” Nalavi asked as he moved from the side of the bed to stand next to him.


“What?” Pa'cour gasped.


Nalavi nodded his head. “Four times that I have heard myself.” He told him. “Half a dozen other times that my staff has told me about. Not her mother’s name… not the Admiral’s name… but yours. Why is that?”


Pa'cour turned back to look at her sleeping on the bed. “I do not know.” He stated softly.


“I think you do.” Nalavi said. “The medic who treated you when you returned with her. He said your injury looked as if someone had bitten you but didn’t seal the wound properly. Now I saw you briefly when you first returned and I know what I saw. No Lycavorian bit you Pa'cour. Your whole shoulder would have been shredded if that was the case.”


Pa'cour turned back to him. “What are you getting at doctor?”


“There is only one way she could have lasted long enough for you to get her to the ship.” Nalavi spoke. “Somehow you got her to feed on you Pa'cour… and not only feed on you… but take enough of your blood to heal her wounds, al least the major internal ones, and damn near kill you in the process.” Nalavi spoke. “Only she forgot to seal the wound in her dazed state and you were still bleeding when you got her back here.”


Pa'cour forced a smile and chuckle. “Doctor… that is… that is insane.” He said.


“Is it now?” Nalavi said. 


“Princess Yuri would never have taken the blood of an Immortal.” Pa'cour spoke. “Even if it meant it would save her life. It is a crime for purebloods to do this.”


Nalavi snorted. “I’ve been her doctor since she was thirteen years old Pa'cour. I know her almost better than she knows herself. Over three millennia and I think I know something of her mindset Colonel.” He said. “I know she would have if you offered. Now how did you get her to do it? You are the only Immortal that she trusts enough to violate that law Pa'cour. How did you get her to do it?”


“Trusts?” Pa'cour said. “She trusts no one.”


“Contrary to what you may believe Colonel.” Nalavi spoke. “She trusts you implicitly. To be honest… I think you are the only one she truly does trust.”


“You… you jest doctor. She trusts Admiral Moran completely for he is her Blessed Husband.” Pa'cour said. “I am not foolish enough to admit to such a thing knowing it goes against the law of the purebloods. I will never betray her!”


Nalavi stared at him for a long moment. “Moran?” He finally said. “Ah… Yuri no more trusts him than she does her own mother!”

“What?” Pa'cour gasped.

“She learned one thing from her father Pa'cour. One thing more than anything else. Trust very few with who you really are… and then only those who risk everything to safeguard you. You saved her life what… twice on Lycavore and then once more while she carried Javier. Where was her precious husband then?” Nalavi shook his head. “You have been here every day since you brought her back Pa'cour.” He stated. “You saved her life and you have been here every day since then until my staff runs you off at night. Then you return during the day and remain with her. Why is that?”


“I am her Immortal Guard.” He stated quickly. Too quickly. “It is my… it is my duty.”


“Your duties as her Immortal Guard do not extend to reading to her when you think no one is watching or monitoring her presence.” Nalavi said. “Your duties do not include giving her updated intelligence reports every day when you think no one is watching even though she may or may not hear you. And your duties do not extend to making her as comfortable as possible when you think no one is watching Colonel, or holding her hand when she has one of her thrashing incidents.”


“You do not know of what you speak.” Pa'cour snarled at him.


“Do not bark at me boy!” Nalavi snarled back at him without fear. “You may have close to seven thousand years of life but I am over twelve thousand years old and I do not fear you! I am not your enemy Colonel… and I can see quite plainly that your feelings for Yuri extend well beyond the realm of her Immortal Guard Captain.”


“You… you are mistaken.” Pa'cour stated.


“Am I?” Nalavi asked. “Do you know how many times Moran has been down to see her Colonel? Twice. Do you know how many times her own son has been here to see her? Once.” He moved back up to the side of the bed. “I have never liked Moran to be honest. What she ever saw in him is beyond me. He isn’t a pureblood… hell… he isn’t even a naturally born human. He is a genetic creation. And no matter what she thinks… he has used her to gain what he has now.”


“The Admiral is a skilled warrior doctor.” Pa'cour said.


“Oh… I’m not saying he isn’t skilled. I’m saying if not for Yuri he would never have had the chance to prove that. He would be dead.” Nalavi said. “Veldruk would have killed him the moment he returned if not for Cha'talla. And Yuri’s obvious feelings for him.”


“Why has he not come down to see her more?” Pa'cour stated. “She is his Blessed Wife.”


Nalavi met his eyes. “Moran is more concerned with holding onto his power.” Nalavi said. “The first thing he asked me when he saw her… will I be able to heal the scars? He grunted something in response when I told him she would need more than I am able to give in regards to that and then he left moments later. He came down two days ago, watched her for several minutes and then left once more. He is nothing if not a creature of material wants. He wanted Yuri’s beauty to be his… and in his eyes she is no longer beautiful. I saw it in his face and in his eyes. I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he is already lining up some young officer to fuck on the side.”


“That is not true!” Pa'cour snapped unable to hold back his anger at such treatment. “She is…” He stopped talking and looked at Nalavi with wide eyes.


Nalavi shook his head slowly. “Physically she is fully recovered and should be awake. Something else is keeping her from regaining consciousness except for the few times she has been lucid and then slipped back under.”


Pa'cour looked at him. “What could do this?”


Nalavi shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sure you’ve noticed she has become darker over the last decade or so. Harsher… more prone to fits of anger?”


Pa'cour nodded. “Yes. I thought it was due to the stresses of the war with the Kavalians.” He said.


Nalavi shook his head. “I don’t think so.” He stated. “I think it is something else but I don’t know what.” He looked at Pa'cour. “Taking as much blood as she did from you will create a subconscious connection within Mindvoice Pa'cour. You know this.”


Pa'cour nodded. “Yes… but I have sensed nothing like this. Would I not know if this was the case?”


Nalavi shook his head. “Possibly but I doubt it. You have had no Mindvoice training and the natural Mindvoice shielding of your people has never been fully understood.” He looked at him. “How much did she take Pa'cour?”


Pa'cour met his eyes and was quiet for a long moment on whether he could trust this man. “I had to take nearly two liters when I returned to the ship.” He said finally. “Given how my body regenerates, I estimate she took nearly two and a half liters before she was sated enough that I could pull her off me. She did not forget to seal the wound doctor; I removed her before she could. I… taking my blood is one thing, but having her seal the wound after she is done is not something I could allow her to do. It would imply something that is not there.”


“Xsa!” Nalavi gasped. “She took nearly half your blood? Pa'cour… you know what that will do don’t you?”


Pa'cour nodded. “I will deal with the consequences when she wakes. I fully expect her to have me executed.”


“How did you…?” Nalavi asked.


“Does it matter?” Pa'cour asked.


Nalavi shook his head quickly. “No… not really. But you… you know what her skills are Pa'cour. You know she will be able to see all your memories. All of them. Including how you feel for her.”


“What do you know of how I feel for her?” Pa'cour asked. “Your are a pureblood and you will report me regardless of what I tell you.”


“I may be a pureblood Pa'cour but I do not come from that same arrogant mold as many purebloods.” Nalavi answered. “Hell… the non-purebloods are very close to making up the majority of our citizens now! All I care about is Yuri. The medic who treated you brought this to me. He said we should let Moran know and he kept pressing me on this until I arranged his death seven days ago because he was going to tell him regardless of what I told him.”


“Why?” Pa'cour looked at him as he asked. “Why would you do this?”


“I’ve watched her grow Pa'cour. I’ve watched her grow from a small child into what she is now and I am not happy with how things have gone for the last decade and a half. She is a changed person now.” He stated. “Changed from the young, idealistic Yuri that went to the Academy and then on to Earth to try and fix all Xerxes had fucked up! If you ask me, Moran is the worse possible thing that she needs in her life. The man is power hungry and always has been. I’m sure he loves her in his own twisted way… but that is not what she needs.”


“What do you believe she needs doctor?” Pa'cour asked.


“She needs someone to be there for her.” Nalavi answered him. “Someone who does not want something from her. Don’t get me wrong Colonel… she can be a bitch when she wants to be… and very violent if need be… but she used to believe in something greater than what she has now. Until she discovered her father had Xerxes rape her on his orders. He was using her… trying to shape her into something she was not. Having her own brother abuse her was part of how he did it. Veldruk was no better than Aikiro in my opinion… they both used Yuri for their own purposes. Everyone but you.” He said watching, as Pa'cour’s eyes grew a little wider at this pronouncement. “You never wanted anything from her and she told me that a few times through these last years. That is why I can tell you she trusted you more than anyone in her life. You never wanted anything from her.”


Pa'cour turned back to look at her on the bed. “That… that is not entirely true Doctor but it will not matter now.” He stated softly. “As I said… she will have me executed when she wakes for what I have done, but I am willing to accept this as long as she lives on. That is all that matters now.”


“You…”


“Doctor Vicele!” The young assistant barked from the nearby terminal. “Doctor you need to see this!”


“What is so important Lieutenant?” Nalavi asked frustrated at the interruption.


“Sir… there is an announcement happening across all of High Coven space.” The man spoke. “You need to see this. You too Colonel!”


“I have no desire to leave the side of Princess Yuri.” Pa'cour spoke.


“You’ll want to see this sir!” The man retorted. “It’s from Cha’talla!”


“… Much I would like to say but because of time constraints I can not. Look upon me my fellow Immortals! My fellow Akruxian! My appearance is not a mistake or some trick of the light and transmission. This is who we are… who we were before the High Lord Veldruk took it upon himself to conquer our world. This skin you see on me… on my sons… this is our true skin.” Cha'talla’s face was animate in the transmission, his dark eyes bright and alert. “The High Coven has misled us, betrayed us for millennia while we did their bidding. How I looked before, how many of you look now, it is not some disease or deformity. It is the result of genetic tampering by the High Lord and the Empress Aikiro! This is our true appearance!”


“They used us my Akruxian brothers and sisters! They have used us for millennia all the while knowing that they did this to us! I know this to be true and I have the proof!” Moran was watching with Asant and the other officers in the huge conference room, the transmission up on the entire wall section behind the table. “Twenty-seven years ago I was saved! Twenty-seven years ago I was given a second chance. I will tell you now what many of you do not know. I was trying to make things better for our people and the High Lord became aware of this. He killed me that day… or he thought he did. He ordered my entire family butchered. My Akruxian Immortal woman… all but one of my children. My brothers and sisters and nieces and nephews. All but one of them died because of me. Because of my desire to make our people better. I was saved that day… saved by the very pureblood vampire you see next to me. I made her my Du'ased 'ranndi not long after that and I have not looked back since.” Those watching saw the dark haired pureblood female stretch up on her tip toes and whisper something into Cha'talla’s ear before dropping back to the balls of her feet and placing her hand on his abdomen as she pressed closer to him.


Cha'talla was smiling they could all see as he spoke again. “Esther has reminded me that it was she who had to beat me to get me to see this.” He glanced at his wife and kissed her head quickly. “She is right. Esther Suira is now my Blessed Wife and she has bore me four strong and proud sons to raise along with my surviving son Fash’ka. We will have daughters one day too! She is now Matriarch to our tribe! Look at them…” Cha'talla motioned with his hand to the side where Tir'ut and Lynom stood. “My two oldest sons behind Fash'ka… they have half elf and half Lycavorian Blessed Wives. All of you must know Normya Leonidas… daughter to King Leonidas and sister to Androcles and she is now Tir'ut’s wife with the blessings of her family and their First Oracle! Our families are now joined for all time. My son Lynom and his beautiful and proud wife As'hia!” Cha'talla bent over and lifted his younger sons into his arms. “My youngest! Look at them! They look different because we are different!”


Cha'talla set his sons down carefully. “Our people were proud once! We held honor and respect and family above all else! Just as the Lycavorians do! Veldruk knew this… and changing us and turning our people into his personal army was part of his hideous plan to keep us from joining our Lycavorian brothers in their struggles. Instead they used us to quell instead of help! They used us to conquer instead of establish peace. And we followed blindly because we thought they had saved our people.” Cha'talla shook his head slowly. “How wrong our elders were back then my fellow Akruxians. How wrong.”


They watched as the others in the transmission moved closer, as if to provide him support and strength as he spoke. They watched Normya Leonidas reach out and squeeze his arm, her face brilliant and her platinum blond hair so much like her mother. Cha'talla looked up once more at the recording device.


“We no longer have to suffer under the boots of the Coven!” Cha'talla spoke as his rose and gained power and emotion. “The hideous events against the daughter of Leonidas has shown how low the Coven has fallen. A mere child in terms of years and Aikiro and Yuri and Moran sanctioned that she be savagely raped and beaten to obtain information that was not theirs to have! They could have turned their backs on us then… but they embraced us. Only days ago we stood here on Kranek… we stood side-by-side with our Lycavorian and Elven brothers and sisters and we fought a glorious battle! Lycavorian warriors died without hesitation defending Immortal children! Akruxian Immortals fought beside many of the Leonidas children and alongside many purebloods. Princess Narice and Princess Carisia among them! Wives now to Leonidas brothers! We have begun a new chapter in the history of the Akruxian people! A chapter we will write, as we see fit, not others! Join with us! Leave the Coven behind and join with us! Let us return to the ways of our people from millennia ago. The path of honor and values! Give up your lives there and come here to begin anew! Esther and so many others have worked long and hard and we can give you back what the Coven took from us. You can be what our people were always suppose to be! How we were suppose to look! Leave it all behind… and come here with an open mind and hope! The tribe of Cha'talla… my tribe… we have aligned ourselves with our brothers and sisters in the Union. Just as it was meant to be. The sins of our past have been forgiven if we act now! It will take time and hard work but we have already begun this… and with each day we earn back the trust and respect of the galaxy again. Non-Akruxian Immortals walk the roads and streets of our settlement here on Kranek unafraid of our people! This is what I offer to you! Join with us and you can begin again. A new life where the decisions are yours to make! The path you wish to follow is yours to make! The battles we choose to fight are because we choose to fight them!” They watched Cha'talla step away from Esther and move closer to the source of the transmission.


“But hear me closely now!” Cha'talla spoke. “If these are things you do to want… if this offer is not good enough for you… then remain where you are. Continue to serve the High Coven, and when the day comes that Androcles Leonidas brings the mighty High Coven down because of what they did to his sister, you will fall with them. We will not hold back. We will show no mercy to those who stand against us. Against justice. The time is short my fellow Akruxian brothers and sisters. You need to decide and do so quickly. Aikiro’s vile actions have unshackled a storm unlike any I have ever seen and I do not wish for my people to be swept aside by that storm for choosing the wrong side. Come now! They will not stop you! They can’t stop you! They are splintered and fractured! This is our time after millennia under them! You must choose quickly as I said my brothers and sisters! And if you choose to remain… if you choose to continue life as you know it now… then that storm will crush you just as assuredly as it will crush the Coven. We… we can start again! We can live again! We can leave the past behind us and come together again! Brother… if you are out there… hear me now! We can…”


“Shut it off!” Moran snarled as he came to his feet. “Fuck! Shut it off!”


The aide stabbed down on the control panel ending the transmission. “Transmission terminated sir.”


“How is that getting through all of our filters?” Asant demanded. “Why can’t we jam it?”


“Kranek is in The Wilds sir. The signal is being bounced off several different repeater locations and it is being broadcast on a frequency we have never seen before.” The aide answered quickly.


“He’s using communications technology the Lycavorians got from their Mindvoice ship.” Moran spat. “It’s the only explanation.” He turned around and looked at the gathered men. “Which means that everything he is saying is true isn’t it?”


“Sir?” Asant asked.


“Is what he said true?” Moran snapped. “The way he looks? How the Immortals in our ranks look? Did Veldruk do that? Did he tamper with their genetic code like Cha'talla says?”


“Yes.” Nelul answered softly as he looked down at the table. “There is no sense in trying to hide it now. Not if he knows.” He looked up at Moran. “I don’t know all of the details but yes… it’s true.”


“Fuck!” Moran practically screamed.


“Can’t we say it’s all propaganda? Cha'talla is supposed to be dead!” Another Admiral asked quickly.


Moran shook his head now. “We discovered he was alive during the lead up to the fake Peace Accords.” He told them. “Aikiro had her suspicions for years but when she saw a secure transmission at Leonidas’s home in regards to his daughter Normya, Esther Suira was in that transmission as well as their son. Dysea left Earth hours later to meet with them. Presumably that is where she has been all this time.”


Asant shook his head as well. “Cha'talla has taken on sort of an iconic figure status among the Immortals. Especially many of the younger ones. There have been rumors about what he was trying to do for years circulating among the Immortals. Some of them very wrong, some embellished quite a bit, but quite a few of them very true. They were never able to confirm any of it however.”


“Until now.” Moran said softly.


“How many Immortals in the active ranks?” The same Admiral asked excitedly.


“If you include the ones serving onboard warships… including this one… nearly two million.” Asant answered. “And that does not include those who are either just finishing their training, or just starting it. Another hundred thousand just at the training bases on Uzu Ozeib 7 alone. Roughly the same amount at the six mother main bases.”


“Three million Immortals.” Nelul spoke softly looking at Moran. “They could decimate our ranks before we ever had a chance to quell any uprising. It would be no different than what Leonidas did on Earth Admiral Moran, only our casualties would be far more severe than what you suffered there.”


Moran nodded. “One Immortal could kill an entire squad before they were able to bring him down.” He agreed. “What a fucking lash up!”


“Release them from their service to us.” Nelul quickly followed up his statement.


“What?” Another admiral cried. “That is insanity! We all have Immortals stationed at our personal estates! They guard what belongs to us! They are our Shock Troopers!”


Nelul nodded. “If we do not release them… and do so quickly… our personal estates will no longer be ours.” He said. “You must step in now Admiral Moran… before this transmission sparks a riot we will not be able to control.”


“I agree.” Asant spoke. “Allow those who want to leave to go. Hell… give them stripped down ships to go! Those that want to stay can stay.”


“Why would any chose to remain?” The first Admiral asked.


“Because there are many who have grown to like the power they wield within our ranks.” Nelul said. “They are trusted and respected by many Pureblood and non-pureblood vampires alike.” He looked around the table. “What Cha'talla suggests… he would have more trouble organizing that than we would trying to quell uprisings from within the Immortal ranks.”


“You are suggesting that we just release some of our finest troops from our service!” The second man to protest spoke again. “Just let them go!”


“The alternative is civil war.” Nelul spoke. “And that we will not survive. Whether you choose to admit it or not, there are many among our people who view the Immortals as friends. Many of our officers and troops have fought beside them against the Kavalians and formed solid friendships in the midst of war. To ask them to turn around and fight them, it will split the ranks of our troops and plunge us into chaos.”


“This is… this is madness!” Another spat.


Moran looked at Nelul. “How many will leave?” He asked.


“There is no way to answer that question sir.” He answered.


“Your best guess then.” Moran told him.


“Given how Cha'talla is viewed among many of the younger Immortals… now that they know for certain he is alive… I would estimate over half depart.” Nelul answered.


“That will include their families and tribes.” Asant said. “If the Tribe Elder leaves… the entire tribe goes with them. It is the basis for their society Admiral. We also have to consider that if we move against the Immortals, we will need to move against their tribes as well. Just as Veldruk did against Cha'talla’s tribe.”


“Veldruk failed in that.” Moran said.


“Yes sir… but only because Cha'talla had planned for that eventuality.” Asant replied. “If we move against the Immortals, we need to move against their tribes. If we move against their tribes we will lose all support from even those who do not want to leave.”  


Moran got to his feet and moved to the view window. He stared at the stars for a few seconds before turning back around. “Fuck it.” He spoke. “If the technology that we have taken turns out to be useful we won’t need them. Put out an announcement. Any Immortal soldier who wishes to leave will be given free will to depart. If they don’t want to be here… I don’t want them here.”


Asant nodded and rose to his feet. “I’ll make it happen sir.”


“Get it out quickly Asant. I don’t want them to think we are holding them back and they start to do stupid shit.” Moran spoke.


“I’ll have the order drawn up and issued within the hour.” Asant answered as he turned and headed for the door.


Moran looked at Nelul and the others. “Gentlemen I suggest we put our heads together and start working on how to keep the Coven from fracturing. I want facts and figures. I want the names of those who want to think they can take charge and push Yuri out. I want the loyal politicians to know we stand with them and the disloyal fuckers to know I’ll skin them alive if they try anything.” He moved back to the table. “Once that is complete… we can start to head home.”


“We can leave the past behind us and come together again! Brother… if you are out there… hear me now! We can forgive! We have forgiven! And we can be as father meant us to be! Join us now! Help us to build our future!”


Nalavi shook his head slowly as the transmission began to repeat itself. “I would have never imagined it.” He spoke. “Cha'talla is alive. That is unbelievable!”

Pa'cour nodded his head slowly. “Indeed.” He stated softly.

Nalavi looked at him. “And he has…”

“Changed how we look?” Pa'cour said. “It would seem so. Is what he says possible doctor?”

Nalavi nodded his head quickly. “Oh… very much so. A virus that mutates only certain genes to alter outward appearance. That’s basic genetic coding.”

Pa'cour looked at him. “And it can be changed back even on older Immortals?”

Nalavi nodded. “I’m no geneticist… but apparently so since it has worked on Cha'talla. He is even older than you isn’t he?”

Pa'cour tilted his head to the side. “By several years yes. You seem to know quite a bit about Cha'talla doctor.” He said.

Nalavi nodded. “I met him on many occasions.” He answered meeting Pa'cour’s eyes. “I was suitably impressed with him. I never did believe he betrayed your people and it seems I was right.”

“So… so it would appear.” Pa'cour said softly.

Nalavi looked at him intently for a long moment. “Why is it you are not reacting as I think you should be reacting to this news Colonel?” He asked. “I understand many of your younger Immortals consider Cha'talla as somewhat of an icon. This information… this is not going to sit well with them.”

“No it will not.” Pa'cour spoke. “If it turns out to be true.”

“You don’t believe it?” Nalavi asked. “What possible reason could he have for lying now?” Nalavi said.

“I believe many things doctor… but without proof that is all they are. Beliefs.” Pa'cour answered.

“Then perhaps you need to evaluate what those beliefs are Colonel.” Nalavi spoke. “And then decide if you wish to pursue them.”

“A wise bit of advice sir.” Pa'cour spoke. “We…”

“Noooooooo!”

They both whirled around to see Yuri sitting straight up in the bed, her face a mask of horror. The thin sheet covering her while she laid there had dropped away to reveal her naked body, a fact that caused Pa'cour to drink in her beauty even as he moved amazingly fast to grab the edges of the sheet to cover her.

“Princess!” Pa'cour hissed softly. “Princess… you are safe!”

Nalavi moved well for a vampire of his advanced years and he immediately began to take readings with his medical instruments.


The dreams were not hers, but they were so very vivid.


The high black rock walls, the screams of the dying and the injured. The flash of crimson and bronze, steel glimmering in the light of the midday sun.


You are weak! You failed me!


No! 


They shifted again to a planet with a purple hue about it. Towering massive trees and still the screams of the dying and injured persisted.


You failed me! Your mother failed me! You are weak!


No! It was wrong!


I say what is wrong! The voice bellowed. I am superior!


I know what you are now! 


You know nothing! You are a fool woman! No better than your mother! She was a fool for she allowed her feelings for him to made her weak! 


You lie! She was not weak!


You are no different! Too weak to admit what is within your inner self! The fool uses you and you are too stupid to know this!


You lie!


Too stupid and foolish to accept what you want! To take what you truly want! You cling to feeble emotions when I could have given you everything!


The scene shifted to a lush green timber. Three crumpled Immortals, two younger than the third, as their blood soaked into the ground around them. The flash of explosions, the castle like estate, the images of wolves and immense dragons. The pull of the hand that saved her. The face and eyes of the Immortal that would become her Captain.


I meant to punish you by having you feed on him! I meant for you to kill him and be forever cursed by your own people for tainting yourself! The voice snarled. Only to discover you are even weaker than your mother! Your desires buried deeper than hers! I should have known this would be the case!


You will not control me! She screamed. No more!


Bah! Fool woman! I have already left you! You failed me… I do not accept failure! I have already moved on and taken the last vestige of your former life!


No!


You will be cursed now! You have tasted his blood and now you will not be able to deny what your pathetic emotions tell you! You are useless to me! What you discover in the future will break you! And I will laugh as you destroy yourself in your woeful mourning!


I… I will fight you!


The voice laughed. A cruel sinister laugh that sent shudders of fear through her. I have found someone stronger than you! Darker. Crueler. He is like this because of you and now I will use him as I used you. Where you have failed… he will succeed!


You are a monster! I see what you want to do! You will destroy us all!


My body is no more! I have nothing else! And I will have my revenge!

 
Noooooooo!

SCIMITAR

ENROUTE TO HADARIAN SPACE

ELIANI’S QUARTERS


It had been perhaps the most utterly exquisite three hours of her young life and what made it even more superb was that Eliani Leonidas knew that this is what she would experience for the rest of her years. 


Eliani’s lithe body was currently stretched atop Jomann’s powerful form, their sweaty, naked skin and flesh touching in every possible way as the last of their mutually orgasmic explosion shuddered through them both. His incredibly thick cock was buried fully inside her still clenching pussy and she used her inner muscles to squeeze him even tighter, wanting everything he had to offer her. Her head rested on his chest, for she looked ridiculously small splayed across his body as she was, her burgundy colored red hair sticking to his shoulders and chest in many places because of their combined sweat. His hands stroked the outsides of her satiny thighs, his fingers dancing deliciously along her tanned skin, sending shivers through her continuously. Eliani could not begin to describe how this moment had come to be for there were no words. They could barely contain themselves through the two hour debrief once they were back aboard the SCIMITAR. Once outside of the conference room Eliani had grabbed his hand and practically dragged him down three decks to her quarters. She had every intention of having him in every way she could think of, but as soon as the door closed to her quarters, Jomann showed her the nature of a true Alpha Wolf.

With a growl of need and barely contained desire, he had pinned her to the bulkhead in her quarters and virtually tore her uniform from her body. This was unlike anything Eliani had experienced before, even with Malic, and by the time his strong hands had torn away her thong panties, his aura had made her so wet that she was trembling in need. He kissed her deeply as he stripped out of his own clothes, Eliani helping whenever she could with trembling hands, and then he was lifting her into his arms and her cries of blissful enchantment began as he speared her in one heart stealing, breath robbing plunge. His cock was not as long as Malic’s her dazed mind told her, but it was so much thicker, divinely so, and as his full ten inches sank into her tight depths and his large balls came to rest against her upturned ass Eliani Leonidas began coming.  He had taken her there against the bulkhead urgently, driving into her with power and need, as she sang out her delight the entire time. His explosion came quickly, exactly as her second orgasm rocked her senses, and Eliani accepted all that he had to give her with gleeful abandon. This was the man she wanted, the man she had waited so long for, and she accepted and allowed him to scent her right there against the bulkhead. Instinctively she commanded her body to absorb all he was, to let his very essence fill and merge with hers.

As she trembled in his arms, he held her impaled upon his still steel hard cock and carried her to the bed in her sleeping chambers. He lowered her to the soft sheets and Eliani descended into a world of rapture as he proceeded to explore every crevice of her lush body with his lips and tongue, leaving no area unexplored or untouched. He even found places that Nyla had never discovered and this only confirmed to her that he was indeed the one. Twice more in very quick succession he had caused her tremendous, muscle stretching orgasms and she could only clutch his head and shoulders and cry out her glorious wonder as he drank her passion down. He was holding nothing back from her, his full unshielded aura wrapped around her and keeping her senses alive and singing out in joy. She could barely think about what was happening, before he turned her onto her stomach and plunged into her depths once more like an eager child. It was here that Eliani Leonidas had truly discovered what it would be like in his bed. He held nothing back… giving her all that he was... as he whispered words of devotion and love into her ears. His nuzzles along her neck and the backs of her ears were like electric shocks that sent jolts of luscious pleasure surging through her veins. She could hardly move with his weight above her, so Eliani did the only thing she could think of, and she began to fuck him back as hard as she could while he stroked into her from behind. It became too much for him and he flipped her over once more, never leaving the prison of her warmth and tucked his head into the crook of her shoulder and began to dominate her. Eliani could only scream in heavenly pleasure as one climax followed another like waves crashing onto a beach. She had locked her ankles together on his tight powerful ass and wrapped her arms tightly around his broad back as much as she could and she simply held on. Her fern green eyes were changed completely, her wolf fangs fully extended in joyous rapture and his powerful aura wrapped around her like a blanket. 
It happened without warning, without even thinking, and the moment his fangs pierced the skin of her shoulder Eliani sank her own fangs into his shoulder. Her blood boiled over as the virus in his salvia and the eruption of his essence into her smashed aside all she had ever known and reshaped her. She had long ago healed the scars of where Malic had bitten her on her breast, something that she hadn’t even thought about, but Jomann’s bite would remain with her forever. She would wear the scars proudly now, for it signified something to Eliani that she had always craved. Something she had always hoped to discover even as a little girl.


Eliani Leonidas had finally found the Soulmate that she knew had been out there looking for her. She had discovered the Anome that would forever hold her heart in his hands. And just as Jomann’s searing come filled her, the tears of happiness spilled from her eyes as she shook in the most powerful orgasm of her life.


The next two hours had been nothing more than exploring each other’s bodies, something that they did with unrestrained relish. Eliani swelled with happiness and love as Jomann’s scent permeated her blood more deeply than anything ever had. The virus that had transferred from him to her was powerful and potent, not as potent as a pureblood Leonidas, but close to it and the female wolf inside her basked in the glorious sensations. When he had finally allowed her to take control, Eliani had given back to him every bit the pleasure and love he had given to her. Using all of her imagination and skills, she had feasted on him, just as she had promised she would and she was absolutely giddy to do it. He tasted sweeter than he smelled and this caused Eliani to coo out her delight as she snuggled between his thighs and drank down what he gave to her with joy. 


When she climbed onto his powerful body and lowered herself onto his dominating cock, feeling his thickness stretch her and make her feel things she never had before, all pretense of doubt was forever washed away. He let her dominate him now, taking control of their love making, rotating her hips in hard tight circles on his throbbing cock. She wanted her prize and as an Alpha female she was going to get it from her chosen mate. Just before his fourth eruption he lifted himself off the bed, sitting up and making her sink even deeper onto his throbbing cock and he covered her lips with his. His hands grabbed her ass and pressed her down tightly onto his cock and for the next ninety seconds Eliani howled out his name over and over as he pulsed within her velvety depths like an erupting volcano. They had collapsed into this very position several minutes ago, and reveled in the sensations and emotions as their minds mingled and came together and they saw all there was to know about each other and truly became anomes. He hid nothing from her as she swam within his thoughts, and Eliani reciprocated this, sharing all she was with him.


He had finally grown soft inside her, but he still filled her quite deliciously and Eliani had no intention of moving from her spot for just feeling him anchored within her as he was sent tiny slivers of pleasure coursing through her body. As she regained control of her breathing and her heart rate she lifted her head from his chest, using her four inch long tongue to drag across his skin tasting the salty flavor of his sweat and teasing his right nipple. She felt one strong hand tighten on her firm ass and he chuckled softly as he brought the other up and took the side of her face in his palm. His fingers entwined in the hair that dangled over that side of her face and she lifted her eyes to his.

“If your intent is to excite me… you are succeeding.” He said with a soft smile and bright twinkle in his ocean blue eyes.


Eliani scooted upwards on his chest and body, groaning in disappointment as he slipped somewhat from inside her and she placed her hands on either side of his handsome face and stared into his eyes.


“Do you… do you realize how utterly happy you have made me?” She whispered to him, using her thumbs to stroke his cheeks.


“I believe I should be asking you that question.” Jomann told her gazing into her fern green eyes.


“Ever since I was small… I have seen how my father… how my father loved my mothers so completely.” Eliani said. “It did not matter to him… he loved them all equally… until it took their breath away.” Eliani lowered her head and used her nose to nuzzle his throat. “You… you have given that to me Jomann. All I have ever desired or hoped for in a man, you have given it to me and so much more.”


“Eliani Leonidas you are my anome now.” He spoke softly. “Even amidst all we are now dealing with, I will give to you anything your heart desires.”


Eliani smiled as she gazed at him. “I’m actually very easy.” She told him.


Jomann laughed now and shook his head. “You are anything but easy Eliani. You are my Iannalocara. My delicious flower. And you only blossom when you have found what you desire most of all. Thankfully… that is me.”

Eliani grinned as she looked at him. “Damn straight it is.” She hissed before kissing him hard on the lips and squeezing his face.
Jomann surprised her as he sat up quickly and pulled her even closer as he looked up into her eyes. She had no choice but to wrap her arms around his broad shoulders and stare back at him. “On my blood as a Lycavorian and a Spartan Eliani Leonidas, I will honor you always. I will never hurt you, never betray you, and never forsake you. You are my anome, and I will love you breathless until I pass into the next life. However long that may be. I swear this to you Iannalocara, as your anome and your mate.”

Eliani blinked back tears and moved her hands back to his face. “Are you done professing your love for me?” She asked.

Jomann smiled shyly. “At the moment yes. I have… I have run out of original things to say.”

Eliani laughed happily and kissed him once more pulling back after a moment. “You forget my beautiful Jomann… I have seen into your mind and I know how you feel. I see it every time you gaze at me with your eyes.”

“That is only because I wish to throw you to the ground and take you where you are because you smell so damn good.” He said.

Eliani laughed again and pressed her forehead to his. “That sounds like fun.” She stated playfully.

“Eli…”

She dropped a finger to his lips and shook her head. “Enough.” She said. “You do not need to convince me anymore than you already have my love. And I swear the same to you Jomann, with every waking breath I take.”

Jomann’s face showed his happiness and he leaned forward and nuzzled her throat, drawing a sigh of excitement and delight from her. “If we return to Earth in time… my family is giving a celebration for his graduation from the Academy. I would… I would like to introduce you to my family Eliani.”

“My father will want to speak with you.” Eliani said. “He is still protective of us even though we have Come of Age. And I will tell my mothers what you have done to me and made me feel.”

Jomann’s face scrunched together in surprise. “Everything?” He asked shocked.

Eliani nodded. “Everything.” She answered him with a beaming smile. 

“Then perhaps I should continue to work on my technique so that they are suitably impressed that I have tamed their daughter.” Jomann spoke.

“Tamed?” Eliani gasped. “I will show you tame!” She announced before dropping her hand between their bodies, grasping the thickening part of his cock that was not inside her and pushing him back onto the bed. “You have a long way to go before you tame me mister! We still have fourteen hours before we arrive in Hadarian space. You just try and tame me by then.” She ordered before lowering her lips to his and kissing away his retort.

