CHAPTER SEVENTY-EIGHT

NEFOA


For'mya looked at Eirene and Fedor as the pounding on the medical center door grew more intense. Eirene and Fedor both now looked to be children of almost five years of age, with Eirene’s long golden blond hair so similar to her mother’s and Fedor’s short cropped blond hair just a shade darker. Muton had grudgingly cut Fedor’s rapidly growing blond hair from some sort of leftover Kavalian sense of male pride but Fedor had actually enjoyed it immensely. He had also brought them clothes that would fit them for their age, sewing the items together himself For'mya discovered a short time later. That they were her children was obvious to even the casual observer. They both had her angular face and cheekbones and both of them had her dark brown eyes. Muton had already commented to her that they looked nothing like Pusintin and how it was just another sign that she belonged to Martin Leonidas body and soul. Muton had tried to explain as best that he could that because Martin had been the one to turn her, her wolf genes were that much more dominant and had his essence flowing through them and through her. His genes were certainly more dominant than Pusintin’s Muton declared and this showed easily because both Fedor and Eirene had no distinguishing elements of Pusintin in their outward appearance. Since Pusintin’s gene were lesser than Martin’s Muton deduced with more than a little satisfaction For'mya noticed, Fedor and Eirene looked more like their mother and in some ways like Martin. For'mya had liked this explanation immensely.


For'mya held her finger to her lips now as she looked at her children.


You must be silent now. You know what Muton and I must do, so no matter what, remain silent and do not come out. If this man sees you Eirene he will stop being unsuspecting and become a potential problem we don’t need right now. For'mya told them.


Eirene tilted her head and looked at her mother while placing her hands on her hips and narrowing her eyes. Mother… I am not a complete fool. She declared with far more wisdom and control than a five year old child should have.


He would not hurt my sister. Fedor growled.


For'mya chuckled and leaned forward to kiss her head and then Fedor’s. The gods truly blessed me when I thought that they had cursed me. They gave me the both of you and in doing so they gave me hope and happiness back. She said silently as she squeezed their hands.


We will succeed mother. Fedor said now with that same wisdom and tone. And we will see the father our of hearts soon.


And the mothers of our hearts and all of our brothers and sisters. Eirene chimed in quite happily.


For'mya nodded. Yes we will.


Muton appeared in the anteroom doorway. “For'mya… it must be now.” He spoke softly.

For'mya nodded and rose to her feet. Eirene and Fedor looked at him as he held out his hand for her. “Remember children... quiet.”


Fedor and Eirene both nodded and Fedor took his sister’s hand, leading her to a corner where they squatted together out of immediate sight. “We understand Muton.” Fedor spoke as he pulled his sister close protectively.


Muton looked at For'mya. “Are you ready?” He asked.


For'mya nodded. “The others?” She asked.


“Waiting for me to send them word that it is done.” He answered. “For'mya if there were any other way I…”


For'mya shook her head. “No. This is the only way that grants us the time we need. I do know this. Don’t worry Muton, I am prepared.”


Muton nodded and took her hand. “Then let’s get this distasteful business done.” He led her back into the main medical bay where she released his hand and moved to a spot near one of the examining tables. Muton moved to the door and looked back at her. For'mya nodded.


“I am ready.” She spoke.


Muton nodded and punched in the code to unlock the door. The Nefoa base commander was about to begin pounding on the door once more when it slid open easily. “Dinxi!” Muton exclaimed.


“Muton... what is going on?” Dinxi growled. “It is well past the time the child should have been born. I know you have reported this to Marshall Pusintin for I checked the logs. I am here to collect my...”


Muton held up his hand with a smile. “Calm yourself Colonel.” He said calmly. “I have prepared her for you. That is why it took me so long to unlock the door. Please... come in.” he motioned with his hand into the medical bay.


Dinxi paused for a moment surprised. He had expected some trickery from Muton. “You have prepared her for me?” He asked.


“Pusintin told me to insure that she was completely recovered from giving birth to his son before I handed her over to you. He wanted one of his loyal officers to be pleased with his gift to him.” Muton said.


“You...”


Muton nodded. “I told you I would make the arrangements with the Marshall. And so I have.” He motioned into the medical center once more. “She is awaiting you inside.”


“Willingly?” Dinxi asked astonished.


Muton chuckled. “Even I can not work miracles Dinxi. She isn’t physically restrained but she knows well the punishment for physical resistance. That does not remove her sharp tongue however.”


Dinxi finally let the smile play across his face. “My cock in her mouth can take care of that.” He snarled as he moved past Muton into the medical center.


Muton glanced down the corridor quickly then and saw the cloaked figure move around the corner of the empty corridor. The figure nodded and Muton nodded as well before shutting the door and sealing it behind him. He turned to follow Dinxi into the medical center. For'mya stood by the bed quite passively as Dinxi marched right up to her.


“So this is the elf wench that has caused so many problems.” He spoke as he gazed at her. “Very nice. I will enjoy locking groins with this one.” He growled as he let his fingers fill with her hair.


“I’d think twice about that!” For'mya snapped.


“I told you.” Muton spoke from behind him.


Dinxi laughed and pulled on her hair forcefully. Not enough to be painful, but enough that For'mya had to move her head to keep from losing her hair. “Trust me elf wench, when I lock groins with you and you are howling out in pleasure as I empty my seed into your belly you will sing a different tune. It is my understanding that elf females live for big cocks. That is why so many of you mate with Lycavorians.” He snarled at her. 


For'mya glared at him. “That day will never come.” She hissed at him. “I guarantee it.”


Dinxi chuckled again and released her hair to turn back around and look at Muton with a smile. “You were right.” He said. “She does have a sharp tongue. She will learn her place I think however.”


“I’m sure.” Muton spoke.


“Where is the boy child?” Dinxi asked looking around. “I wish to see the object that will bring down the Lycavorian Union.”


“I’m afraid… I’m afraid I can not allow you to see him.” Muton said.


Dinxi looked at him. “Nonsense. It is a male child... and I wish to see him.”


Muton shook his head. “No... I’m sorry... I can’t.”


Dinxi stepped further away from For'mya towards Muton. “And why not?” He demanded of Muton.


“For the simple reason that you are dead.” Muton answered. “Allowing him to see a dead man at such a young age may injure his psyche.” 


Dinxi looked at him. “What?” He gasped. “What drivel is this? Let me see...”


Dinxi’s eyes nearly exploded from his head as he felt the horrible piercing pain in his lower back. His chest arched out as he felt the coldness of the blade as it slid smoothly between his third and fourth rib perfectly and with driving strength, moving right for his heart. His eyes grew even wider when that blade sliced cleanly through his body and pierced the bottom of his heart with equal strength and rage. He felt the weight on his back suddenly and the face of the beautiful elven female appeared next to his from over his shoulder. That face was embossed with an image of striking savagery beyond anything his eyes had witnessed. For'mya’s eyes had fully changed now, the black ring around her dark brown corneas filled with menacing hatred and her wolf fangs were fully extended as she climbed higher onto his back and drove her assassin’s blade home even deeper with her right hand as she reached around and gripped his jaw tightly with the left.


“You are right in a sense scum!” For'mya scowled horrifyingly into his ear in a voice tinged with cold cruelness, her soft lips next to his fur covered ear. “Elven females are drawn to men with big cocks! We love the feel of them inside us and how they can make us cry out in wanton pleasure! You will never feel my tightness and heat however, you sick fool. You will never spill anything into my belly. Only my handsome mate will ever do such a thing again and it is certainly not you or that foul creature Pusintin! Muton was right. You are dead! And dead men can’t feel pleasure. Only pain!”  

   
Dinxi could only stagger forward from her weight on his back now, right towards Muton who simply reached out and grasped the small linked chain necklace he wore. “We’ll need this Dinxi. I appreciate your contribution to our escape.” Muton declared ripping the necklace away with the small coded card key. “You can die now.”


For'mya shifted her weight forward with a snarl and drove Dinxi to the floor of the medical bay, keeping the long bladed knife buried within his flesh. As he dropped to his knees he tried to reach around and grab her to remove the terrible pain from his back and that is when For'mya triggered the switch on the pommel of the knife. That sent a single, concentrated and most lethal dose of rock spider venom directly into Dinxi’s now mortally injured heart. He gasped suddenly as the poison was injected by compressed air with great force into his organ and instantly began to flow through his veins as his destroyed heart continued to pump trying to keep him alive. He went rigid as he lost the use of his arms and legs, the poison acting even more quickly with his struggling and For'mya then rode his larger body to the deck, his face impacting with the floor with a heavy thud, his cheekbone cracking from the impact. His legs twitched madly for several seconds and then they were still. His eyes were frozen open in death, the rock spider venom quickly doing its fatal work, and a glaze like film quickly spread over the pupils. The venom from a Rock Spider was among the top three most potent poisons within the known universe, able to kill adults from nearly any species with a single bite. They were native only to Uzu Ozeib 7, the rock spider having claimed many vampires throughout the millennia, and in modern medical journals only a single Immortal and a Lycavorian were known to have survived the bites from this ten legged monstrosity of a spider. That was only because they had been fast enough to knock the palm sized body of the spider off their physical person before the creature had fully seated its fangs.


Muton moved forward quickly and reached out hesitatingly to place his large hand on For'mya’s shoulder. He almost staggered back when her head whipped around and those wolf eyes and fangs were staring at him. For a single split second Muton thought for sure she was going to pounce on him and attack. He had given her the very means to defend herself and her children, and it was quite obvious to him that while she may have been a pilot by trade, she could very easily kill even a highly trained Kavalian with little effort and less remorse, as she had just proven. He felt a wash of relief flood through him when her eyes focused and the feral expression disappeared instantly as her eyes fell on him. For'mya pushed back up until she was straddling Dinxi’s body and she yanked the knife from his back, wiping it clean on his shirt.


“For'mya?” Muton asked with gentle warmth.


For'mya looked at him again and nodded her head, releasing the breath that she had been holding. “I’m fine Muton.” She said. “I’m ok.”


They both turned to the locked door when the chime sounded twice in quick succession. Muton held up his hand at her alarmed expression. “It is my people. I saw them just as I closed the door after Dinxi entered. Get the children For'mya... we will be leaving this place post haste.”


Eirene! Fedor! Come to me! For'mya barked out within Mindvoice as she replaced the knife in the armored sheath she pulled from under the examining bed, and then secured it to her right thigh.


Muton moved to the door as he heard two sets of feet come running from the anteroom and both Eirene and Fedor threw themselves into For'mya’s arm. He typed on the entry pad quickly and the doors slid open to reveal six cloaked figures standing in the corridor. The weather on Nefoa at this time of the year was chilly and wet and nearly all the Kavalians wore these cloaks when they went outside. Muton didn’t hesitate and he ushered the figures into the medical bay, checking down the corridor one last time before resealing the doors and locking them. He turned and saw them staring at where For'mya knelt on the floor of the medical bay beside the body of the dead Kavalian and hugging the two small children.


Muton moved around them quickly. “We must move with haste now... we...” He stopped talking when the first figure threw back his hood to reveal the handsome face and the smooth tanned skin of a Kavalian male who had undergone biogenic treatments to remove the hair from his body. His eyes grew wide in shock. “Miseo!” He almost cried out as he grabbed the arms of his youngest son.


The dark haired Kavalian with pale blue eyes smiled broadly as the others began to pull back their hoods. “It has been a long time father.” He said warmly. “Too long!”


“How? I told you to ready our people!” Muton exclaimed.


“And I did. Kaleen and Olin had me leave with the Second Monitor to come here and get you father. They and mother wanted to leave nothing to chance.” Miseo answered. “The ship has already left and should be moving to the rendezvous as we speak.” 


Muton pulled his youngest son into a rib cracking embrace as the other men looked on with smiles. It had been nearly a decade since he had seen his sons, any of them, and having him here now was almost overwhelming. “We are so close my son. So close!” He turned to the others. “Kapurr, Makoo...” He greeted each of them by grabbing their arms. “You don’t know how good it is to see you my friends. All of you. The others?”


“They have secured the LEUGERS transport Muton.” The one he had called Kapurr told him. “She is fast but she does not have great range. Why this ship?”


“We won’t need great range.” Muton spoke turning to face where For'mya had stood up by now and was holding the hands of her children. He watched as Miseo moved over to where she stood, staring at the beautiful elven female with great interest. Muton thought his son was going to comment on her beauty and began to move up to him to stop him. It would not be a good thing for any of his people to try and approach For'mya with any interest aside from a professional one. Muton knew Miseo had many Kavalian females who were very attracted to him, and that was before he had the treatments. Now Muton had to admit the treatments had allowed Miseo’s natural handsomeness to come out. It was a great asset for him when moving within Kavalian space for pureborn Kavalians that underwent biogenic treatments were prized for their ability to move unchecked among Lycavorian and human society. Muton needn’t have bothered however, as he saw Miseo’s pale blue eyes move from For'mya to the body on the floor and he squatted beside the dead Kavalian Commander. He reached out and let his fingers expertly inspect the wound in his back, careful to insure he did not touch the exposed portions of skin and possibly get any remnant of the poison on his fingers and then he took in the look of Dinxi’s eyes.


“Very nice.” He spoke finally. “A single, clean entry right into the bottom of his heart. Rock Spider venom injected into his heart judging from the glaze in his eyes.” He glanced up at For'mya. “Your work I take it?”


For'mya nodded her head without speaking unsure of what to make of this Kavalian male. Eirene was clinging to her hand until she saw the long tail unfurl and extend from beneath the cloak Miseo wore almost as an afterthought. Muton smiled when he saw this for his son had a habit of allowing his tail to extend when he was deep in thought. Eirene’s dark brown eyes lit up and she reached for it. “Medwaw... he has a tail!” Eirene declared happily as she grabbed for it. “Look!”


Miseo’s head turned quickly as Eirene grabbed the end of his tail and he grinned widely when he began to lift her completely off the ground with it while she clung to the end laughing. For'mya reached out quickly and snatched Eirene back to her possessively as Miseo rose to his full height. He was almost taller than his father For'mya saw, probably six foot four if not a little more and judging from his bulk under the long floor length dark cloak, he was easily over two hundred and thirty pounds if she was any judge. As she held Eirene to her, she met his blue eyes which now looked at her with even more intense interest, but there was nothing in those eyes except professionalism and respect.


“Miseo... this is For'mya Leonidas.” Muton spoke as he came up beside his son. “And this is Eirene and Fedor Leonidas.” He spoke as his large hand ruffled Fedor’s dark blond hair and the boy smiled up at him.


For'mya watched as the professional respect and interest that was there in Miseo’s eyes vanished instantly and then those eyes were instead filled with even more respect with an almost reverent nature in his gaze. For'mya watched him bow his head deeply to her. “Queen For'mya Leonidas.” He spoke softly. “My father has told me much about you and your bravery and intelligence. It is truly an honor to finally meet you.”


Muton looked at For'mya. “For'mya… this is my youngest Miseo. I told you of him.” He explained. “He was not supposed to join us yet but as is usually the case he ignored what I told him to do.”


“I did not ignore you father.” Miseo spoke turning to look at him. “I just fear mother’s temper more than yours if I disobey her. Once she determined we had our people well on the way to boarding the ship she sent me with the Second Monitor as I said. She did not give me much of a choice.”


This time For'mya could not help but chuckle at his words. “Thank you... thank you for coming.” She said.


Eirene stepped away from For'mya and looked at the giant of a man in front of her. “Can I see your tail again?” She asked.


“Eirene… no!” For'mya declared reaching for her.


Miseo laughed and looked at Eirene with smiling pale blue eyes this time. He pulled aside the heavy cloak and fully revealed his two meter long tail. It was a darker color than his skin, only a very light fur covering the entire length with the exception of the last ten inches which appeared to be all smooth skin. It was much thicker than Athani’s tail For'mya noticed and appeared much more muscular. It was perhaps three and a half inches in diameter at the base where it entered his tailbone, and tapered down to perhaps an inch and a half at the tip. Eirene laughed as the tip came up and softly rubbed against her cheek.


“Medwaw... it’s so soft and smooth!” Eirene declared as she looked at For'mya.


Muton smiled as well. “You will see more of my people with their tails Eirene... but first we need to leave this place.”


Eirene immediately looked at him and her face became a little harder in its expression. “Yes we do.” She stated once more with far more wisdom than a five year old child should have.


Miseo noticed this immediate change in demeanor right away and looked at his father with questions in his eyes. Muton nodded. “I will explain later... but now we need to go.” He said moving to the table and slinging the medical bag over his shoulder. “Everyone knows who I am and they will not question me as we move to the hanger bay. Just act like normal Kavalian soldiers and no matter what happens protect For'mya and the children.” He turned back around and looked at the men. “Is that clear?” They met his eyes but gave no indication and he gave them more of an explanation. “For'mya knows where the ship is my friends.” Muton continued. “The ship with the map to take us all home. She must be protected at all costs and her children as well. Unless you wish to risk the wrath of King Leonidas if harm comes to her.”


“King Leonidas?” Miseo asked suddenly very alert. “Father... the Lycavorian King is dead. All the available intelligence reports say his eldest son is now in command of the Union forces.”


“And giving the Kavalian senior leadership fits with his actions for they make no sense.” Kapurr stated.


“Yes… which they take as him being in disarray still and unable to fully control the Union military.” Miseo spoke.


“A consensus that is not shared among the Monitors.” Makoo said. “Regardless of his age, someone with his military record does not go around in disarray.”  


For'mya smiled more now and she moved forward. “Rest assured… while they make no sense to those who don’t associate with him, Androcles knows exactly what he is doing.” She stated confidently. “It may seem like he is in disarray… but he is not I guarantee you that. He is just a methodical as his father.” 


Muton nodded his head in agreement. “Indeed he is. No Miseo my son… no the King is not dead. He is very much alive. Pusintin and Keleru and their cronies failed to kill him, which doesn’t surprise me in the least. And he will be coming to get his elven mate. She is in our hands now and I suggest we do our best to keep her and his new children alive to make sure that happens.”


“His children?” Miseo asked even more confused. “I thought…”


Muton held up his hand. “I will explain everything as I said… but right now we need to go.”


That information spurred them to action and all of them drew out Kavalian assault rifles from under their cloaks. Muton looked at For'mya as she gripped the hands of Fedor and Eirene tightly. “Are you ready?” He asked.


For'mya nodded with a determined set in her jaw. “I have been ready for quite some time Muton my friend.” She answered warmly.


Muton smiled at her words and nodded his head. “Then let us leave this place behind. The smell is beginning to clog my nose.”

EARTH
CRANAE ISLAND

SECONDARY UNION COMMAND CENTER


Marci looked up from her desk when she heard the soft whirring of the hover chair as it glided smoothly into her office. Her face lit up and she rose from her chair to greet Armetus. He had gotten most of his color back and he looked much stronger than he had only a few short weeks ago.


“Armetus!” She exclaimed coming around her desk and moving up beside his chair. She didn’t hesitate and leaned over to affectionately kiss his weathered cheek. “What… what are you doing here?” 


Armetus smiled at her, his remaining eye filled with happiness to be alive and up and around. “A little bird told me that my protégé was feeling a bit overwhelmed.” He told her. “And I needed to get out of that damn hospital.”


“Nesa talked to you didn’t she? I can’t believe Anuk authorized you to leave!” Marci told him as she took his good hand in hers and squatted beside the hover chair looking at him with affection in her eyes.


Armetus shrugged. “We made a deal.” He said. “She lets me out and I don’t tell Daniel what she got him for his upcoming birthday.”


Marci laughed feeling a weight lifting from her shoulders even then. “You blackmailed the second highest ranking medical officer in the entire Union? I’m impressed Armetus... Anuk is not known for bending too much.” She spoke. “Coffee?”


Armetus nodded quickly. “Of course! I was waiting for you to ask! I don’t know what they were giving to me in that place but they wouldn’t let me have a mug of Aricia’s coffee and it was becoming very irritating to say the least.” He glided the chair forward into her office and then tapped the control arm of the chair watching as the door to her office closed and sealed with an audible click.


Marci saw this but said nothing as she poured him coffee and added cream just as he liked. She turned back around and held it out to him. “I’m… I’m so happy you are here.” She said.


Armetus took a sip of the coffee and his good eyes closed in culinary bliss as he savored the strong and smooth taste. “I swear to the gods… if Aricia wasn't our Queen she would have the most popular restaurant in the whole of the Union just for her coffee.” He said with a satisfied smile.


Marci nodded and moved to the comfortable couch and sat down. “Your mate?”


Armetus nodded. “She knows I am here and she knows I need to work. We have been mated for over four thousand years Marci… she knows me well.”


“I can have room made for her here at the Island apartments if you like.” Marci spoke quickly. “The compound is finished fully now and the Durcunusaan spared no expense or security measure. To be honest I think they came up with a few that have not yet been invented yet.”


Armetus shook his head with a smile. “No need. Andro is allowing us to use Resumar’s villa for the moment. And if I get anymore Durcunusaan protection I’ll scream. The boy has me blanketed now.”


Marci chuckled again, loving that he was in such good spirits. This man was her mentor and her second father. She loved him dearly, even more because he had sat with her real father on more than one occasion and gotten stinking drunk. Her parents were pureblood vampires and among those who were fanatically loyal to the Union. Armetus had met them far more times than she probably knew about, and she knew her parents were covered every moment of the day by Armetus’s order. With her parents Armetus could and did relax and enjoy the closeness of friends. Even her Lycavorian husband, an officer within the Fleet, had unseen security because of the job Marci now held.


Armetus looked at her as he scooted the hover chair closer to the couch. “So… how bad is it child? And don’t you dare hold back from me.” He asked.


Marci nodded her head. “Dumo l'phraktos Armetus… not as bad as I first thought.” She told him. “Nesa and the others are one hundred percent sure they have found all of Laustinos’s little traps. He was not as creative as we thought.”

Armetus nodded his head in agreement. “He was an excellent analyst, not a computer genius.” He said.

“The Defense Network Grid is fully clean, and Barla added several additional security elements across the spectrum. I had them cleared with Andro before doing it. Anyone who tries to access the grid now without authorization and a special code will set off alarms in every major headquarters across the Union and shut the entire network out except for those with Level Ten Clearance. Even those who have the right codes must also use an Authenticate Cipher that is coded directly to them.”


“What was the final tally on the Drow Marci?” Armetus asked but not really wanting to know.


“Three hundred sixty-nine.” Marci answered softly. “Five survivors including Lu'ria. The attacks also caused us to be effectively blind along the entire Farnuri Expanse. I had ordered an OMEN ship into the area but Andro changed that this morning. He has something else planned and I’m meeting with him tonight so he can fill me in.”


“What about the attacks here on Earth?” Armetus asked.


“You were right.” Marci said. “They came in legal enough. Limian paperwork. Every single one of them. All of them through PROMETHUS Station’s port. I’m also not convinced we have seen the last of them either.”


“Why?” Armetus asked.


“We have forty-three bodies from the attack against Martin, seven from your villa and another eleven from the operation against Janae.” Marci answered. “Sixty one total. The only problem with that is that seventy-five individuals came in over the last eighteen months with the same type of paperwork.”


“So fourteen are unaccounted for and still out there?” Armetus said.


Marci nodded. “I have people out looking for them but…”


Armetus shook his head quickly. “Contact Aihola and give it to her. Give her full control. Let the Drow do it. They can get around a lot easier than most here on Earth and they will be relentless in their search. They can also tap more resources among the humans and elves and the vampire divisions and not raise suspicion. And trust me when I tell you Charles and Aihola are scary when they are together. Between them, Selene and Lynwe, the assassins will only be able to hide for so long when Aihola enters the fray.”


Marci nodded and got to her feet moving to the desk. “I also contacted the head of the Limian Intelligence service and told him that if I discover his people had anything to do with helping those Kavalians get onto Earth I would personally come and find him and then feed him his little rat fuck tail.” Marci snarled. “And I told him that effective immediately, all assistance Limian Intelligence receives from the Union ceases. He was screaming something about the loss of thirty billion annually in training funds when I cut him off.”

Armetus roared out his laughter. “Oh that’s beautiful! I always wanted to do that!”

She took several pads from the surface and moved back to him holding them out. “These are the latest reports from the assets we still have in The Wilds as well as Riall’s overall fleet operational report. He sends me a copy every two days and...”


“Ignore it.” Armetus spoke.


“What?” She asked returning to her spot on the couch.


“Ignore it.” Armetus told her again. He leaned forward in his hover chair and looked at her. “Shortly after Martin allowed me to form the Krypteria we sat down at the palace on Apo Prime. It was just him and I… well Andro and Elynth were there playing with Torma… they were still very young… but the Queens were gone. He looked me dead in the eyes and gave me one task Marci. I remember his words perfectly… and they are what I have lived by ever since.” Armetus sipped his coffee. “He said… Armetus, you are my eyes and my ears. I don’t know shit about intelligence gathering aside from the physical operations themselves. This is what I want. I want men and women who can go the places no one else can go, do the things no one else can do, and have the intelligence to put it all together. You tell me who the bad guys are and what I will face if you can… and then I’ll go blow the sibfla out of them. You leave that part to me. Take care of our people out there risking their asses everyday. Give them what they need, what they want, hell give them what they don’t know we have! But when they call for help, you make damn sure we get them out. Anyone who does that kind of work has more balls than I do and they deserved to know their bosses are watching out for their asses and not playing politics. You tell them to do whatever they need to do, however they need to do it, and as long as it does not violate the principles of our people and what this Union is founded on, then I will back them one thousand percent. Right to the fucking wall.” 


Marci stared at him for a long moment. “You… you never told me that Armetus.” She said softly.


Armetus shook his head. “No… and now I see I made a mistake in not telling you.” He spoke. “I made a mistake in not telling you that Martin has given us all the latitude we need to do our job. Right now however, you are trying to do too much Marci. And in trying to do too much you are not doing enough things well.”


“I’m sorry Armetus.” Marci said softly dropping her head.


“Son vada carians… don’t be sorry child.” He spoke quickly and reaching out for her hand. “And do not take this as a criticism for it is not. I have been guilty of doing exactly what you are trying to do Marci. On more than one occasion. Our first business is Intelligence girl. Gathering it, analyzing it, acting on it. We stay out of politics and anything and anyone having to do with it unless we absolutely need too. Martin and Andro would not want you doing what you are doing in trying to protect Andro.”


“Nesa told you about our investigation into Ulana didn’t she?” Marci said. “I asked her not to say anything.”


Armetus shook his head. “Vengal came to see me yesterday. It is an admirable goal but one that Andro does not need you to undertake.” He said. “That is the Durcunusaan’s job and believe me; Vengal is no doubt doing exactly what you are doing. In fact he let it slip to me that our people and his have crossed paths twice now. That is why he and General Vistr formed the Durcunusaan and it’s how they have led them for twenty-six years. Don’t sell those war horses short child… they are a lot smarter than you think. If they need something you can give them, something they can not do… they will come to you and ask. There is no competition within our ranks Marci… not like Martin told me there was here on Earth so long ago. We all work toward one goal, the continued existence of our Union and the survival of the Leonidas family. That is what we do and that is what we need to stick to.”


“I’m stretching us too thin aren’t I?” Marci said.


“We’ve been hurt. It’s natural to try and do too much after you have been hurt. Ulana is a fool if she thinks she can match Sadi in any way. You know that. We know everything there is to know about Sadi and her past. I have told you all there is to know. That girl was a veritable fountain of information back then, once she realized that she had been used and we would help her. That she wasn't alone. We gave her the spark that turned her life around. Let Ulana dig for her information and make false assumptions. Let her make a fool of herself Marci. You know how the people, in Sparta especially, how they feel about Sadi.”

Marci nodded. “They consider her the second coming of Gorgo.” She said.

Armetus nodded his head. “Eventually Ulana will go too far and if it gets her killed… and considering Sadi’s unique temperament, that is a possibility if she pushes too far… it’s her ass.” Armetus said with a smile. “Now, as Martin has a habit of saying, let us circle our wagons and do what we do best people. Intelligence is what we do best. That is what we need to stick too. You have our people get out there and find out who, what, where, when and why and then you put it all into order and let Andro go kill it! And believe me… that boy is just like his father as much as he hates the comparison. They are the most efficient killing machines that I have seen in all my many millennia of life. And we… you and I… and those who work for us… we are the best at what we do. Hell… we’re better than the Venorik Elghinn, and they used to be the best way back when.”


“What do I do?” Marci said.


“You tell me. You are in charge until Anuk says otherwise. I’m just an observer right now.” Armetus told her. He watched her rise to her feet and move across the office deep in thought. There was a reason he had chosen her to be his second in command and that reason was reemerging right in front of his eyes.


Marci turned back to face him her eyes bright now. “Reallocate our remaining assets to concentrate on the Kavalians.” Marci said. “Start training new Drow to replace those that we lost. I’ve already got a list of volunteers longer than my arm. I’ll contact this Pian and see if we can’t work out some sort of underground for the Kavalian rebels there. Resumar is going to get those Kavalian females out of their military command compound and we can use whatever they might know.”


Armetus nodded. “Let’s talk to all of them. Get with Resumar and get them back here. Make that a priority. Make friends… make promises and then find out what they know. Tell our people in The Wilds to push as hard as they can… if they have to remove some limbs in the process the King and Andro aren’t going to care.”


“I’ll send a liaison to Ben at Dreamland… see if he and his people have any new toys that will help us.” Marci spoke excitedly.


Armetus nodded once more. “Now that’s my girl.” He stated with a grin. “Technology is a upaee… especially when we have it and they don’t. Start putting dossiers together on all the Kavalian leaders we know about. If Pian can help us… get it. I’ve seen both Tarifa’s report and Resumar’s own recommendations. This Kavalian is our best shot at really stoking a rebellion within Kavalian space. He’s charismatic, a powerful leader and a tactical wizard. He has pulled his entire Pride out of the violence of their past and is dragging them into the future. Let’s talk with him and find out how these furry cat bastards fight and who will push harder than the rest. Let’s get him things he can use. Resumar says he is a friend to us. Let’s treat him like that then. Intelligence… equipment. Let’s do what we do best.”


Marci met his eyes. “The Zero Squads Armetus? Do we activate them?” She asked him. “The Kavalians tried to kill Martin… and they almost succeeded. And they have tried to kill Andro twice since. Though one of those attempts was through intermediaries. That’s about as dire as it gets, and Martin said don’t use them unless things were dire.”


Armetus looked at her and was silent for a moment. “Has Andro said anything to you about them?”


Marci shook her head quickly. “Not in regards to them no. But you know as well as I do, with the exception of Athani and this fellow Pian, no Kavalian is at the top of his friend’s party invitation list.”


Armetus nodded. “True.” He said for a long thoughtful moment. “Activate them and turn them loose.” Armetus ordered without hesitation. “It’s time we took the gloves off in every aspect. Androcles is going to give them a very large wake up call in about thirty hours and there’s no reason why we can’t do the same. The more confusion and destruction we sow in the first few hours, the more time we buy to ramp up our own production and training for war. The Kavalians will still have us outnumbered heavily even if Andro’s plan succeeds. The more time we can buy the better.”


Marci nodded. “I’ll send the order.”


“Good.” He told her. “Now… before we get into the really good stuff… why don’t you tell me what we know about these Eridiani fuckers? I don’t like that they have stuck their nose where it doesn’t belong and I have some ideas on how to hand it back to them in chunks for their misdeeds.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
INQUISITOR 

HIGH COVEN SECURE SPACE 

5.3 LYs FROM UZU OZEIB 7

Pa'cour finished securing the last crate in the small hold of the G9 and tapped the control panel sealing the hold tightly. By his calculations they had enough supplies to last at least six months initially. After that they would need to turn to what he would ask Cha'talla for. Pa'cour did not have any doubts Cha'talla would honor their people’s code, his older brother was just too honorable not too. He hadn’t seen him in more years than he could remember, but he did remember the surge of anger and hate at Veldruk when he heard that he had thought he killed Cha'talla. Pa'cour knew there could be no forgiveness from T'lolt for his actions on Enurrua, no matter that he tried to stop it after he had given the order. No… Yuri was not going to dwell in the past and neither would he. They would move into the future together, perhaps have children one day. He knew that was possible because Cha'talla’s wife was a pureblood vampire and she had bore him four sons. Perhaps one day Yuri would give him a child, perhaps more than one. He would not pressure her; he would be content to live out the remainder of his years just with her beside him. What she made him feel was something he never thought he could feel again, not after the death of his first bride so long ago.


Pa'cour prided himself on always being prepared and alert. Thousands of years working with or beside vampires had given him an almost unnatural sense of when they were near and wrapped in the shadows. That sense was screaming now. His rifle was too far to reach so he casually reached up like he was going to scratch the back of his head. He began spinning around instantly, his fingers closing around the pommel of his Immortal sword and as he completed that turn, the blade of the sword was whipping around intending to decapitate whoever was sneaking up on him.


“Pa'cour no!” The male voice hissed as the shadows began to unravel in front of him. 


Only Pa'cour’s immense strength and battlefield reflexes stopped that sword in its tracks. His dark eyes watched as Nalavi materialized in front of him, the edge of that sword only two inches from his neck, his eyes as wide as saucers. He clutched two bags in his arms and stood there unmoving.


“Nalavi!” Pa'cour gasped instantly pulling his sword back and watching the doctor breath a huge sigh of relief. “Nalavi what are you doing here?”


Nalavi reached up involuntarily with his hand and rubbed his neck where the blade of the sword would have removed his head. “Forgive me… I didn’t think to…” He looked at Pa'cour. “I forgot that many of your people have developed an uncanny sense as to where we are when wrapped in the shadows.”


“Nalavi what are you doing here?” Pa'cour asked again as he turned back to the exterior of the G9.


“I’m coming with you.” Nalavi said. “Yuri insisted… and based on what is going to happen… it’s the wisest move I can make.”


Pa'cour looked at him. “We are running Nalavi.” He said. “We will be traitors and enemies. Are you sure that is what you want?”


“The alternative is far worse. I have no desire to be left to Moran’s twisted actions, more so now that Dante is infected with Xaxon.” Nalavi said.  




 Pa'cour looked at him keenly. “You… you know of that?” He asked.


Nalavi nodded. “Yes.”


Pa'cour motioned with his head into the G9. “Stow your bags in the starboard cargo bin quickly. Yuri will be here soon and we need to leave.”


Nalavi began to move forward but stopped. “For someone in your position you are quite trusting Pa'cour.” He said. “You know what Moran would do if he discovered you were sleeping with Yuri.”


Pa'cour met his eyes. “I trust Yuri.” He answered. “If she sent you here and didn’t kill you then that is good enough for me.”


Nalavi thought about that for a second and nodded. “A very good point.” He said with a grin. “I’ll stow my gear.” He said tossing his bags up into the G9 and beginning to climb the short stairs.


“I would hold off on that action for a time.” The voice spoke.


Pa'cour spun around just as quickly his sword coming up as half a dozen vampires troops unwrapped the shadows from around them, their weapons out and trained on Pa'cour. Moran followed suit a second later. Pa'cour caught the movement out of the corner of his eye and shifted his weight instantly, his sword slashing downward. The blade bit into flesh and there was a muted cry of pain that was cut off as the head of the vampire soldier hit the deck with a thud and rolled away, his body following a second later. Pa'cour snapped out with a wicked back hand slash that sent his sword cleanly through the rifle of the next trooper who unwrapped the shadows from around him. He stepped forward quickly and snatched the surprised vampire by the front of his uniform fatigues with his left hand while plunging his sword forward with his right. The blade buried itself into his guts and blood exploded from between the man’s lips as Pa'cour then flung him away with a heave of his Immortal strength.


“Vith!” Moran screamed. “Take him down damn it!”


Pa'cour spun at his words seeing five more troops appear to his side. He swept his sword wildly forward in a two handed grip and chopped the legs from the closest vampire out from under him like a hot knife through butter. As the wailing man fell to the deck the other four vampires pounced upon him. A sharp and painful chop to his wrist and his sword skittered from his grip. With an enraged roar Pa'cour lifted one vampire fully off the deck and sent him smashing back down in to the deck. His head was crushed instantly from the force of the blow, the sounds of his skull fracturing almost deafening. As Pa'cour began to turn he was hit with three savage blows. Driven with vampire strength the three remaining vampires began to beat him down with the small clubs they carried. Each strike was devastating even to him, his head ringing from the repeated blows, the skin on his face splitting open in two spots and spraying blood everywhere.


As Pa'cour was beat to his knees he glanced up and saw two others with their weapons leveled at Nalavi, the barrels of their weapons jammed into his chest. White light began to explode behind his eyes from the repeated blows now, and his only thoughts were of Yuri. He would never be with her again. He would never smell her delicious blood or feel her smooth skin beneath his fingertips. He would never again hear her whispering softly her professions of love in his ear or feel her body wrapped around his.


“Did you actually think you could get away with this?” Moran snarled at him. “Are you really that foolish? Thank you Nalavi.”


Nalavi glared at him. “I did not bring you here!” He screamed.


Moran chuckled. “I was coming to see you when I saw Yuri leave the medical bay. That didn’t strike me as strange, but when you came darting out not two minutes later carrying your bags and moving like the hounds of hell were after you, I knew something was up.” He walked slowly up to a beaten down Pa'cour until he stood over him. “Did you actually think you could take my wife from me? You are a monster! A fucking monster!”


Moran lashed out with a vicious right cross that impacted Pa'cour’s jaw with unerring precision. His head rocked back violently, and he was slammed to the deck by the force of the blow. “You know what the punishment is for consorting with a pureblood!” Moran screamed. “I’ll peel your skin off your pathetic body personally for touching my wife!”


“I LOVE HER!” Pa'cour bellowed as he heaved himself from the floor.


Moran stepped back as the three vampires troops began to smash their clubs down on him again and again, blood splattering the deck and surrounding area. One blow smashed across his cheek and sent him nearly into unconsciousness. His body spun around and fell back to the deck and he was still.


“Stop it Robert!” Nalavi shouted.


“You shut the fuck up! I’ll deal with your traitorous ass later!” Moran screamed as he moved back forward and savagely kicked Pa'cour in the side twice. “I should have killed all your kind! I should have killed all of them instead of letting them go! Fuck my wife will you! My Yuri!”


“I am not your Yuri!” The female voice shouted echoing in the small landing bay. “And if you strike him one more time Robert Moran, I will carve your eyeballs from your skull and crush them under my boots!”


Moran whirled around then his eyes going wide when he saw Yuri standing just behind the six members of his personal guard. They too had spun around at her words and were now wavering as their weapons dropped from the ready position. “Yuri!” Moran gasped. “Yuri what are you doing?”


Yuri felt a swell of power and confidence within her as she stood there staring at the last living source of her betrayal and sadistic torture these last years. She stood there with a clear mind and renewed strength at what she had found. She was not about to let this petty man take from her all she had discovered. 

It was a display unlike Moran or any of the others had seen before. Yuri’s body trembled as she breathed deeply, trembled in anger and hate. Anger and hate not at the Lycavorians or the Kavalians, but at the man who was hurting her Pa'cour. The man who was causing her future pain. They saw the soft flare of light blue light suddenly encase her entire body and then her hands filled with a dual pair of vicious looking blades that Moran recognized instantly. The blades had somehow been imbued with the blue color, forged in that very fashion. They were slightly curved to do maximum damage and each pommel had a curved razor sharp end. They had been a gift from Vonis three years after he had defected. Yuri had nearly thrown them away when she received them, thinking he was mocking her by sending them to her. Moran hadn’t seen them in decades, but now they filled her hands and they looked positively lethal.

Yuri held them up so that he could see them better. “Do you remember these Robert?” She asked. “The Tears of Heaven Vonis called them when he sent them to me. Forged in the blue fires of Paravin. Unbreakable. Eternally sharp. My gift of redemption he told me in the transmission.”

“You threw them away!” Moran barked.

“No… something stopped me from doing that.” Yuri said softly. She lifted her cobalt colored eyes and stared at him with pure hatred and anger. “Perhaps Vonis knew something then that no one else did. They will be the beginning of my redemption now! At least as much as I am able to have!” 

“Yuri what are you doing?” Moran screamed. 

“I’m protecting my future!” Yuri snarled. “I’m protecting the father of the child I carry in my womb! And you will not take him from me Robert Moran! No one will take him from me! Ever!”

Pa'cour’s head lifted from the floor as Yuri’s voice echoed in the bay, his dark eyes wide in stunned shock.

Moran took a step towards Yuri. “What?” He screamed. “You let… you let this animal have you? You let him spill his seed into you and make a child? Yuri… have you lost your mind? The law! The Coven law forbids…”

“Fuck the law!” Yuri screamed. “And fuck you! I should have drained you dry that first night! I should have turned you into a shriveled pile of genetically enhanced flesh! I plan to rectify that mistake right now!”

With that Yuri moved.

She moved far faster than anyone had ever seen her move. Driven by the knowledge of what she had found, what she could have more of in the future. Driven by the need to protect the man she loved more than her own life now and the child she now carried that he had given to her.

Yuri blurred directly at the six unsuspecting vampire troops. The fight was decidedly short and completely one sided. Yuri felt the power flow through her like never before. Such clarity and peace. Such focus and harmony. It was almost surreal to her. Her body was encased in the soft blue psychic power and it rushed through every millimeter of her veins and her limbs empowering her. The first blade attack opened the closest vampire’s throat to the stale air in the hanger bay. Blood erupted nearly a meter into the air as Yuri spun and blurred in motion. Both blades impaled another vampire in his chest and she slashed outward with both blades, carving his heart and lungs into confetti within his chest. She blurred once more, spinning around and her right boot leaving the deck and striking the third vampire with crushing force. The sound of his jaw popping and his neck snapping was like a weapons shot in the confined area and the force of the kick lifted him off the deck and sent him flying ten meters back. As she completed her spin, both of those blue blades snapped out and cleanly sliced through both sides of another vampire’s neck. His head lolled to the side, only small portions of skin and his spinal column holding it onto his shoulders as blood arcs began to fountain from his body.

Another blurring motion and Yuri was snapping the neck of vampire troop number five and moving before his body began to fall. The sixth and final vampire could only watch in horror as his Princess spun around and slashed both of her blades in front of her body. He didn’t feel the blades connect, didn’t feel them slice through the fabric of his shirt or the skin of his abdomen. He didn’t even feel it when his internal organs began to spill onto the deck beneath him. He didn’t feel any of these things for he was already dead and paralyzed with fear.

Moran turned at the inhuman howl from behind him and he watched Pa'cour erupting upward to his feet like some monstrous animal and snatching one of his three men in his hands by his booted feet. The bloody and beaten Pa'cour simply began to use that vampire troop as a battering ram. He whipped the man around in a display of rage and strength and Moran watched as his upper body collided violently with the other two men and sent them sprawling. He watched as Pa'cour spun that man around until his head impacted the underside of the G9 and splattered blood and bone matter on the hull of the ship with a sickening crunch. Pa'cour then dropped his body instantly and turned to grab another. As he heaved the shouting vampire off the deck, Yuri’s words filled his head and he completely lost it. Screaming his savage and feral battle cry, Pa'cour proceeded to dismember the vampire soldier one limb at a time. Using his incredible Immortal strength, a strength that was fueled by the protectiveness within him for his Yuri and the knowledge that his future truly was within his reach, Pa'cour began to tear the man limb from limb with ridiculous ease.

The two vampires holding their weapons on Nalavi turned to bring their weapons to bear on Pa'cour. Neither of them had the opportunity to even caress their triggers as Nalavi drew the small handgun from behind his back. Two head shots apiece and both of them fell dead. “Vithin fools!” Nalavi hissed. “Point a weapon at a doctor will you!”

The last vampire watched with terrified eyes as Pa'cour threw the pieces of his comrade to the deck. He did the only thing he could think of then. He turned and ran, blurring out of the hanger bay just as fast as his skills could carry him. Pa'cour whirled around, his once dark eyes now the cobalt blue of his vampiric nature and he bellowed a roar of righteous anger and began stomping directly at where Moran stood. 

Moran snatched his sidearm out and leveled it at Pa'cour. “C’mon you Immortal fuck!” He screamed. “I won’t be so easy!”

Moran didn’t see the long, slim leg rocket out of nowhere until it hit his arm and sent his weapon sailing through the air. He didn’t see Yuri as she blurred in front of him and buried one of her blades into his chest with a look of savage glee on her beautiful face. He felt the lancing pain and looked down as Yuri yanked the blade free and spat on him, the spittle striking his face as he slumped to his knees.

“Too easy!” She snarled at him.

“Yu… Yuri!” Moran gasped as blood began to soak the deck beneath him.

“Oh… you won’t die from that wound Robert.” Yuri rasped at him as she felt Pa'cour come up behind her. “You won’t die just yet. I won’t take that honor from the person who truly deserves it. I want you to live with the knowledge that I will be crying out Pa'cour’s name in our bed. I will be begging him to take me in every possible way he or I can think of! More than he has already had me! And trust me Robert Moran, his Immortal cock is far larger and more pleasing than yours ever was.” Yuri stuck the dig at his manhood in there. “And I want you to live with the knowledge that I will have this child! His child! And many more if that is what he wants! And I will try to make amends for all I have done! What you and my mother have forced me to do!”

“Yuri…”

“You think I don’t know what you have done?” Yuri screamed at him. “I should skin you alive for all you have done to me!”

“You’ll… you’ll never get off the ship!” Moran hissed.

Yuri laughed at him. She held up the control pad and tossed it onto his chest. “I’ll not only get off this ship Robert… I’ll stop you from trying to prevent what is about to happen. Our time is done now Robert Moran. You can remain and be swept aside with the others of the past… but I choose to live and go on.” Yuri walked up to him and kicked him savagely in the head, dropping him into blackness.

She turned as she saw Pa'cour stagger forward. “Pa'cour!” She gasped blurring to him and catching him just before he began to fall. She grunted under his weight but using her strength she got him stable and held him up. “Oh Pa'cour… oh look at what they did to you my love!” Yuri almost cried.

“Yuri… you… you are pregnant?” Pa'cour stammered as Nalavi rushed up and stabbed a needle of healing proteins into his arm.

Yuri nodded her head proudly, completely accepting of that fact and what it meant to her. “Nalavi told me only a few hours ago.” She said reaching up to take his face in her hands. “Our child Pa'cour. Our gift!”

Pa'cour pulled her to him and crushed his lips down on hers. Yuri groaned most happily and kissed him right back, ignoring the blood and death that surrounded them and the stains his blood left on her skin. His arms pulled her close to him, holding her with such strength, yet such gentleness. 

“Ahem!” Nalavi spat. “While this is all very pleasant… we really should be leaving don’t you think.” Nalavi hissed.

Yuri reluctantly pulled away and shifted her weight under Pa'cour even more. “We have two minutes before the charges I set disable the entire gravitational grid on the ship and shut down the sensors and hanger bay locks.” She said as Nalavi got under Pa'cour’s opposite arm and they began moving to the G9.

“That will… that will only stop them from coming after us for a few minutes Yuri!” Pa'cour said.

Yuri smiled up at him. A smile brighter than Nalavi had ever seen from her. “The engine core will eject at the same time my love. I attached three EMP missile warheads to the engine core shell. When they detonate they will disable every ship within a million kilometers of the INQUISITOR. Every ship but ours that is. They’ll need to retrieve the engine core, purge the residual EMP signature and then reinstall it before getting main power back. They won’t be able to scan or communicate with anyone until they do. Twelve hours tops. Plenty of time for us to escape and keep them from interfering with my sister as she takes back the High Coven from those who would drive it into oblivion.”

“You are helping her?” Nalavi gasped.

Yuri looked at the G9 as they reached it. “She is the only hope for the High Coven to survive now Nalavi.” Yuri said softly. “I’ve done a few other things but that is all I can do to help her now. It is time for Narice to step forward and do what she was meant to do.”

“What is that?” Nalavi asked.

“Lead our people into the future.” Yuri said. “She is the only one who can now. If they do not wish to move forward Nalavi… if they do not want to move forward, then Narice will be the vanguard for their destruction by the Union. She is a Leonidas now Nalavi… above all else. And the total destruction of the High Coven will bear the face of Androcles Leonidas and everything that he commands if Narice can not wrench leadership from those pitiless fools and save them.”

NEFOA
KAVALIAN BASE


Everything had been going so well Muton thought as weapons fire slammed into the solid steel blast wall he and the others huddled behind. Fifty meters was all that separated them from freedom and someone had to get sick and go to the medical bay and find the body of that fool Dinxi.
 He turned his head and saw For'mya holding Eirene and Fedor tightly to her while Miseo was putting out a copious amount of well placed rounds from his rifle. He turned his head in the other direction and saw the remaining Monitors on the ramp of the LEUGERS transport laying down a good deal of fire. It would not be long however before the Kavalian guards that were no doubt on their way here simply destroyed the transport. Muton was effectively out of ideas and his eyes fell to his son.


“Miseo!” Muton shouted above the din of weapons fire.


“They are too fortified!” Miseo barked back.


“Reinforcements will be here in moments Miseo!” Muton yelled.


It was the smallest of them that saved them. 

Fedor tugged on his mother’s arm and waited for her to look at him.


“Oh... Fedor... I’m sorry.” She gasped.


Fedor pointed upwards with his finger. “Shoot them mother.” He said.


“Fedor I can’t! Not without exposing you and your sister. You...” For'mya rasped at him.


“Not them mother...” Fedor declared. He pointed up again. “Shoot them!”


For'mya lifted her eyes and she took in the large moving crates above them. They were obviously working on some sort of automated conveyor, each crate attached to a single cable, with five meters between each crate. Her eyes grew wider as she realized what Fedor was talking about. Her left hand reached out and she pounded Miseo on the side.


“Miseo!” She screamed. “The crates! The crates above us! Shoot them!”


Miseo turned to look at her, catching the last part of her statement and seeing her point skyward. He looked up and he too saw the crates moving along as if nothing was happening beneath them. His eyes grew a bit wider as he followed them, realizing that the crates were passing right over the position of the Kavalian troops pinning them down. Well trained that he was; Miseo didn’t hesitate. He leaned back, lifted his rifle and held back the trigger.


In the space of four seconds he sent thirty-nine high velocity kinetic projectiles directly at the bolted joint holding the crate to the thick cable. His aim was true and that metal joint first splintered and then snapped completely under the weight of the fully loaded crate. That crate fell nearly fifty meters, its forward momentum intact, and smashed into the deck of the hanger bay three meters from the closest Kavalian position. The huge crate shattered into several large pieces which proceeded to careen at high velocity directly into the Kavalian position causing many of them to stand up and attempt to get out of the way. When they did, Muton and the others simply mowed them down. Miseo shifted his fire to another crate and once more cut loose with a concentrated burst of accurate fire. This time, the cable snapped instantly and the crate plummeted into the auxiliary fuel cells lining the wall of the hanger bay. One spark was all it took, and four Tri-Cobalt fuels cells designed for the fighters exploded. The hot wave of fire expanded outward quickly like a wave, causing Miseo to duck behind the blast wall with wide eyes. For'mya clutched Eirene and Fedor to her tightly as the wave of heat sizzled over the top of their position. 


“Kill them Miseo” Kapurr screamed. “Not us!”


Miseo lifted his head for a split second to see the damage he had wrought and his eyes grew large. Dozens of smoking bodies lay sprawled in grotesque caricatures of death, many of them still burning. The weapons fire that had been pinning them down was gone and now even For'mya looked up.


“Saoi sibfla!” For'mya muttered.


“Hah!” Miseo shouted. “Do I do good work or what?” He scrambled to his feet. “Go! Go!” He screamed reaching for For'mya’s hand. 


For'mya didn’t hesitate either and scrambled to her feet. “Get to the ship!” She barked out nearly dragging Fedor and Eirene. 


Miseo saw this and dropped his weapon, allowing it to dangle on the shoulder strap he wore. He darted after her and swept both Eirene and Fedor up in his much stronger arms. They didn’t hesitate an instant and quickly clung to his shoulders as For'mya gripped his arm and all of them made a mad dash to the LEUGERS Transport. The half dozen Monitors on the ramp were waving frantically as they rushed up, urging them inside.


“Go!” Muton screamed at For'mya as he came up beside Miseo and took Fedor from his arms. “I will secure the children! Go!”    


For'mya raced forward into the cockpit of the ship, quickly taking stock of what she had. The LEUGERS was the newest Kavalian transport, but still far behind a Union STRIKER AT or even a High Coven G9. She scrambled forward into the pilot’s seat, which was on the right in the LEUGERS, and began powering up engines and shields just from memory alone. As the systems began to come alive she looked out the view window and saw more Kavalian shock troops pouring from two different entrances into the hanger bay. For'mya’s hands flew across the controls and as they did, engineering panels behind her began lighting up, the engines beginning to rise in noise pitch as they powered quickly. Her head whipped around when Kapurr practically threw himself into the co-pilot’s seat.


“Shields!” For'mya screamed. “Get the shields up!”


Kapurr didn’t question her orders for even an eye blink and his hands began to fly across the two control consoles in front of him. There was a soft humming sound that snapped on all around them and then suddenly For'mya was watching with satisfaction as the shields on the ship flickered and extended. It happened just in time too for the Kavalians had uncorked two heavy weapons and now the heavy kinetic rounds were pounding the shields hard on the port side.


“Time to go!” Kapurr screamed. 


“Ramp! Is the ramp up?” For'mya yelled.


“Almost!” He snapped back. 


“A little faster would be nice!” For'mya quipped as her hands worked the controls.


“Kavalian ships don’t power as fast as Union vessels!” Kapurr barked at her. “Shit!” He pointed across in front of her and out the view window. “A missile crew! Shit!”


“Ah… nubou allon!” For'mya snarled. “Hold on everyone!”


For'mya slid her fingers up the engine dial, bringing the LEUGERS’s engines to full military power and she slashed her hand across the second control panel activating the ship’s thrusters and lifting it off the deck. The ship jerked around wildly for two or three seconds and then she spun it on its main axis, far faster than the LEUGERS was designed to move. She heard Eirene scream out in joy at the stomach tossing maneuver and then For'mya stabbed her finger down on the main drive output. 


“Cook this fuckers!” She snarled viciously as the LEUGERS’s main engines ignited right there in the hanger bay and sent a fifty meter tail of flame shooting across the hanger deck. A tail of flame which instantly incinerated the Kavalian missile crew and detonated their spare missiles as the LEUGERS leaped forward into the open sky of Nefoa. 


“Does this tub have defensive measures?” She barked at Kapurr.


Kapurr was already acting and his fingers were touching the control consoles in two different locations and the transport began to spew bright flares and microfiber chafe bails out the sides of the ship in copious amounts. “Spilling the entire load!”


The engines were rapidly spooling to full power and For'mya began punching in the coordinates for Enurrua before they had even cleared the cloudless sky and reached into the upper atmosphere. “Prepare for atmospheric jump!” She snapped. “Can you plot the variables?”


Kapurr nodded quickly. “Give me the coordinates!”


For'mya complied as Muton moved into the cockpit behind them and watched. “Adjust for the reversion coefficient point three two.” For'mya ordered. “The space around Enurrua is still cluttered with leftover debris and we don’t want to hit anything!”

“Point three two!” Kapurr barked. “Got it!” He glanced up and looked at her. “You are jumping us to within five hundred kilometers of the planet’s gravity well!”


“The closer the better!” For'mya snapped. “LSD drive spooling to max!”


Kapurr looked quickly at Muton. “You were not lying my friend!” He barked out.


Muton smiled. “I told you she was the best!”


The beeping from the panel behind them pulled Muton’s attention away from Kapurr and he quickly settled into the chair behind them. “Fighters!” He announced. “Closing fast!”


“Let them close!” For'mya shouted. “In six seconds we won’t be here!” She adjusted the controls in front of her once more and then looked at Kapurr. “Ready?”


“Do it!” He barked out.


“Engaging LSD drive!” For'mya yelled as her finger touched the engine panel.


Two squadrons of Jaguar Mark II fighters could only watch helplessly as the LEUGERS transport leaped from the space around Nefoa and was gone. None of the fighter pilots looked forward to returning to their burning base and taking responsibility for this major screw up.

PUSINTIN’S GREAT SOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PUMA’S PRIDE

2.4 LYS FROM TUPACIA PRIME


“…explain to me how this happen!” Pusintin roared at the holo image of the Duty Officer on Nefoa. “Where is Dinxi?”


“He is dead Marshall.” The man answered quickly. “A single knife thrust to his mid back that penetrated his heart. Rock Spider venom was then injected into his heart killing him in seconds.”


Pusintin rose to his feet. “A knife?” He asked. “Muton killed him?”


The Duty Officer shook his head. “No Marshall… it appears based on medical evidence gathered by our medics that he was killed by the elf female. The angle of the entry wound is upward, which would mean someone shorter than him. Muton and Dinxi were the same height.”


“Fuck!” Pusintin snarled in disbelief. “Muton is a fucking traitor? He betrayed me! He’s been my doctor for all of these years!”


“Security footage from the hanger bay clearly shows him helping in the escape with eleven other unknown Kavalians.” The Duty Officer spoke. “It also shows the elf female For'mya leading and protecting two children Marshall.”


Pusintin’s head snapped up. “Two?” He gasped.


The man nodded. “Yes sir. A male and a female.” He answered. “They looked to be about five or six years of age from the security footage.”


Pusintin’s eyes grew even wider. “A girl?” He stammered. “And they were that old?”


“We have several angles from the hanger bay that were not destroyed when she ignited the engines inside the facility and destroyed a missile team and their missile stores.” The man answered. “They clearly show the children.”


“Send them to me!” Pusintin snapped. “Now!”


“Of course Marshall.” He stated. “I have squadrons beginning to deploy in a standard search pattern sir. The LEUGERS is only a medium range transport and they will not have gotten far.”


Pusintin looked at him. “Are you stupid man?” He snapped. “For'mya would have ripped out the transponder on that ship the moment they made their LSD jump out of the system!” He shook his head. “Twins.” He hissed softly. “The bitch was carrying twins this whole time! And Muton was protecting her.”


“Do you wish to… do you still wish me to deploy the squadrons Marshall Pusintin?” The Duty Officer asked from Nefoa.


“Yes!” Pusintin snapped. “Standard sweep Captain.”


“If we find them sir?”


“Contact me immediately and do nothing!” Pusintin barked. “Is that clear? I want her alive Captain! I want the children alive!”


“Understood Marshall.” The Captain spoke just before Pusintin stabbed his hand down on the COM panel and ended the transmission. “Fucking incompetent asshole.” He snarled as he turned to his First Officer. “Popal?”


The dark haired Kavalian was in front of him instantly. “Marshall!” He snapped out as he stopped.


“Tune the lateral forward sensor array to detect an Borellum Acoustic Pulse.” Pusintin ordered. 


The man looked at him oddly. “Marshall… a Borellum Acoustic Pulse?” He asked. “The signal from a BAP is notoriously spotty sir. It’s why we don’t use them anymore. They are not used by anyone for communication anymore.”


Pusintin nodded. “And it’s why I put a BAP tracker in For'mya’s middle toe.” He said with a grin. “No one uses them as communications tools… so when we detect it… it will be her.”


“We won’t discover anything until they discontinue LSD operations sir.” Popal said. “The signal is blocked by light speed travel.”


Pusintin nodded. “But the LEUGERS doesn’t have the range of other transports they could have picked which means they are going somewhere reasonably close to Nefoa.” He said. “When they stop we’ll find her.”


Popal nodded. “I’ll align the forward array myself sir.” He stated.


“Hold position here.” Pusintin ordered. “I can almost guarantee they will remain within The Wilds as they move closer to the Union border. You can bet that is where they are going. I need to report this to Keleru but don’t hesitate to interrupt me if we detect her ship. They’ll be making their way to the border anyway they can.”


“Of course Marshall.” Popal spoke.


Pusintin turned on his heels and began walking off the bridge of his ship. “Twins.” He said softly. “Sonofabitch.”

CALIBER

KELERU’S HOME 


“… certain Pusintin?” Keleru asked.


“I reviewed the security footage myself Keleru.” He answered from within the secure transmission. “A boy and a girl. Both look to be about five to six years old.”


“Did we overestimate the dose of the serum for her elven body to make them grow so fast?” Keleru asked.


Pusintin nodded. “We adjusted for her Lycavorian healing system, but we may have overdone it.”


“This may complicate things. And it may help us.” Keleru spoke softly. “Having a twin will not allow us to completely control him. Especially a female twin. However, I they are growing as fast as you say, it will look far better if he is at the forefront of our ruse and you are in the shadows.”


“We may have to do what we normally would not do.” Pusintin said as he nodded. “Keep the female safe and use her as a tool against him, but what you say is correct. Can we delay the vote of the Union Senate until I have him?”


Keleru got up from his chair and moved around his desk. “It’s possible. They have asked for one delay already to insure all the Senators are physically present on Earth. How long?”


Pusintin shrugged. “The LEUGERS doesn’t have great range Keleru, so they will need to go somewhere soon. Once they stop using their LSD drive I’ll be able to detect wherever she is within five sectors. A Borellum Acoustic Pulse device is like a trail I can follow. Once I have that I can be there within hours. A day… perhaps two.”


“Are we certain the Lycavorians are not part of this escape?” Keleru asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “Everyone who helped them was Kavalian.” Pusintin answered. “All of the security footage confirms that.”


“Who are they?” Keleru asked.


“Muton aside… the others appeared to be minor officers in different positions around the KFI. At least those that we got clear images of their faces. Nothing out of the ordinary really.” He answered. “Except that none of those we identified have family that we can locate. Which is odd, considering how old some of them looked.”


“Interesting.” Keleru said softly. “Exactly like them.”


“What’s that?” Pusintin asked.


“Before you were welcomed among us as a Kavalian Pusintin there was a time when a group of Kavalians was preaching ridiculous notions of peaceful intent.” Keleru said. “They were a religious order of some sort. Once I grew tired of their ranting I had them destroyed. Or at least I thought I did. Finding family members of the leaders was especially hard. We did manage to execute several thousand finally but the rest…” Keleru shook his head. “There have been rumors through the years that they were still active, but I had no real proof.”


“You think this is the same group?” Pusintin asked. “Muton has been my doctor for going on four centuries Keleru. How could this have escaped our notice?”


“Perhaps they learned from their mistakes.” Keleru said. “I will need to institute a purge of our people it seems. If there are more of these fools they could cause problems we don’t need.”


“I’ll get you a couple prisoners if that will help.” Pusintin said.


“Yes indeed. Do that.” Keleru said. “Once you have the children kill For'mya. We do not need the problems she will cause.”


“I can control her with my aura Keleru.” Pusintin said. “Our mistake was sending her to Nefoa to have the children. I should have kept her with me. She won’t be able to resist me, no matter how much she wants.”


Keleru looked at him in the transmission. “And you are sure about this?”


Pusintin nodded. “I’ve done my homework.” He stated. “I’ve read all of the information that Laustinos gave to me about how it was in the old times on Lycavore. My brother turned her yes, but in doing so it made her wolf blood that much more powerful. Now that he is dead and I have claimed her, that blood will follow it’s instincts. It’s why she reacted as she did when I was fucking her silly. She can’t help it.”


Keleru nodded after a moment. “Very well. If you can manage her it will give us some measure of control over the Elven people I believe. I will contact Matuarr and have him request two days delay.”


“Will they go for it?” Pusintin asked.


Keleru nodded. “I don’t see why not. According to Matuarr, their debate has been lively and no clear consensus has been made. He has attended and viewed their forum from a sealed room. He has also spoken to several of the Union Senators outside their hall. Many of their more liberal Senators are voicing a large disapproval of the way your brother ruled. That could work heavily to our advantage.”


“So my nephew kept his word?” Pusintin asked.


Keleru nodded. “He is politically inept.” Keleru spoke. “He is so intent on proving that the Lycavorian people adhere to their own laws that he is crippling himself by his very actions in allowing this debate.”


“This just may work Keleru.” Pusintin said.


Keleru nodded. “You are right… but we still have our secondary plans in place. They finished arriving four days ago just as you planned. I must say I was confused by your actions in taking out the Drow, but now I see the whole picture. A brilliant move really, and they are so worried about you and your claim that they have not moved to replace their assets.”


Pusintin nodded. “I’ll contact you as soon as I have them.”


Keleru nodded. “Very well. Good luck my friend.” He touched the COM panel and the fuzzy image vanished. 


Keleru turned to his nephew and senior aide. “Kattu… begin a systematic search for any events out of the ordinary that have occurred in the last six months and may have somehow slipped our notice in intelligence reports. Pull as many people as you need too and get it done.”


Kattu nodded. “It would be easier if I had access to the main computers within the compound Uncle. And the females there to help with the search.”


Keleru nodded. “Whatever you need.” He said. “Execute the females when you are finished with your search. We can always get new ones and I do not want to expose them to such sensitive information and let them live afterwards.”


Kattu nodded. “As you order.” He said. “And Marshall Pusintin?”


Keleru looked at him. “You don’t like him do you Kattu?”


“Forgive me Uncle.”


Keleru shook his head. “Do not apologize boy.” He hissed. “I understand your distrust but you must remember Pusintin is Kavalian in his heart. He has proved this time and again.”


“But do you trust him Uncle?” Kattu asked.


Keleru nodded his head. “He is brash and reckless. Arrogant and implacable at times, but he is loyal to us. Yes… I trust him Kattu. I trust his motives and his ultimate goals. It is his actions that I sometimes call into question. But I do that with everyone.”


Kattu bowed his head. “I will begin my search immediately.”

KRANEK

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT


Esther looked around the inside of her medical clinic and couldn’t help but feel a swell of immense pride. Ja’narie was helping the three Hadarian medics to inject the ten Immortals that were within the main clinic. Another two Hadarians and four elven medics were doing the same thing at the recently opened second clinic on the far side of the settlement. They were being careful and safe as they continued to inoculate the Immortals that had begun arriving in droves. Only several hundred were allowed down to Kranek at one time to receive the serum and to view what they could have in the future. Many of them Esther discovered, revered Cha'talla in a way he would not have predicted, and his words carried more weight than even she realized. His legend had grown since he had left the Coven, the whispers of his death never really taking hold among the younger generations of Immortals. His actions had kept the rumors that he lived alive and circulating for years. Now everyone knew it to be true. Those Akruxians who came down to Kranek saw a very different world than they were used to. 

There had been only two confrontations between the newly arriving Immortals and those members of Cha'talla’s tribe and their Lycavorian allies and brothers. One of the newly arriving   Immortals had made the mistake of attempting to assault an elven female he saw walking the streets of the settlement. She was one of the elven engineers that had come to Kranek without hesitation. Esther knew that the commander of that engineering detachment and Cha'talla had grown quite close over the weeks and months since she had arrived and they trusted each other implicitly. That commander had waited for the justice she knew would come if Cha'talla had been here, and she did not have to wait long. The Immortal had been caught before he was able to complete his vile action, and the trial was amazingly short. The senior members of the Kranek settlement were unanimous in their verdict. That Immortal had been put up against a wall and executed as an example. This had caused much unrest among those arriving, until only three short days later when an older Lycavorian drunk on Spartan wine had shot and killed an Immortal who was only searching for a medical tech to help him. The Lycavorian had been excessively brutal in his execution style killing and within hours this same man had been put up against the same wall as the Immortal only days before and then he was executed by the Senior Union officer for murder.

These two incidents had shown the newly arriving Immortals that they would tolerate none of these actions by anyone. Yes... it was going against everything they had been taught, and trained and brought up to believe, but they only had to look at the settlement on Kranek to see that it was working.

Esther knew they had also found perhaps two dozen Immortals that had come here for only one reason. Half of them were nothing more than Immortal mercenaries who had come to Kranek to steal whatever they could. The other half had come in search of intelligence that they could bring back to the High Coven. Both groups of these men were now buried in a deep hole somewhere in the mountains, and put there by Esther and several others themselves. Her position among Cha'talla’s tribe as their Matriarch had elevated Esther to nearly cult status herself. Being a pureblood vampire and enduring the births of four Immortal sons was no small feat in the eyes of many Akruxians, especially after one saw how petite she truly was. This had earned her respect and rank immediately and Esther was using it well.

Esther turned to begin the process of mixing another batch of serum when she saw the stern faced Akruxian from the Command Center walk in, look around and then settle his eyes on her. He started across the large clinic immediately and Esther lowered the data pad she had in her hand as he came up.

“Im’wor?” She asked as he stopped in front of her. “What is wrong?”

The Akruxian, one of the first to undergo the treatments, bowed his head to her. His dark brown hair was beginning to grow rapidly and his Blessed Wife had to now tie it in a long pony tail for her refused to cut it. “Matriarch... there is something you should see in the CIC.” He spoke in a low voice. “Lieutenant Lersamo sent me to retrieve you.”

Esther cocked her head slightly. Lersamo was the Lycavorian communications officer now assigned most happily to Kranek with his elven wife and three children. He had been among the first Lycavorians that had asked for and were granted the right to live and work here. He and his wife were among those who loved to be part of new and great things and to them this was the place to be for both.

“What is wrong?” Esther asked softly, moving closer to Im'wor.

“We copied a transmission.” Im'wor told her. “It came in only a few moments ago and he felt you should see it.”

“Why?” Esther asked.

“It is from Cha'talla’s brother Matriarch.” Im'wor said.

“T'lolt?” Esther gasped. “Why would he send...?”

Im'wor shook his head. “No Matriarch. Not T'lolt.”

“If not T'lolt then...” Esther’s eyes grew wide in disbelief. “A l'phraktos Im'wor! It was Pa'cour!”

Im'wor nodded his head slightly surprised that she knew the name. “You know of him then?” He asked.

Esther nodded. “Cha'talla told me many years ago.” She answered. “That is the name he chose to use after what happen between them. Cha'talla said he became Yuri’s Immortal Captain. Why... why would he contact us?”

“You should probably view the transmission Matriarch.” Im'wor spoke. “He is standing by as we speak.”

“Wait... he is waiting for me?” Esther gasped.

“He said he would only speak to you since Cha'talla was not here. He also said he had a good idea where Cha'talla was and what he was doing.” Im'wor said. “He said he would wait for me to retrieve you. He was... he was quite...”

“What?” Esther asked.

“He was very polite about it Matriarch.” Im'wor spoke.

Esther reached up and took his arm. “Take me to the CIC.” She said urgently.

“...am invoking the exile’s Right of Last Appeal.” Pa'cour spoke to Esther in the secure and clear holo transmission. 


His face looked bruised and Esther’s keen eyes could detect the rapidly healing cuts on his cheeks. He was broadcasting on a narrow beam transmitter and all she could see was him in the chair on board some sort of transport type ship.


“This is granted to...” Pa'cour continued but Esther held up her hand stopping him.


“I know what it is.” She spoke evenly seeing his dark eyes fill with surprise.


“You know what...” Pa'cour bowed his head ever so slightly. “Forgive me... I should have known my brother’s Blessed Wife would learn these things through the years. You know what I am guilty of then?”


“I know that Cha'talla reached out to you in the hopes you would join us.” Esther said. “He does not care about the past.”


“And what of T'lolt?” Pa'cour asked. “Surely my brother does not forgive me for what I did? No one could do that.”


“T'lolt is different now.” Esther said. “Cha'talla is different. So much has happened that has changed things Pa'cour. Come here… speak with them when they return. You will be safe here.”


Pa'cour was silent for a moment but then shook his head. “I might be safe yes… but not the others I travel with.” He said. 


Esther’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”


“It does not matter now. I can not return no matter… no matter how much I wish to.” Pa'cour said. “I ask only that I be granted my Right of Last Appeal.”


Esther didn’t hesitate. “It will be done.” She told him. “What do you need and I will see to it that it is taken care of.”


“Just like that?” Pa'cour asked.


“Do you think your brother would refuse you?” Esther asked. “He would not. Neither of them would refuse you Pa'cour, regardless of what you may think and believe. Tell me what you need and I will take care of it in my Blessed Husband’s name.”


“Six months worth of supplies. Enough for three people. Hadarian Medical equipment to include the serum that you are using to return our people to their natural appearance. Clothes… preferably civilian in nature. Weapons that can be easily concealed and are of high quality. Preferably two or three elven forged Immortal blades crafted by the Union’s Weapon Master Nehtes. And if possible Union P190A3s. And whatever credits you can spare in whatever denomination or currency you have.” Pa'cour said. 


“The serum, clothes, rations and credits I can give you. As much as you can carry with you.” Esther answered instantly. “The Union weapons and Hadarian Medical equipment is another story however.”


“You are allies with them now are you not?” Pa'cour asked. 


“That does not mean I will test that friendship by giving away weapons and equipment that is tightly controlled.” Esther replied gently. “Especially the Hadarian Medical equipment.”

“I have no desire to use these things against the Union Esther. I am not that large a fool.” Pa'cour said.

“We have it here on Kranek Pa'cour. Whatever you need you are welcome to use. Your brothers want you to return home.” She told him.


Pa'cour shook his head. “I must think of my future now.” He said. “Whatever weapons and medical equipment you can spare then.”


Esther nodded after a moment. “Done.” She answered.


Pa'cour met her eyes in the transmission. “Just like that?”


“You are Cha'talla’s brother.” Esther said. “I do not care what took place thousands of years ago and neither does he. Not any longer. We are forging a new path into the future and it has no place for old grudges or conflicts that happened before many of us were born. I know he would want you to return and be with your family. And so does T'lolt… no matter what you may think.”


“Your words ring true.” Pa'cour said with a nod. “But I cannot.”


“Where is Yuri?” Esther asked. “You were her Immortal Captain?”


“I do not know.” Pa'cour answered far too quickly.


“Do not mistake me for a fool Pa'cour.” Esther said keeping her voice neutral. “She isn’t dead. We know that much.”


Pa'cour met her eyes. “How do you know this?”


“That doesn’t matter.” Esther said. “You are still protecting her aren’t you?”


“She has left the High Coven behind.” Pa'cour stated quickly. “We escaped from Moran’s ship and are running. I know Princess Narice is within High Coven space and about to launch an attack to claim control of the government. Yuri felt her enter Coven space. And I am pretty sure that is where my brothers are. Helping her.” He watched Esther’s face remain almost impassive but he caught the split second of surprise before it vanished. “We disabled Moran’s ability to intercede against Narice… at least for the first few hours.”


“And Yuri is just going to allow this?” Esther asked calmly. “This seems to be very out of character for her and hard to believe. Especially after what she is responsible for.”


“The essence of the Pralor Xaxon no longer controls her.” Pa'cour snapped. “Androcles Leonidas killed her on Earth. She died on that foul planet and he left her body. I saved her! I saved her because I love her! She is not the same person anymore no matter what you and anyone else believes. I want the bounty and Kill Order on her lifted as well. You may do what you wish with Dante Moran, but I want these orders on Yuri rescinded.”


“You ask much Pa'cour.” Esther spoke. “I… I am not unwilling to believe this. I have spoken with Dysea Leonidas at length about this Pralor Xaxon and what he was capable of and responsible for. At least what she knew of him. I can not however speak for Andro or any of the Leonidas family. Not after what happen to Zarah. You know this.”


Pa'cour nodded his head. “And I do not condone what was done to the Leonidas child. I would demand blood as well. That is why I am willing to offer them something in return for her freedom and peace of mind. Something I believe they will want more than seeing Yuri dead. That is my price.”


“What exactly could you possibly offer to Androcles that will make him pull back the Kill Order he has put on Yuri?” Esther said. “I don’t think you truly know or understand how he views his siblings. Especially Zarah.”


“He will do this for I have the perfectly preserved bodies of King Resumar, his Queen Eliani and their elf concubine. Sadly… I do not know her name. I understand she killed five Immortals before falling beside the Lycavorian King and his Queen.” Pa'cour answered with a small amount of awe in his voice. He immediately saw Esther’s eyes widen considerably. “Yes Esther Suira, I was there that day. I was the one that the High Lord Veldruk ordered to first desecrate and then dispose of the bodies after that battle. If you are my brother’s Blessed Wife than you know Akruxians would never defile the bodies of our honored dead, enemy or not. I still hold to my honor in many things and I would not do this. They fought valiantly and they deserved far more than I was allowed to give them. Their bodies were reverently cleaned and dressed and then sealed in vacuum chambers so that the ravages of time did not destroy them. I have since collected the chambers from where I hid them and I have them on my ship now. I will return them to Androcles Leonidas in exchange for Yuri’s life and her freedom. That is what I offer.”


Esther moved closer to the holo transmission. “You… you speak the truth!” She gasped.


Pa'cour nodded. “They deserved to be returned to their people and all I ask is a future for Yuri in return.”


“Why?” Esther demanded then.


Pa'cour took a deep breath and looked at her. “Because I have taken her as my Blessed Wife and she carries my child. My future. Our future. I will give you twelve hours to decide. After that you will never see or hear from us again.”

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


Deia was quickly ushered into the main room of the family wing of Andro’s villa. She was sandwiched between the two burly Durcunusaan officers as she had been for the last thirty-seven minutes. They had pulled her out of a meeting with a dozen senators and were not at all polite about it. All they would tell her is that Andro needed her at Cranae Island immediately and he would not wait. Deia was about to tear into her nephew for his complete lack of manners and protocol when she saw who was with him and the look on their faces. Sitting on the large couches were Isabella and Anja with Dorian between them. Dorian now looked to be in his early teens and was turning out to be the image of his father, though his growth was slowing rapidly now. Eliani sat beside Carisia on the second couch with Jomann standing behind her his hand on her shoulder, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha next to them, Zarah and Lucia sat opposite Bella on the first couch. Normya was standing in front of the large bay window leaning against Tir'ut’s bulk with Carina and Moneus just to their right. Gorgo stood beside Riall near the double doors onto the patio.


Deia was still recovering and she grasped the arms of one Durcunusaan officer as he guided her closer to Andro. Sadi stood beside him, as he stared at one of the metope on the wall. It depicted a battle from ancient Greece that many believed King Leonidas himself took part in. Andro had found it on a building within Gytheio and had it moved to his home. 


“Andro?” Deia whispered. “Mandri… what is wrong? What’s going on here?” She asked with dread in her heart as the Durcunusaan officer released her arm and he drifted back several paces.


Andro looked at her. “I need… I need your guidance Tenna.” He said softly.


Deia nodded. “Always… you know this.” She answered. “What… what is going on Mandri? Why do all of you look so… so shocked? Your father is… he…”


“He is fine.” Andro said turning to face her. “This has nothing to do with father.” He held out the data pad. “You should probably read this.”


Deia took it without question. “What is it?”


“A message from Esther… Cha'talla’s wife on Kranek.” Andro replied. “She just recently finished a conversation with Cha'talla’s brother. Yuri’s Immortal Captain. His name is Pa'cour. The one who shot me while Yuri and I were fighting. The one who brought her back to life.”


Deia looked at him. “Back to life?” She gasped. “What do you mean?”


“Read Tenna.” Andro said. He turned to Sadi as Deia began to read and kissed her softly. He motioned with his head for her to sit down and she nodded. Sadi moved to the couch and settled between Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. He turned back when he heard Deia whimper softly and then gasp.


“Son vada carians Androcles!” She exclaimed reaching for Andro’s arm. Andro caught her easily and guided her to the open chair and helped her to settle into it as she continued to read and her eyes filled with tears. She looked up at him finally. “Please… please tell me this is no joke.”


Andro shook his head. “This is not something I would ever joke about Tenna. You know that.”


“How?” Deia gasped.


“I was going to ask you that question.” Andro said. “You… you were there that day. You and grandfather Riall.”


“Andro I was just a Captain then.” Riall spoke. 


“You were there!” Andro insisted.


“I was fighting with a regiment of our people and elves on the outside of the compound.” Riall spoke. “When we… when we heard that Resumar had fallen… when we heard that he had fallen our only thoughts were to extract and try to keep his dream alive.”


“I was… I was on the far side of the compound.” Deia spoke now. “I had just seen the last Hadarian transport offworld when they attacked.” She looked up at him. “I never made it back to them. The fighting was so intense… bodies everywhere. I tried to reach them but… she told me to escape.”


“Grandmother?” Andro asked softly.


Deia nodded as she wiped tears from her eyes. “She told me to escape and save as many as I could.”


“So the bodies were never recovered?” Andro asked.


Deia shook her head. “No one saw them after the attack began. They drew the majority of the Coven assassins to the upper floors so that we could evacuate the remaining children. He, Eliani and Na’rien were the primary targets. The Coven were ignoring anything not in their way of getting to them.”


“Na’rien… this was… this was her name?” Ne'Veha asked softly leaning forward. 


Deia nodded. “For'mya bears a strong resemblance to her… because of her bloodlines. She carries the blood of Na'rien’s brother in her veins… as do you Ne'Veha.”

“Me!” Ne'Veha gasped.

Deia nodded. “You are related to her by virtue of your father’s blood. Not closely… but you are still related to her. If I am not mistaken… your grandmother’s grandmother was wife to Na'rien’s brother’s grandson. Your blood is one generation back from For'mya’s blood.”


Ne'Veha’s eyes grew a little wider. “I… I did not know this.” She gasped.


Deia shook her head. “I don’t think anyone does.” She said. “Based on how your father views Lycavorians I didn’t think it appropriate that he know this. Your grandmother does not even know. At least I don’t think so. It was all kept very secret… the bloodlines of the elven royalty... after the King was assassinated. There were so few of them left. After the promise we made to Janae’s father I was sworn to secrecy never to tell anyone.”


“Saradasaar?” Sadi asked. “Would you and your father not have these memories? Would they not be part of what was imprinted upon your grandfather Leonidas and then passed to your father and then you? His last moments?”


Andro turned and looked at her. “It’s possible KertaGai.” Andro said softly. “I have just never experienced them. I do not know if father has or not.”


“If he has…” Anja spoke up. “He has never mentioned them to us.”


Deia shook her head. “And he would not.” She said. “These are memories he would not share with anyone Anja. Not even his wives and mates who he loves more than his own life.” She looked at Andro. “Would this Pa'cour even do such a thing?”


Andro turned and looked at Tir'ut for a moment, Normya’s emerald eyes looking between them in puzzlement. “Yes.” Andro finally said.


“How can you be so sure?” Bella asked.


Tir'ut squeezed Normya’s hand. “It is not well known among Lycavorians.” He spoke moving forward. “It is not well known among Akruxians for that matter. When the body… when the body of King Leonidas was returned to the Spartan people… it was Immortals who delivered his remains to the Guardian of the Line Dymas and those with him.” Tir'ut spoke. “My father was the one who ordered his men see to the remains and insure they were treated as a warrior of renown. This was not Xerxes’s doing. They were enemies yes… but none of what Xerxes did made my father or those who fought the Spartans those days happy. He defiled the remains of a King who had fought valiantly and with honor. That was something the High Lord could not remove from our people. That sense of honor. It was… it was a point of contention then and it has remained so for as long as they have served the High Coven.”


“Andro... Androcles do you know what this could mean to our people?” Deia asked him. “If this is true... if... I never... I never had the chance to say goodbye Mandri.” She said softly.


“Do it fervon.” Zarah’s voice spoke now and Andro turned to look at her.


“Zarah... it isn’t that simple. I cannot...” Andro began.


“Yes you can.” Zarah spoke as she got to her feet and moved over in front of him. “I know what vow you have made to me Andro. But this... this has nothing to do with Dante. You will not be breaking that promise to me. And even if it did... this... these are our ancestors we are speaking of. Our grandparents. Our blood! We need to bring them home Andro. We need to bring them home and give them the honor they have earned and deserve. They are why we are all here fervon. Without them... none of us would exist. I am unchaining you fervon. Now… now you must do what you must.”


“If what this Immortal says is true Andro...” Lucia spoke now. “She has broken one of the most sacred laws of the High Coven. Laying with an Immortal is like sacrilege to many of the older vampires. That is not… that is not something my mother… that is not something she would have done before. If she is different now… if…”


“She is your mother Lucia.” Anja said gently. “You do not have to hide the feelings you have for her among us. You are part of our family now. She is your mother and no matter what happens that will never change.”


Lucia met her eyes and smiled. “I know. Yes... she is my mother. But she is not. I find myself torn between wanting her to pay for what she allowed Dante and Javier to do to my love Zarah and yet also wanting and hoping that perhaps it was not her at all. That it was the essence of Xaxon that made her do these things… just as this Pa'cour says. Does that make sense?”


“Far more than you realize child.” Bella told her warmly. “Far more than you realize.”


“The Kavalians have granted an additional two days time for the Senate to debate.” Deia said quickly. “I discovered that just before the Durcunusaan came and collected me. They are no doubt using the time for other things and think the debate will be even more lively than it has been. I watched that Kavalian dog Matuarr and he actually thinks he is going to win.”


Andro looked at her. “They will be using that two days to search for mother.” He said with a snort. “Let them search for her. In nine hours she will be back among us and in father’s arms. As will our new brother and sister.” 


“Then she made it off Nefoa?” Deia asked.


Andro nodded. “Yes. If all goes according to plan father should already be on Enurrua and mother should arrive very shortly. That is… if Eirene and Fedor were correct in their interpretation of the plan this Muton person had.”


“We have the time Andro.” Deia said. “We...”


Andro held up his hand calling for silence as he squeezed Zarah’s hand and leaned close to her cheek, rubbing her cheek with his in brotherly fashion. Zarah smiled and nodded her head at him. “We must do this.” She said softly into his ear so that only he could hear her words. “I need for you to do this.” 


Andro stood back up and nodded to her, his azure eyes filled with love for her inner strength. He lifted his head up before speaking then. “Esther Suira have you been listening?”


“I’m here Androcles.” Esther’s voice came over the internal COM of the main room.


Andro moved to the credenza and touched the small control panel. The Holodisc in the floor of the room came alive with her image and he turned to face her. “Esther... contact him and tell him he will have what he wants. I’ll give him everything he wants but Yuri needs to be at the meeting.”


“Andro... you do realize that he may be lying to us.” Esther said.


“He is not lying mother.” Tir'ut spoke now.


Andro shook his head. “Tir'ut is right... he’s not lying.”


“Then why do you insist that Yuri be there?” Esther asked. “And why does he insist the exchange be done along the border where he has said?”


“Because if he is trying to trick us and the bodies are not who he says they are, I intend to kill them both right there.” Andro spoke coldly. “For his part… the location of the border he has designated gives him several options to go once the exchange is made. It also gives me some idea of just where they came from.”


Esther nodded her head. “I’ll let him know. How long?”


“Tenna and I will leave for the rendezvous within the hour.” He replied. “His G9 will be taken onboard the SCIMITAR when we reach the border and we’ll conduct the exchange in the landing bay. With the SCIMITAR’s engines it should only take us four hours to reach the border in the location he specified. If that is not acceptable to him then that will be proof he is lying and he can go straight to hell.”


Esther bowed her head slightly. “I’ll make it happen.” She stated. “I’ll meet you at the coordinates with everything we can spare.”


Andro shook his head. “No Esther. You can meet us if you choose, but this will come from me. From us. I will not ask you to tax your stores with all of the Akruxians arriving as they are.”


“Very well. I’ll see you in nine hours.” Esther said.


Andro turned to look at everyone in the room when the transmission faded to nothing. He looked at Anja. “Mother if you...”


“Eli and I will prepare genetic test kits.” Anja answered him before he even finished his statement. “We’ll conduct the tests.”


“We tell no one outside this room until we know for sure.” Andro told them. He looked at Isabella. “I would like to take Dorian mother.”


“Yeah!” Dorian quipped happily and the others chuckled at his enthusiasm.  


Bella nodded. “We will all go.” She stated confidently. “And you will continue your studies young man!” She spoke sternly to Dorian.


Dorian hung his head in mock disappointment. Physically he was the image of a fifteen year old boy, but mentally he was far older. He had been spending every waking hour with Ryner learning all he could and finishing the drills Andro and Elynth gave to them. He was close to six foot tall already and beginning to fill out with a lean muscular form. His growth had slowed considerably and he would slowly stop within two or three weeks in the body of a young man in his early twenties.


“Yes mother.” He spoke softly.


“We should remain here Andro.” Sadi spoke. “If all of us leave it will draw suspicion from the Netnews and whoever may be watching us.”


Andro nodded and turned to Deia. “Tenna... inform your staff you will be gone for a period of twenty-four hours and they should not try to contact you. Tell them you are beginning to make arrangements to have father laid to rest. They will understand that. Grandfather Panos can handle anything that comes up. I’ll meet you all onboard the SCIMITAR in one hour.”

Background music Unforgiven; Metallica 
NODON ENGINEERING TYPE II ALPHA DRAGON TRANSPORT

ORBITING ENURRUA 


Wayonn stepped onto the upper deck of the Nodon Engineering TYPE II ALPHA Dragon Transport through the side hatch leading from the small set of dual quarters and immediately was assaulted with a noise unlike any he had heard before. His head quickly turned to gaze into the lower deck of the ship and he could very clearly see Martin and the other members of his team walking amongst themselves and the five dragons that occupied the lower deck, Arzoal among them. They were moving with a purpose, looks of concentration and determination on their faces with none of the humorous banter that they had before the previous mission. He spied Aricia and Dysea standing with Cirith near the railing looking down into the lower deck and he moved right over to them. Dysea was the one who looked up at him as he approached.


“Val’istar.” She said with a warm smile but having to speak a little louder than normal because of the music.


“What is that terrible noise?” Wayonn exclaimed.


Aricia lifted her head now with a smile. “Metallica.” She answered.


“Metalla... who?” Wayonn gasped.


“Daniel and the Master Chief are collectors of music from the early twenty first century.” Dysea explained. “This is music that they listened too prior to missions they went on so long ago. This song they only used for certain missions. It suits them don’t you think?”


“This is music?” Wayonn questioned.

“New blood joins this earth, and quickly he's subdued. Through constant pained disgrace 
the young boy learns their rules. With time the child draws in, this whipping boy done wrong. 
Deprived of all his thoughts, the young man struggles on and on. He's known a vow unto his own, that never from this day his will they’ll take away.” Aricia spoke the words in an almost reverent tone. “What I’ve felt, what I've known, never shined through in what I've shown? Never be, never see, won't see what might have been. What I've felt, what I've known, never shined through in what I've shown? Never free, never me. So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN.”

Wayonn looked at her. “What do the words mean?” He asked.

Aricia shrugged. “I have no idea. I think... I think the only ones who understand are down there.” She motioned into the lower deck area. “You must admit... it is rather inspiring music and the tone is so deep and moving.”

Wayonn looked at her. “If you don’t mind that your brain is about to explode.” He stated.

Dysea laughed and took his arm. “Come... we’ll go into the cockpit Val'istar. It will be quiet in there.”

Dysea leaned over and quickly kissed Cirith before she led Wayonn away. Cirith then stepped closer to Aricia, pressing against her from behind and lowering her chin to her slim shoulder. Aricia leaned into her movement and their heads touched as they watched them move below.

The cockpit on the TYPE II Alpha was far removed from that on the original class of Type II DTs. It was nearly twice as big, with one entire engineering station to monitor its new engines and power consumption. The TYPE II Alpha was now equipped with two powerful Shroud generators and a power core that was built from the design schematics developed by Zaala Randall and based on Pralor technology. Unlike her predecessor, the TYPE II Alpha was now equipped with a Class Nine Hyper Matter Fusion Reactor, the newest and most powerful engine of its class and only one step down from the engine designs of the ARIZONA-Class itself. They had been built for the purpose of keeping up with the new Arizona Assault Wings which would feature the TYPE II Alpha Dragon transports as well as the larger TYPE I Alpha Dragon Transports. The engineering station was empty right now as no engineer had been assigned because of the newness of the ship. Endith and Tina were sitting in the pilot and co-pilot’s seats respectively however, and Endith appeared as if she had a wondrous new toy, though she was very businesslike knowing they were heading into a possible combat situation. 

The large cockpit view window was at the moment filled with the dull white clouds and upper atmosphere of Enurrua as Endith and Tina guided the ship smoothly down into the planet’s lower atmosphere. Tina was the one who looked up and saw them as she adjusted a knob on the control console between her and Endith.

“How soon Endy?” Dysea asked.

Endith turned her head, she bright red hair cut short. There were very few who called her by her nickname and Dysea was among that small group. “Seventeen minutes until release.” She answered instantly.

“Winds are nominal.” Tina chimed in. “Seven knots out of the east over the target site.”

“Ground Penetrating Radar scans of the target site?” Dysea asked.


Endith nodded. “There’s definitely something there Dysea, regardless of what Arzoal believes.” She answered. “Several interconnecting tunnels and one large chamber. Not as big as what she said this chamber was but big enough. And the preliminary scans indicate it is made of the same sort of material as CS41.”


“Entrance?” Dysea asked.


“The only one we can detect comes out right under this waterfall. At least the scans say it does.” Tina answered pointing above her head to where a radar map showing the mountain was displayed. “This mountain used to be a whole lot bigger.”


“Arzoal said the explosion from the engine core reduced it in size by about half.” Dysea spoke.


Tina nodded. “That sounds about right. What I don’t understand is why?”


Dysea looked at her. “What do you mean Tina?”


Tina traced a line along the current view of the mountain. “Computer estimates put the mountain like this before Arzoal ordered the engine core detonated. At least another three to five thousand feet higher.”


“Yes.” Dysea said watching her intently.


“Based on the ship size and the engine core type that Arzoal gave us... when that core detonated it should have sheared off three quarters of the mountain and vaporized everything within three kilometers.” Tina said. “It didn’t. Passive scans show no scorching of the earth and Reflecting Sensor Waves indicate multiply tunnels remain. Many are buried of course, but recent seismic activity have allowed sections to open up again.”


“I’m not following you Tina.” Dysea said. “Seismic activity?”


Tina nodded. “At least three recent earthquakes within the last twenty years. Probably caused by the orbital bombardment that the Skipper ordered to destroy the cities. I estimate the largest one at nine point two. Natural erosion could account for some of the clearing, but these earthquakes have opened up major sections of the tunnels that connected this ship and the rest of the mountain.”


“And now?” Dysea asked. “We don’t need to be walking into unstable terrain.”


Tina shook her head. “The last quake must have shifted the fault plates enough where they have become stable again.” She said. “It’s all very firm right now.”


“Then we stick to the original plan.” Dysea said. “Aricia, Helen and I go in with Arzoal, Isheeni and Iriral. Kenny and Cody will accompany us on Isheeni and Iriral and Walter on Arzoal and we find the ship this Kavalian Muton says he needs to find. Martin and the others proceed to the coordinates For'mya gave to them and insure that it is not a trap.”


“I’m not going with Martin?” Wayonn asked her.


Dysea looked at him. “No Val'istar.” She said. “We do not know what... we do not know what we will face down there and Nauta Melme is unwilling to risk you recklessly. You will remain with Endith and Tina here on the TYPE II.”


“And what was our operation at the Kavalian Observation Post?” Wayonn demanded. “That wasn't reckless?”


“That little thing?” Tina asked with a grin. “Shit... that was tame for Marty and the crew. They could do an Op like that in their sleep and half drunk.”


“Tame?” Wayonn looked at her with wide eyes.


“We knew what we were facing and how many enemies there were.” Dysea told him as she smiled at Tina’s words. “This time we are going in blind. For all we know this could be a very elaborate trap and hundreds of Kavalians will fall upon Martin and the others. Many of them... all of them could be killed. He will not risk you or us in that circumstance. Not when there is no need.”


“So he is keeping me safe?” Wayonn spoke with some disgust in his voice.


“He is protecting our future.” Dysea said. “And insuring if something does happen, that Andro is not left without your wisdom and counsel for what may come in the future.”


Wayonn’s eyes narrowed. “He has told you?”


Dysea shook her head. “We can feel it within him Val'istar.” She said. “In Andro and you as well. You will tell us when the time is right.”


“And you and Aricia and Cirith will just let him die?” Wayonn hissed.


Dysea couldn’t meet his eyes and dropped her head. “No. We would die with him.” She stated softly. 


“Even if this is not his wish?” Wayonn spoke.


Dysea lifted her emerald eyes and met his once more. “We cannot… we cannot lose him again Val'istar. You saw what it did to Aricia. To all of us.” She said softly meeting his gaze with determination and pride. “If Martin Leonidas is to fall in battle then we will die fighting beside the man we love.”


“I suppose I don’t have much choice in this matter do I?” Wayonn asked.


“I’m afraid not.” She said sheepishly. “That is why Kenny and Cody are coming with us. Endith and Tina will insure that if anything happens they will get you off this planet and away from here.”


Walter snorted in disgust. “This is worse than when Dutkne insisted on protecting me.” He snarled softly.


Dysea chuckled softly. “There are times when Nauta Melme backs you into a corner and you have no say in anything.” She said. 


The soft chime sounded and Endith looked up. “Outer marker.” She announced. “Twelve minutes out.”


Dysea nodded. “Time to get ready.”


Martin looked at the faces of the men and women around him. All of them were now dressed in the heaviest set of Mark IV ArmorPly that provided them the most freedom of movement. Anything heavier and they would become tanks in battle. Each set of ArmorPly had its Dragon Armor skin ready to deploy once they reached the ground and their new PSGs. They held or leaned on their helmets and stared back at him. Men and women he had known and fought with for nearly three decades. Helen stood back between Arzoal and Aurith watching with pride in her eyes.


“This is the last chance.” Martin spoke. “I won’t ask anyone to go forward from here. For'mya is my mate, my wife. I need to do this. None of you do.”


“Shit Skipper… are you going to hit us with that crap again?” Pablo spoke from the rear of the group.


“You don’t get it do you Boss?” The Master Chief spoke. “You saved us. You, Danny and Jules. At least when she was wolf woman.”


Julie reached out and slugged him in the arm as arm as she could. “Asshole.” She muttered with a large smile and they all laughed.


“If not for the three of you none of us would have survived the Purge of the Genomes. You made us what we are and that is why we are all here today.” The Master Chief said. “Stop asking us if we want to be here. None of us would be here without you and it’s time we returned the fucking favor.”


“Fucking A!” Kenny snarled loudly.


Julie looked around at the faces of the men she had called family, lost once and then found again. She vowed that would never happen again. She stuck her armored fist into the open area in the circle they formed. “To those of us who have gone before…”


Nearly two dozen fists joined hers in the center. 


“They are forgiven their worldly sins!” All of them spoke in unison.


“To those of us that remain…” Martin echoed.


“We shall be known as the Unforgiven! Until we join with them!” They all spoke. 


“And woe unto the motherfuckers that stand in our way!” Danny barked.


“Hooyah!!!” The shout carried even above the music.


Martin got to his feet and looked at the upper deck when Dysea came into view with Wayonn. It’s time Nauta Melme. She spoke.


Martin nodded. Then let’s get our Kinsoaurgai back! He turned away from her. “Master Chief!”


“Yo!”


“Crack the hatch on this bitch and let’s go flying!” Martin shouted.


“Now that’s what I’m talking about!” Tony bellowed as he slammed his hand down on the ramp control. “Time to bring some whup ass!”  


Wayonn looked at her. “What is this whup ass Dysea?” He asked as Torma let out a trumpet that ended almost all conversation in the lower portion of the ship, Isheeni, Aurith and Arzoal adding their own voices as well.


Dysea smiled. “I’ll explain sometime Val'istar.”


Wayonn turned back and looked at Martin. “He reminds me too much of Sumar. Matha con ronnus lon tor.”


Dysea looked at him and laughed. “He is that Val'istar. He is that.”

LEUGERS-CLASS KAVALIAN TRANSPORT
ENURRUA 



For'mya’s eyes glided over her instruments for the fourth time since their reversion only twenty seconds earlier. She didn’t hesitate and turned to Kapurr. “Anything on the sensors?” She asked.


Kapurr shook his head. “Nothing.” He spoke. 


For'mya looked out the view window at the planet in front of them. A planet that had been the cause of so much pain, but had also been the source of so much discovery. She felt the hand on her arm and turned to see Eirene and Fedor beside her. She scooped Eirene into her lap as Fedor moved closer to her.


“Is your ship nearby?” For'mya asked turning to Muton and Miseo as they crowded into the cockpit.


Miseo nodded. “My brothers were going to park it next to the third moon of the planet Supya. On the edge of the system.” He said pointing to the sensor chart on the screen between the two pilot seats. “The moon’s upper atmosphere is laced with Tri-Cobalt ore in its unrefined state. It should effectively hide them from most sensor scans.”


“How big did you say this ship was Muton?” For'mya asked.


“Roughly the size of one of your LEONIDAS-Class ships.” Muton answered. “Though without the heavy armor and weapons I would imagine.”


“Propulsion and shields work fine.” Miseo continued. “We have some weapons online but we did not finish all of them. Sensors are operational but they have a limited range because we were not able to finish obtaining power cores and generators from Kavalian stores.”


“How limited?” For'mya asked.


“Half a light year.” Miseo answered. “Perhaps a bit more if we channel additional power to the arrays.”


“So they won’t know we have arrived?” For'mya spoke turning back to look out the view window.


“Not if they are within the ore fields… no.” Miseo answered. “We need to send a coded signal to them.”


“Don’t send it yet.” For'mya spoke quickly putting her hand on his arm.


“For'mya why?” Muton asked leaning forward.


She looked at him. “You don’t have what you need yet and I am not willing to risk your people if Pusintin somehow was able to track this ship.” Miseo looked at his father quickly as For'mya turned to look out the view window again.


“Impossible!” Kapurr spoke. “We made nine different jumps within one hour. No way they could track us.”


“Nothing is impossible.” For'mya said softly. “Pusintin may be a sadistic monster, but he is not stupid.”


“She is right father.” Miseo spoke.


Eirene pointed to a small collection of stars. “It’s beautiful mother.” She said softly. “It looks like a flower.”


“Yes it does.” For'mya answered her eyes going back to Enurrua in the distance. “He is here.” She said softly.


“Pusintin?” Muton exclaimed.


For'mya shook her head quickly. “Martin.” She said as an expression of dreamlike peace came over her face. “He is here Muton.”


“For'mya are you sure?” Muton asked. “He is…” He stopped himself and shook his head. “That is a stupid question. Of course you are sure. On the planet?”


For'mya nodded slowly. “Yes. He’s heavily shielded… I can barely sense him but he left enough of a resonance trace for me to detect.”


Kapurr adjusted his equipment. “No ships showing on the sensors no matter how I scan. They…”


“Stop scanning Kapurr!” For'mya hissed softly.


“Why?” Kapurr asked looking at her.


“If we were tracked then they will see us scanning for other ships.” For'mya declared. “They’ll know we are suppose to meet someone.”


“Shit!” Kapurr exclaimed shutting down his sensors except for navigation. He acted quickly and then looked at her. “Done.”


“He wasn't suppose to be here.” Makoo said from the entrance of the cockpit.


Muton turned and looked at him. “We are unknown to him and after what Pusintin has done he will trust no Kavalian.”


“He won’t expose himself until he sees me.” For'mya said as she slid Eirene out of her lap. “They gave us the coordinates to land near where the ship is.” She turned and looked at Muton. “Let’s get down on the surface. When he sees me he will not even think of harming you or any of your people Muton.” She leaned forward and looked at Makoo. “I promise you this Makoo. After what you have done for me and my children… I will make sure you are safe. All of you and your people. It is the least I could do.”


Muton nodded. “I know you will.” He said. “Take us in For'mya. I will inform the others and we can prepare to move to the crash sight. Makoo tell them to consolidate all the equipment we brought into individual packs. We will need to move quickly.”


Makoo nodded and turned to go back into the rear of the transport. For'mya looked at Kapurr. “Give me fifty percent power to the sublights Kapurr. If he is here then there is a ship in orbit somewhere and you can damn well bet they are watching us. Let’s move slow and calm.”


Kapurr nodded. “Fifty percent power.”

PUSINTIN’S GREAT SOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PUMA’S PRIDE

2.4 LYS FROM TUPACIA PRIME


Pusintin looked up from the data pad he was reading when Popal entered unannounced.


“Marshall!” He exclaimed. “We have detected the BAP signal!” He spoke as Pusintin rose to his feet.


“Where?” Pusintin snapped.


“Inside the borders of what used to the Lycavorian People’s Republic. Near the capital planet of Enurrua!”


Pusintin came around the edge of his desk. “Why would they go there?” He asked softly. 


“There is very little travel through this area of space Marshall.” Popal told him. “Nearly everyone avoids it. Even many of the mercenary organizations. When the Union left this area of space after glassing many of the planets, they left much floating debris from destroyed ships of the People’s Republic. They never made any attempt to clean up the system or reestablish any sort of presence. This caused many to believe they left it heavily mined or somehow trapped. No one is willing to take the chance.”


Pusintin nodded. “And no one would expect her to go there. It wouldn’t even cross their minds.”


“Perfect place to hide.” Popal spoke. “And close enough to the Union border to make a sprint there once they are rested.”


“How long to get there?” Pusintin asked him.


“We can make the leap to The Wilds Jump Gate in twenty minutes.” Popal answered. “We can use the Gate to Jump directly into the system. From there perhaps an hour to Enurrua.”


Pusintin nodded. “Do it Popal.” He ordered. “Our Assault Group as arrived?”


Popal nodded. “Yes Marshall. Seventeen ships.”


Pusintin looked at his First Officer. “Hold half of them just inside the Gate once we make the jump into the system. Just in case.”


Popal nodded. “As you order Marshall.”


“Stupid bitch is making it easy for us.” Pusintin spoke. “I thought she was smarter than that.”


“No female can be as tactically proficient as a male Marshall.” Popal spoke.


Pusintin nodded. “That is the fucking truth. Get us underway Popal. I’ll burst Keleru what we are doing and I’ll join you on the bridge.”

ULU ARC ROYAL
ORBITING ENURRUA  
   



Akemi Katsumi strode onto her bridge from her Ready Room carrying the data pad in her hand. “Talk to me!” She barked.


“Kavalian LEUGERS-Class transport entered the system four minutes ago!” Her main sensor operator called out instantly. “They jumped almost into the gravity well of Enurrua.” His voice sounded impressed.


“That would be Queen For'mya.” Akemi spoke. “Advanced tactical maneuver to keep from being detected. Nice.” She spoke moving to her command chair. “Status of the second Kavalian ship?”


“Intermittent contact! Still holding within the upper atmosphere of the third moon of Supya.” The man answered. “Definitely not a warship. The Tri-Cobalt ore is making sensor readings sporadic, but I’m not picking up any weapons signatures.”


“Uh huh. Keep six Mark 22s locked on that ship.” Akemi said. “They so much as twitch, blow them to hell.”


“Weapons aye!”


“Captain Katsumi! That small Kavalian assault force we detected near Tupacia Prime. The one that was holding station? Long range sensors have them as now moving!” Another voice called out.


Akemi turned her head. “Moving where?”


“Unknown… but protracted course takes them towards the old High Coven Jump Gate Fifteen.” The voice answered. 


“You still have them?” Akemi asked.


“Yes ma’am.”


“Shit… them being there isn’t coincidence anymore.” Akemi spat. “If they use the Gate how close will they get?”


“No way to really project Captain.” The man answered. “At least within the system itself. One corridor takes them away, towards Nefoa and the other takes them within thirty minutes of Enurrua itself.”


“Fuck! Is there any way to detect which corridor they use?” Akemi asked.


“Not until they enter the Gate.” The man answered. “I’m bringing up the command codes for the Gate now.” Union intelligence had long ago planted monitoring devices within the old High Coven Jump Gates within The Wilds. When the Kavalians conquered most of the Coven border stations it was a decision Martin made that would tell them which way a ship was going and what corridor they were using. The system was archaic by all modern means, but at least it was accurate, and early undetectable. “I’ll be able to tell you in seventeen minutes.”


“COM officer! Burst a message to the King! Low beam and secure so the LEUGERS doesn’t detect it! We have their locators?”

“Aye Captain. Both teams! All individuals! Both teams are down and safe and Queen Aricia, Queen Dysea and the Feravomir are moving for primary target location as we speak. We’re monitoring all eight of them. Their signals are clean.”

“Tell the King we may have company and he’ll need to work fast. And tell him about the ship near Supya.” Akemi barked.


“Aye Captain.”


“Wish we had some fighters out there providing cover.” A voice echoed.


“We don’t…” Akemi responded. “But we got lots of teeth left. Weapons officer. Spool up all defensive systems and bring the main batteries online. Missile tubes loaded with Mark 22s and standard concussive warheads! Full yield on Photonic torpedoes! Stand by for combat maneuvering! Things may get dicey!”

ENURRUA


I never thought I would return to this vile planet. Arzoal’s voice filled their minds as skimmed low over the tree tops.


They had exited the TYPE II Alpha with no issues in the least, all of them having done so many times in the past. Now they sped across the terrain, Arzoal in the lead, Isheeni and Iriral on each of her wings. Torma and Aurith had remained with Martin and Cirith at the coordinates they had given to Fedor and Eirene to land.


Nor did I. Aricia’s voice echoed softly. 


There is much pain here for all of you. Helen broke in. But you have put it behind you now. Do not let our presence here dredge memories from the deep. Let them remain where they belong.


You are right sister. Arzoal spoke.


Aricia? Isheeni’s voice spoke softly.


I am fine. Aricia answered her. Her hands stretched out and she placed them along Isheeni’s neck, feeling the muscular movements of her shoulders as her wing carried her along. I am thinking of when we first flew together. I rubbed the insides of my knees and thighs raw because I was so terrified and so thrilled at the same time.


And what we did then we did without a saddle sister! Isheeni chimed in happily.


Yes we did. Aricia spoke a small smile forming under her helmet.


This place brought all of us together. Iriral’s voice filled their minds. No matter what took place all those years ago, this place is what brought all of us together. Yet we are so much more now because of the darkness this planet brought to all of us. We defeated the darkness that this place represented and now look at us. Nothing living or dead will ever separate us from our Bonded Brothers and Sisters. Our futures are now intertwined as fate meant for it to be.


Avoi! Aricia spoke as her emotions and happiness at finding Isheeni coursed through her and into Isheeni.


There! Arzoal called out. The edge of the mountain range. That is where the ship is.


Aricia looked through the slits on her helmet intently scanning the terrain all around the ridgeline. Dysea? She called out.


Breaking now. Stand by! Dysea called out. She had remained out of the conversation they had been having because this planet had not affected her as it had the others. Now however, now they would need to be fully focused. Her own wolf eyes scanned the terrain far below as Iriral broke for a higher altitude. At five thousand feet Dysea could see the entire face of the mountain. Her eyes quickly found the sunken portion of the mountain that could only be where the ship had been hidden. She followed the ridge with her eyes for at least two kilometers until she found the river at the far end where Tina said the only entrance into the tunnels beneath the mountain was. I have it! She called out. Alter direction by three degrees Arzoal. Isheeni. It will take us right to the entrance. Six kilometers away now.


What will we find mother? Isheeni asked as they altered their course slightly as Dysea had directed them.


The bones of too many of our dead. Arzoal spoke softly. And I imagine the bones of many of Chetak’s men as well. I do not know how many made it into the tunnels, but several thousand at least. It has been nearly five thousand years since I have been here. Only the gods know what remains.

UNION BORDER

3.6 LIGHT YEARS FROM APRIAN TWO


“Perhaps this is not the wisest course of action.” Nalavi spoke as his eyes looked through the view window of the G9 and took in the massive size of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser that was holding station only five thousand meters away. He sat in the engineer’s seat behind Pa'cour who occupied the pilot’s seat.


“This is the only way we can truly be free Nalavi.” Pa'cour told him.


“Yes I understand that part.” Nalavi said evenly. “However… I would like to add that we, meaning us, are about to board the command ship of perhaps the one Leonidas who does not have the most meaningful reputation when it comes to bartering with his enemies. He tends to eliminate them rather than talk with them. And much more efficiently than his father I might add as well.”


Yuri turned her head from her spot in the co-pilot’s seat. “He is also the only one who has the compassion to do this.”


“Compassion?” Nalavi said. “Compassion is not a word I would associate with Androcles Leonidas. Not when it concerns you. He’s already killed you once Yuri. What makes you think he will not gladly do so again?”


“Because like his father he is perhaps the most honorable Lycavorian living right now.” Yuri answered. “And surprisingly… unlike his father… he is far more attuned to the currents and resonance of life itself.”


“Because he was born fully aware?” Nalavi asked.


Yuri looked at him oddly for a second and then nodded. “Yes.”


Nalavi shrugged his shoulders. “The Lycavorians will kill us far quicker than Moran would have… but I would like to point out that the pain of dying will not be any less Yuri.” He said.


Yuri grinned now. “Have faith Nalavi.” She said surprising herself with her choice of words.


“Faith doesn’t help against projectiles and blades I’m afraid.” Nalavi told her. “I hope the two of you know what you are doing. If we all die… I will spend the rest of my years haunting every facet of your lives. Spirits though we may be.”


Pa'cour looked out the view window and shook his head. “I have… I have never been this close to one of their new ships.” He said. 


“I’m glad you find it interesting.” Nalavi said. “I’m having quite the time keeping my bladder contained from fear.”


Yuri chuckled. “And where is all that optimism Nalavi?” She asked him.


“I left that in the hanger bay of the INQUISITOR.” He replied. 


Yuri was about to respond when the soft chime cut off her words. She quickly adjusted the console in front of her. “There is the signal.” She said softly.


“No audio?” Pa'cour asked.


Yuri shook her head looking at him. “No sense in announcing to the entire sector who they might be communicating with.” She said.


Pa'cour nodded. “True enough.” He spoke as his hands glided over the controls. “Plotting the course.”


Yuri reached out and placed her hand on his arm and squeezed. “No matter what happens Pa'cour… know that I love you.” She said with more sincerity than she had ever felt before.


“We will be fine.” Pa'cour said. “Honor means much to Lycavorians. This is something that your father and mother never realized and it contributed to their downfall. He will not go back on his word.”


Yuri nodded her head. “I hope seeing me doesn’t change that.” She said softly.

SCIMITAR


The landing bay of the SCIMITAR had been cleared of all flight crew personnel and those who were not directly involved in the exchange. This began rumors almost instantly and many waited to see why their Prince had cleared them out. 


Thirty Durcunusaan troops flanked Andro on either side with Deia, Anja and Eliani directly behind him, Isabella, Esther and Dorian standing just behind them. Ryner rested on the deck just behind his Bonded Brother with his head positioned between Dorian and Isabella’s inner shoulders. The Durcunusaan were not too concerned for the G9 could only hold twelve crew total, but they were taking no chances regardless. They knew who they were dealing with. All of them were dressed in the newest sets of Mark IV ArmorPly body armor and all but Andro and his mothers and brother and sister wore their helmets. Elynth, Miath and Tharua rested on the deck in three different locations, their legs drawn up tightly beneath them waiting to spring into action just as Ryner was.


As the ramp in the rear of the G9 fully touched the deck revealing the tall Immortal the Durcunusaan became very alert, many of them having to physically restrain their instincts of shooting first and asking questions later. Jomann stood just to Andro’s right and he leaned closer. “Scans show only three lifesigns.” He whispered. “And three low power vacuum sealed sleep chambers.”


Andro nodded slowly as he watched the Immortal walked hesitantly down the ramp, two more figures moving much slower behind him but following. [If anything happens you protect my mother Anja and Eli.] Andro told him within Mindvoice. [Dorian and Ryner will cover my mother Isabella and Deia. No questions Jomann.]


Jomann nodded. [Understood.] 


The two figures behind the Immortal stopped halfway down the ramp when the Immortal reached the deck and held up his hand. All of them wore long cloaks and cowls but only the Immortal Pa'cour had his head and face showing. His eyes searched for and found Androcles standing at the front of the unit of Durcunusaan.


“We have done what you asked Androcles Leonidas!” Pa'cour spoke looking at the heavily armed Durcunusaan before turning his eyes back on Andro. “Will you keep your word or not?”


Andro stepped forward more. “Show yourself Yuri Moran!” He barked. “Both of you show yourselves!”


Andro waited as there was some hesitation, but then both figures lifted their hands and gripped their cowls. When Yuri tossed back her cowl the reaction was instinctive and every Durcunusaan soldier began lifting their weapons.


“No!” Pa'cour shouted moving to shield her.


Andro stepped forward quickly. “HOLD!” He shouted holding up his hands. “HOLD!”


The Durcunusaan froze at the shouted order, their weapons in mid-motion. They stared at their Prince in shock, none of them really knowing why they were here and why their Prince was not ordering them to slaughter the vampire bitch that had been the cause of such horrible acts against their people and his sister.


Andro’s azure eyes remained on where Yuri stood and he saw the protective way the Immortal shielded her body with his own and the way she grasped tightly to his arms, her eyes filled with uncertain fear. “Lower your weapons now!” Andro barked once more never taking his eyes from Yuri or the older vampire behind her.


“Do it!” Jomann snapped.


The Durcunusaan complied instantly at the dual order and their weapons once more went back to pointing at the floor, but hands were ready to bring them up in a heartbeat. Yuri gripped Pa'cour’s arm tightly, her eyes darting back and forth. This reaction did not go unnoticed by either Isabella or Esther. 


“This was a bad idea.” Nalavi muttered as he watched Androcles move closer to the ramp.


“Come fully off the ramp!” Andro told them. “Now.”


“This was definitely a bad idea.” Nalavi repeated his words.


Yuri nodded silently to Pa'cour and they moved down the ramp to the deck of the hanger bay slowly and expecting to be attacked at any moment. Andro’s eyes remained on Nalavi for a long moment and then he looked at Pa'cour.


“Where are they?” Andro asked.


“Just inside the inner airlock.” Pa'cour answered as he held up the small control device. “But they will not be yours until I have proof you will keep your word! I will blow them and all of us to hell first.” He let his thumb poise over the small red button as he looked at Andro.


Andro looked at him. “You are very much like your brother you know.” He said. “You have the same… the same determination in your eyes. Deactivate the explosives Pa'cour.” He spoke holding out his hand for the device.


“I want proof!” Pa'cour snarled again.


“Your proof… your proof is that all of you are still alive.” Andro growled at him.


It was Yuri who reached forward and placed her hand on Pa'cour’s. He looked at her as she took the detonator from his fingers and deactivated it. Then she held it out to Andro, her dark eyes never leaving his face as she did. She moved from partially hiding herself behind Pa'cour to standing beside him as she did. This allowed Andro to stare at her for a long moment, his azure eyes gazing at her as if she was some sort of meal to be eaten. He took in the faint scars from where his claws and fangs had torn into her flesh. They would always be there, but they were almost hard to see. She had healed well it seemed, but there was also something very different about her. He stepped closer to her and Pa'cour moved to interject his body between them. Andro simply lifted his hand and with a small Mindvoice surge he sent Pa'cour sprawling across the deck to the side of the ramp some four meters away.


“Don’t touch her!” Pa'cour screamed as he scrambled to his feet and found himself with four P190A3s stuck in his chest. “Don’t touch her!”


Yuri didn’t pull her eyes away from those azure orbs of death staring at her. “Kill… kill me if you must.” She spoke after taking a deep breath. Her voice was filled with the firmness of her decision just then. “But allow Pa'cour and Nalavi to go.”


“Yuri… no!” Pa'cour roared.


Andro lifted his hand and let his fingertips graze her cheek. Pa'cour rose to his feet but found three more weapons rammed into his body. Andro traced the scars on her cheek and no matter how hard he probed he could find no trace of the dark essence that was Xaxon. The essence that had pulsed from her so powerfully and so completely that day was gone. He met her eyes. “You are not the same. Xaxon... his foul essence no longer infects you.” He same softly. “How is… how is that possible?”


Yuri looked at him and drew on her inner strength. He was not going to kill her she knew. She could feel it within him, the hesitation and the confusion. She lifted her hand to Pa'cour, turning to look at him with loving eyes, to keep him calm. She waited until he did in fact become still and just look at her. She turned back to Andro. “You made it possible.” Yuri said softly. “You killed me Androcles Leonidas. And in killing me… in killing me you chased Xaxon’s essence out of my body. You forced him to abandon me.”


“Forced him to abandon you?” Andro asked.


Yuri nodded her head. “I will make no excuses. My father may have known what my mother planned, I don’t know. But my mother and Robert; they knew what eventually would happen to me. Some of my actions were my own over this time; some of them were not. It has been like that since your father freed Earth and I returned to Uzu Ozeib 7. Your fangs and your claws... you killed me that day Androcles Leonidas. You killed me and Xaxon left my body just as quickly as he could. It was then that Pa'cour saved me.”


“And where did Xaxon go?” Andro asked.


Yuri met his gaze. “The only place he could.” She answered. “Dante.”


“Dante!” Andro gasped. “Are you nubous kidding me?”


Yuri shook her head. “He needed someone of my blood. Someone nearby. He could not take Lucia because she was too much in love with your sister. I made Dante what he became and in doing so, when you killed me, I provided Xaxon with a vassal for him to dominate. He is having trouble controlling Dante... stabilizing his control of him... but eventually he will. Just as he almost did with me.”


“Why should I believe you?” Andro hissed softly at her, his eyes changing and his fangs suddenly bursting forth. “Why should I believe anything you nubous say? For what you did to my sister I should gut you where you stand! For everything you have done through the years to my people I should let you lie on the deck of this ship and watch as your blood drains from your body and you die in agony!”


Yuri slowly nodded her head in agreement. [Yes... you should.] She said softly so that only he could hear her within Mindvoice as she threw up very powerful shields around their conversation. Andro’s changed eyes grew a little wider when she did that and his eyes betrayed their shock when she went even further and battered his shields until he lowered them enough so that he could hear her. [I do not deserve a second chance, and in your position I’m not sure I would be able to do what you are doing.] Yuri met his eyes, allowing her vampiric side to come forth as her eyes changed to cobalt blue and her vampiric fangs extended. [I know something that so many others have yet to fully grasp Androcles... you are not your father! You can feel... you can sense things he and Torma cannot. You can sense that I am different now! I do not deny I am cruel and by my very nature I would not do what you are doing. But I know you can feel that even I would not have allowed what they did to your sister.]


[What you allowed!] Andro snarled at her.


[That was Xaxon’s doing... not mine!] Yuri spoke. [There were times when I could not fight the compulsions he forced upon me! I… I have been raped! First by my own brother... and then by your uncle! As cruel as I am... as I know I can be… do you honestly believe I would allow that? That I would support that? I’m not... I’m not asking for your forgiveness Androcles. I have no right to ask for that. I’m asking that you recognize I am not the same person you killed those weeks ago. I’m asking for a second chance Androcles. A chance to live a life that I was denied for so many years. A chance your father would never give to me. I carry Pa'cour’s child Androcles. I carry his future and mine. That future rests with you. You are more attuned to the currents of Mindvoice than your father because of how you were conceived. I ask you... do you sense any of what you felt within me the day we fought? Do you feel it within me now?]


Andro stared at her for a long moment. He shook his head slightly. [No.]

Yuri nodded. [I have you to thank for that.] She told him. [I have you to thank for this new life that I have found. It is a life I want to explore. A life I want to live.]


[I killed Javier!] Andro spoke harshly. [And I will find Dante and end his miserable existence as well.]


Yuri’s eyes held a wisdom that only loss and pain could give to her Andro noticed. [He is no longer my son. I cannot make things right with Carisia and Lucia. I wish it were not so... but it is. I do not know how to be honest with you. They have found love with you and your family and that... that gives me peace. As for Dante... should I ever cross paths with him in the future I will kill him myself after insuring Xaxon has no where to run. Killing him will at least begin the redemption I must provide. To myself most of all.] Yuri looked at him then. [Take them Androcles. Take the bodies of your family. I have no right to ask for anything in exchange for them. If I must begin to atone for past deeds then let me do so by giving you and your family peace for my father’s greatest sin. Just allow us to leave so that I can try. That is all I ask now.]


Andro stepped back from her then. He stared at her for a long moment and then looked at Jomann. “Take them to the pilot’s briefing room.” He said. “Provide them refreshment and insure they do not leave.”


Jomann nodded his head slowly, and like everyone else, he was wondering what Andro and Yuri had just been discussing.

ENURRUA

Martin settled to the soft earth just inside the treeline where the LEUGERS transport had started its descent to land, Cirith beside him. Danny moved ghost like beside him, with Julie, Colin and Kenny on his opposite side. The rest of their team was spread out around the clearing, their PSGs engaged and all of their senses alert. The roar of the LEUGERS’s engines was beginning to fill the clearing now as the ship came down lower. Martin looked up and could not help but smile to himself. For'mya certainly could make a ship do what she wanted. He could feel her now, and while he kept himself shielded heavily, he could feel her resonance seeping out. Reaching for him. And in feeling her, he could also feel Eirene and Fedor. They had not yet learned how to fully shield themselves and it was easy for him to detect them. Their resonance was strong and clear and above all else…excited. 

“Marty?” Danny asked him softly.

Martin looked at him and realized Danny had seen him smiling. He turned to Cirith. “I can feel them Fervon.” He said seeing Cirith’s beautiful face smile happily. “I can feel them Cirith. Man… you don’t know how good it feels to say that.”

Danny smiled. “I can bet and come pretty close.” He said. He looked at Cirith. “Everyone is in position.” He told her.

Martin and Cirith both nodded their heads and he became all business again. He looked skyward into the brightening horizon. Torma? Aurith?

We are circling above the ship as it descends. Torma answered.

I saw her Martin! Aurith’s voice erupted joyously. I saw her through the window!

Remember what I told you Aurith. Martin spoke. I know you want nothing more than to swoop down and pick her up. I need you to maintain your poise in case what comes out of that ship is something we don’t expect.

I remember Martin. Aurith answered. But I will not allow them to take her from me ever again! I will burn them all first!

Nor will I. Martin said. Nor will I. We stick to the plan though.

I understand. Aurith spoke.

Torma?

We’ll be ready. Torma answered.

Martin looked at Cirith. “Time to take back what belongs to us.” He said.

Cirith nodded. “A moment I have waited for.” She answered. 

LEUGERS TRANSPORT


For'mya quickly shut down the engines of the transport and was rising to her feet before Muton was even halfway through the entrance into the cockpit.


“For'mya?” He questioned as she pushed past him. 


He was so close.


She could feel his Mindvoice resonance pulsing wildly for her and it was setting her blood on fire. He had come for her. He had come for her just as he had sworn to all of them on that day so long ago. No matter the odds, no matter where, he would come for each of them and nothing would stand in his way. The familiar and oh so welcome burning of her wolf blood was driving her now. Yet she could sense his rage as well. His rage that she had been taken from him and abused in such a manner. She needed to see him; she needed him to see her in order to push this rage back. She pushed past several Monitors as they moved towards the rear of the ramp, Muton scrambling to follow her. He caught up with her near the controls and reached for her arm.


“For'mya?” He questioned again.


For'mya turned as Eirene and Fedor rushed up to her. “Lower the ramp Muton.” She said.


“For'mya we…”


“Listen to me Muton!” For'mya spoke quickly. “I must go out alone!”


“What? It’s not safe! We have never been here! We…” Muton began to complain.


“You don’t understand Muton. He’s here already! He can feel me! Within Mindvoice! I can feel him! It’s been getting stronger ever since we left Nefoa!” For'mya declared. “I did not know he would be here until we actually entered the system. He is out there right now… and he is watching. If I don’t leave this ship alone… if I don’t go to him now… he will think it is a trap and he will kill all of you without so much as a blink.”


“We are capable of defending ourselves!” Makoo spoke proudly.


For'mya shook her head. “Not this time Makoo my friend. You don’t actually think he came alone do you? All of you would be dead in seconds and I do not want that to happen. Not after what all of you have done for me.”


“She is right!” Muton spoke looking at her. “Miseo… the ramp! Lower it!”


Miseo didn’t hesitate and moved to the ramp controls. For'mya took Muton’s hand in hers and brought his knuckles to her cheek. “Trust in me.” She whispered. 


Muton nodded. “That I do.”


For'mya nodded and turned to Eirene and Fedor. “Remain here. Do not come out until I call you.”


Fedor nodded his head holding tightly to his sister’s arm. “We can wait mother.” He spoke.


For'mya nodded and kissed their heads quickly before turning to watch as the ramp lowered the last few meters and she was staring out into the thick timber around the small clearing. Fear gripped her now as she moved quickly down the ramp, stopping at the bottom to turn back and hold her hand up to insure no one followed her. As she turned back to face the clearing she could hear the birds and small animals beginning to sing their songs once more. She could smell a myriad of different scents, almost all of them she recognized from long ago. The scents of the men and women who followed him when she first met him. Some of the most lethal killers For'mya had ever encountered in all her years. She could smell them now… all around… hidden within the timber.


Ten meters she moved from the ramp.


His mint scent was devastating now. So close and it surrounded her, swirled around her in the morning air, causing her to whimper softly in need. She caught something else on the wind and she stopped walking at twenty meters. She smelled… no… she smelled Pusintin on her still. Her eyes grew wide as she realized this and panicked gripped her heart. He would smell his foul brother on her. In her blood. He would…


Do you think this matters to me Kinsoaurgai? The deep voice filled her head, brushing aside her Mindvoice shields as if they weren’t there.


For'mya spun around in a circle. Please… please Martin Leonidas… let me see you! Let me know this is not some horrible dream that has been inflicted on me for my sins.


I am here Kinsoaurgai.


For'mya spun around instantly only to see the shimmering of the PSG in the morning air and then he was standing in front of her like some reborn god, his hand gripping his Nehtes which was stuck in the dew covered grass.

Miseo pressed close to his father where they stood. “Gods preserve us father! He just… he just materialized out of thin air! Did you see that? Did you see?”  

Muton nodded. “I saw.” Muton spoke as his experienced eyes began to scour the treeline all around him.


Eirene looked up at Muton and Miseo. “He is the father of our hearts!” She exclaimed with a happy voice.


For'mya gasped and moaned in need at the same time as the PSG disappeared from view entirely and he was there. So tall and overwhelming. So powerful and fierce looking in his Dragon Armor outer shell. Tears came to her eyes then and she reached for him, but stopped upon seeing his nose twitch slightly. Once more that fear gripped her heart. He could smell his foul brother upon her and she knew that he had been told what Pusintin had told Andro. He must have seen it on the Netnews even.


“Mar… Martin!” She rasped out the words. “Son vada carians Martin! Forgive… forgive me! You should not… you should have let me go! You…”


“Let you go?” Martin said softly.


The tears were pouring from her dark eyes nonstop now. All her fears coming forth. How he would react to her. What he would say. “I have… I have betrayed you! Betrayed your love! I… I…”


“What in the holy hell are you talking about woman?” Martin asked her moving closer to her. So close that her sweet orchid scent was very nearly as pure and powerful as Aricia’s lavender and coca scent.


“I betrayed you! I should have fought him! I should have… You need to find another!” For'mya was shaking her head back and forth now completely lost to the emotions coursing through her. “You need to let me… you need to leave me! You will not want me now! His scent permeates my blood! I can see it on your face! I did not think about this and now I have dishonored you by…”


Martin Leonidas could no longer control himself and he released his Nehtes and took four steps towards her. His hands took her face in his grip and he leaned over quickly, bringing his nose and lips to the skin of her neck and firmly nuzzling her skin and the outer ridge of her long elven ear. For'mya hissed loudly as delightful sensations coursed through her body and her hands gripped his arms. “You… you could never dishonor me Kinsoaurgai.” He whispered into her ear. “It is I who has dishonored you for allowing this to…”


“I let him have me Martin. I let him rut above me like some pig! He…” For'mya was babbling now, really unable to form coherent thoughts because she thought she had lost him.

Martin didn’t hesitate, he didn’t question, and there was never any doubt about what he would do. He lifted For'mya into his arms. “Damn you woman… will you just shut up! He didn’t wear you out completely did he?” He growled just before his lips came down on hers and he kissed her.


For'mya screamed and laughed in the joyous and happy delight that crashed through her mind and body as his powerful arms surrounded her and crushed her to him. She screamed against his kiss, her arms wrapping around his broad shoulders and then his voice filled her mind, wrapped around her core and he let her have what she had secretly always wanted. 


You are mine For'mya Leonidas! You have always been mine! You will always be mine! And now I’m going to do what I should have done so long ago and I am going to make you mine in body and soul. Just as I have done with the others who hold the pieces of my heart. You will not smell of my fool brother for long my Kinsoaurgai, and I don’t give a rat shit who sees! Martin snarled out the words.

Martin Leonidas then dropped all pretense of shielding his intense male aura and hit For'mya with every bit of his being. Just as he had done with Aricia, with Dysea, with Anja and now Cirith. Now For'mya would experience that and know that she was part of his very life. Part of who he was. The effect on For'mya was devastating to say the least. Every nerve ending in her body ignited in the same instant, nearly overwhelming her conscious mind. She tore his lips from his and threw back her head to howl, her wolf eyes wide in bliss and her fangs fully extended as his aura set her body on fire. Every pleasure center, every receptor, every minute cell that could feel delight screamed at the same time, even as his powerful mind surrounded hers, embraced hers and she maintain control so that she could experience it to the very sweet end. The nipples on her now much larger breasts instantaneously became burning nubs. Her thighs quivered madly as she was gripped by an orgasm so utterly overwhelming that she could do nothing but ride the tidal waves of orgasmic agony. And then his hand pulled her head back up and he kissed her. He kissed her with every ounce of passion, desire and want he could generate within his body. He pulled her roughly over to the side and they tumbled to the soft grass still locked in that scorching kiss. For'mya’s legs wrapped around his hips, her booted feet digging into the cheeks of his ass as she was deliciously swallowed by the soul claiming kiss and she tried desperately to meld their bodies together as one.

I am so sorry Kinsoaurgai. His voice rasped with sorrow within her mind. I failed you! I failed everyone! You have endured this… because of me! This is me Kinsoaurgai! This is who I am! This is who I have always been frightened to show you! You are mine For'mya! And I will wash the sins of my brother from you with my love until the next life claims me!

And For'mya’s mind was flooded with so many emotions and images and sensations. Even as her body reveled in the physical pleasure she was experiencing just from his kiss and the feel of his aura wrapped around her, her mind now became flooded with the essence of the man who had stolen her heart and soul the moment she had seen him on that station. An essence of purity and power. An essence of violence and death. Of happiness and love. An essence of sadness and adoration that transcended everything she had known. A love for her, for Aricia, for all of them. A love more powerful than any gravity well she had ever experienced. A love that would never die. 
“What is happening father?” Miseo chattered very confused. “What… what is he doing to her? Is he hurting her?”


Muton shook his head. “I don’t know!” He snapped. “I am not a Lycavorian! I…”


“No.” Eirene’s voice spoke with a warmth and happiness that was obvious to all of them. “He is not hurting her. The father of our hearts… our father… he would never hurt her.”


With that Eirene squeezed Fedor’s hand and they bolted from the ship. Muton and Miseo reached for them, following them down the ramp far too slow.


“Eirene! Fedor! Wait!” Muton gasped as he reached the bottom of the ramp and ran into something that was extremely solid. So solid in fact that he stumbled back and knocked Miseo off balance, throwing both of them to the ramp in surprise. 


They saw the shimmering light all around them then, just as they had when Martin appeared. “Oh shit!” Miseo barked as the two towering Lycavorians appeared in front of them. And then all around them. The Dragon Armor receded quickly and they could see the ebony skin of Danny and the Master Chief Tony looking down on them from under the matte black helmets. Muton saw Eirene and Fedor running away as if they had just squirted through the wall of flesh in front of them, like they had known it was there all along.


“Let’s not interrupt the family reunion shall we.” Colin spoke from the side of the ramp. “That would be exceptionally rude. Danny and the Master Chief here… they don’t like rude people.”


“Nor do I.” Cirith spoke and Miseo watched as she unwrapped the shadows from around her body directly in front of Danny and Tony.


“Oh… did I forget to mention that Cirith here is their wife and mate too.” Colin spoke with a smile. “Probably not someone you’d want to piss off at the moment.”

Miseo glanced back up the ramp to see the other Monitors lifting their hands in to the air wisely as they saw the eyes of certain death looking up at them with itchy trigger fingers.
Take me my love! For'mya gasped as she tore her lips from his and grasped his beautiful face in her hands, staring into those beautiful yellow gold orbs and looking at his fully extended dual fangs. Take me right now! I burn for you Martin. Oh how I burn for you! I burn for all of you! Rid me of the shame I feel my love. I…


You have no shame to bear! Martin snapped. None. Let it go Kinsoaurgai. Let it leave your mind. It is my shame! My shame for not doing this so much sooner! His hand came up and he caressed the outer ridge of her elven ear and saw her eyes close in blissful sensations. I will do as you ask me Kinsoaurgai. I will do this and so much more. First we need to leave this place and I want to meet my new children. Our children!


For'mya’s eyes grew wide. Eirene! Fedor! Carians… I…

That is when they heard the giggling from next to them and they looked up to see Fedor and Eirene beside them holding hands and both of them with huge smiles on their faces. Years of having small children in their home had taught them to expect moments like this and all of them had this type of action down to a science. Martin quickly reigned in his powerful aura and though For'mya groaned softly in reluctance, she drew in several deep breaths to calm herself and her enflamed passions. Passions which had literally soaked the fatigue type pants she was wearing. Martin made no attempt to rise from atop For'mya quickly, for that would have looked silly. Instead he slowly extracted himself from her arms and legs and rose to his knees with grace and pride, doing his best to cover For'mya so that she could regain her composure. Unlike other times in the past, at least they were still clothed at the moment. Though given another few moments he would have begun fulfilling her desire to take her right there, for his blood burned just as brightly for her.

“Hello there.” He spoke to them. “I was just… I was just reacquainting myself with your mother.”


“Your Kinsoaurgai.” Fedor spoke with a smile.


Martin nodded with a warm smile. “My Kinsoaurgai.” He said. “You are Fedor. And you must be Eirene.” Martin said looking at them and wondering how in the world they looked more like For'mya and him than his brother. “I am…”


“You are the father of our hearts!” Eirene exclaimed. “You are our father!” And then Martin was tumbling backwards as both Eirene and Fedor leaped into his arms, catching him off balance and sending all four of them rolling to the side as he had not yet untangled his and For'mya’s legs.


And the laughter of discovery and renewal filled the small clearing as the sun began to rise over the treetops.

ARC ROYAL


“Talk to me!” Akemi barked out.

“They have entered the corridor that brings them here!” The Sensor operator shouted out. “ETA is thirty-seven minutes! They’ll exit the system on the far side of Supya and pass right next to that ship hiding there!”


“Fuck me!” Akemi cursed as she came to her feet. “Get me the King! Now! Secure Alpha One! Battle Stations! Battle Stations! Go to Condition One! This is not a drill!”


“Condition One aye!”


“Ready the KADEN-Class Transports! They’ll be cutting it close since they have split from the TYPE II Alpha! We might need them to execute an emergency pick up! Where is that link to the King damn it!”

“Activating now! Channel two one!”


“Captain Katsumi to King Leonidas! ARC ROYAL actual to King Leonidas!”

ENURRUA


Aricia clutched her Stiletto tightly as she moved around the corner of the cavern, Dysea, Kenny and Cody moving just behind her with equal alertness. Helen moved just in front of Arzoal who was behind Isheeni and Iriral. It had been planned this way, for while Arzoal and Helen were Bonded Sisters, neither of the had any combat experience together. They had not fought in the Evolli War by Martin’s order because he would not risk either of them against T19 missiles. They also did not undergo the same training as the other Bonded Pairs within the Union simply because of who they were. As Feravomir and Dragon Elder Mother, they were more used to meetings and gatherings discussing the use of Mindvoice powers and different abilities, not how to most effectively kill your enemy. They left those skills to the much more nimble and younger dragons and riders now.


The entrance under the waterfall had proven to accurate in its location and very huge. The water fall itself covered nearly all of the open mouth of the cavern at more than a hundred and fifty feet wide and unless you knew it was there, it could be easily missed just walking by or viewing the waterfall from across the huge lake it was emptying into. They had waded through waist deep water for a few hundred feet after passing under the waterfall, and then the cavern had opened up into a huge tunnel. Tina had been right and the recent earthquakes had opened up entrances that branched off to tunnels that had long since been buried.


It was Cody who reached up finally and ran his fingers along he interior of the tunnel. The smoothness of the wall looked almost normal, but the moment he touched it he could tell the difference. 


“The texture has changed.” He spoke softly everyone halting and turning to look at him. He rubbed his fingertips together and turned to look at Arzoal. “Elder Mother… you said your ship was made with the same materials as CS41?” He asked.


Arzoal nodded her massive head and projected her thoughts into Cody’s mind. Yes.


“I’ve been inside CS41 enough times to know this feels the same Aricia.” Cody told her and Dysea. “It’s oily and warm.”


Warm? Arzoal spoke moving closer to him. The actual boundaries of the ship did not reach out this far. When I choose this mountain I had the ship enter from the north valley and engaged its short range fusion drills. It heated the hull but only in the sections that contacted the interior of the rock itself. Once the rock cooled the only warmth came from the bio-mechanical hull of the ship. When I destroyed the core, that should have ceased operation of any remaining power nodes that we had not stripped.


Helen moved up next to Cody and pressed her palm against the wall. She gasped quickly and drew her hand back. 


“Helen!” Dysea exclaimed stepping towards her.


“Cody is right!” Helen declared looking at Arzoal. “Sister… it is warm to the touch and slightly oily. And there is…”


What? Arzoal asked.


Helen looked at her. “As with CS41… there is life to this ship!”

Impossible! Arzoal exclaimed. Without the core…


“Are you certain the core was destroyed Arzoal?” Dysea asked.


Of course Melda Min. Arzoal answered. If not in the initial explosion itself… then the mountain crushing what remained.


“Tina says the damage should have been more.” Dysea spoke again. “She says with a core how you described to her, when it exploded, it should have sheared off the upper two thirds of this mountain and devastated everything around it for three kilometers. Flattened it. None of that happened.”


Helen had placed her hand back against the wall and now she gasped once more. “By all that is holy!”

“Helen!” Aricia hissed moving towards her.


“I can feel it!” Helen announced. “What Andro and Elynth felt on Earth…? I can feel it now. Echoes! So very faint but… but they are there! Life! Carians how were they able to feel this from so far away?”


Life? Arzoal gasped. Within the ship? How… that can not be. The only life within the ship itself was the egg chamber. It was crushed completely.


“Elder Mother… is it possible for two minds as powerful as Andro and Elynth… being connected to the Neural Booster for so long as they were. Could they have detected this? The echoes of past life that may still linger here perhaps.” Aricia asked.


You reach into a realm I am not qualified to speak on Aricia child. Arzoal answered. You are speaking of faith now. There were… there were some among the Pralors who were able to still communicate with those that submitted themselves to The Rift of Time. Could this be similar to what you mean?


Aricia nodded. “Yes… very much so.”


Arzoal looked at her. Aricia… to even begin to feel this kind of connection… the Pralor Squire would have to be twenty to thirty thousand years old and given of themselves entirely to this task. Only the finest students were allowed to study the complexities of the Rift of Time. It is energy in its purest form.


“You have stated yourself that Andro and Martin, Torma and Elynth, that they are more attuned to the eddies and currents and resonance of Mindvoice.” Aricia said. “Just as Sumar was said to be long ago.”


Yes. Arzoal answered.


“You also stated the pureness of my own blood. Of Sadi’s blood. You said this did not diminish them in any way. You said only a few months ago, just after Sadi and Andro were mated, that it may have even increased their ability to sense things even you could not.” Aricia continued. “You admitted to me that Martin was already like this.”

Arzoal nodded her massive head. I did say that.


“They sensed this Arzoal. When they were connected to the Neural Booster and Fedor and Eirene they sensed this.” Aricia said. 


“Nefoa is not so far from here.” Dysea chimed in now. “As attuned as they are to each other… they channel their power more effectively. Just as Nauta Melme and Torma do.”


“They are right sister.” Helen spoke up.


But to detect the remnants of what life was within the chamber? Arzoal said. That would imply that their potential, Martin and Torma’s potential is… limitless. Arzoal finished the words as her flame colored eyes grew wider. The Talon Guardian amulets! 


“What?” Helen asked.


Each Talon Guardian amulet is imbued with a small portion of each Elder’s power and abilities. Arzoal told them. That is why it is made part of them. Branded to them and never able to be removed. No Talon Guardian in the entire history of dragons has ever had an amulet imbued with more than five Dragon Elder’s powers. Martin, Andro, Torma and Elynth have amulets imbued with nine! In our time before, it was never needed to have more than five Elders. Only when we came here to Enurrua and began fighting Chetak did I change that and make it so there were nine of us.

“So there have never been Talon Guardians with the level of power as Martin and Andro?” Aricia asked.


No! Never! I should have seen it when Andro and Elynth so effortlessly severed the connection between Vollenth and Yuri. And then when they destroyed Naruth and Javier with such ease. Arzoal looked at them. It just never occurred to me.

“And that should tell you that for too long you have carried this burden of trying to be perfect when you did not need too.” Dysea spoke softly. “Like the rest of us you will make mistakes Arzoal.”

“If we can now sense what Andro and Elynth sensed then, we must be close to the actual chamber itself.” Helen spoke. “I suggest we find it… inform Martin so that he can bring this Kavalian Muton here… and then be gone from this place once and for all.”


“Shit! I’m all for that!” Kenny piped in breaking the intensity of their conversation. “Caves always give me the willies.”


Arzoal nodded her massive head. We can discuss the ramifications of what we are saying at a later time when Martin is present. Kenneth is right. I have lived outside of caves for too long now and being back in them makes me nervous. 


“Do you recognize anything sister?” Helen asked her.

My sense of direction is slightly off within the tunnels here, but if we continue further northward we will eventually come to the egg chamber or what remains of it. Arzoal answered. If it is even there anymore.

Cirith had her back turned to For'mya as she changed quickly into a Union uniform and then Mark IV ArmorPly in the back of the LEUGERS transport.
 Everyone else had moved to the side of the ship and Aurith now sat on the ramp refusing any entry to anyone. The reunion between her and For'mya had been tearful and joyous and included a very nearly overwhelmed Aurith scooping For'mya into her curved talons and lifting off into the clear sky above where she shifted For'mya to the saddle on her back and then they proceeded to tear happily across the landscape for several minutes, twice dive bombing those in the small clearing while Eirene and Fedor squealed in delight at the laughter in their mother’s voice. A laughter that they had not heard until now.

“Thank you for the uniform Cirith.” For'mya spoke as she secured the four layer upper torso armor on her body.

Cirith turned slowly as For'mya stepped up to her. “We knew what Martin was planning.” She explained. “Aricia said it would be unbecoming to leave you in such a state that his aura would. She was right.”


For'mya had replaced her clothes with the fleet uniform, but her undergarments were soaked with her passion and if she replaced them, Martin would not be able to function properly or be around her without constantly sniffing her. No doubt this would affect Aricia and Dysea as well, for it seemed to be having a small effect on Cirith. For'mya simply secured them in a bag and sealed them so that their scent did not drive everyone insane.


For'mya leaned over and kissed her squarely on the lips. A kiss that Cirith did not draw away from, but accepted and returned. After a moment they drew apart and For'mya took her hand. “It is so very good to finally meet you.” She stated. 


Cirith nodded with a smile. “And you.” She stated confidently. “The images and visions I have shared with Martin and the others do not do you justice.”


“From what little Eirene and Fedor were able to pass to me however briefly I will say the same for you.” For'mya stated as she took both her hands. “Welcome to our family.”


Cirith’s face beamed. “We should get outside.” She stated. “Martin did not want to stay here longer than necessary because of what this planet represents.”

For'mya nodded and allowed her to lead her down the ramp into the bright sunlight again. For'mya felt the beginnings of tears as she spied both Eirene and Fedor sitting on Martin’s lap, Fedor looking at him with awe in his dark eyes and Eirene stroking the neatly trimmed beard and his long hair with her fingers. This was something For'mya had no power over and when she felt the utter and complete acceptance and clarity between the three of them it made her want to weep. His aura swept around them as tightly as it had any of his children, his actions the same as they had been for all of them. He loved all of his children deeply For'mya knew and there would be no difference with Eirene and Fedor. No difference in any way. She could also feel from Eirene and Fedor the total and complete acceptance of the knowledge that this was their father. This was the man they would forever now call their father. Pusintin would never haunt them, never make them blink and never have any hold over them. They knew just as their blood told them instinctively where the love and knowledge and wisdom of a father would come from.

Muton, Miseo and the other Kavalian Monitors were sitting in a mixed fashion among the members of Martin’s team. That none of them expected to be sitting with the Lycavorian King, a man they had thought was long dead, that was obvious from their expressions. For'mya knew that Martin must have sensed the Pralor blood within them and he was conversing with them in such a way. To Martin they were not Kavalian For'mya saw… to him they were kindred souls because of the Pralor blood that flowed in their veins. Muton was explaining to Martin what had taken place since For'mya had been kidnapped, his honesty sometimes brutal, but necessary. Cirith didn’t hesitate and she directed For'mya to a position on the ground beside Martin. She smiled as his arm went around her and he buried his face in her golden blond hair and inhaled deeply of her sweet orchid scent. The Monitors could do nothing but smile at this obvious display of love and emotion and Muton smiled the widest. Cirith settled onto the ground on Martin’s opposite side and Eirene quickly scooted over into her lap without question. Keeping his head touching For'mya’s, Martin looked at Muton once more.

“So the map to where they went is within the actual bio-mechanical coding of the ship?” Martin asked.


Muton nodded. “My grandmother never left us the knowledge of why they did this before they arrived. Perhaps so that no one who was not at least partially a Pralor could withdraw the information from the ship’s data banks.” He explained. “The many pieces of knowledge were spread out among us and came to us in visions and dreams.”

“But why did it take so long for the ship to reach Elear on the second return?” Martin asked. “Dropping off those who were going to Cabelir I can understand adding a few months, maybe a few years to the trip. But nearly nine millennia?”


Muton shook his head. “I do not know what transpired in that time period, or what made the ship return to Elear in its battered condition.” He stated. “My grandmother and those who went to Cabelir with her never heard from the ship again.”


“Do you think when you get this information it might be there?” Martin asked.


“It is possible. I do not know.” Muton said. “I know it sounds very mystic and far fetched but it is the truth.”


Martin grinned at him. “Hell… mystic and far fetched is the norm for us I’m beginning to notice.”


“Your other mates? For'mya’s fellow Queens? They are at the ship now?” Muton asked.


“The ship was used as an egg chamber while they were here on Elear.” Martin told him.


Muton nodded. “Yes… For'mya told me.”


“You realize there might not be anything left of it?” Martin asked.


“I would need only a fraction of the ship itself.” Muton explained. “At least… at least that is what I feel.”


Martin kissed For'mya warmly, and then ruffled Fedor’s short hair. “Then let’s find out where they are. They were heading for where the ship was and I haven’t heard from them yet.” He released For'mya and then lifted Fedor to his feet before climbing to his own feet and turning to help both For'mya and Cirith.


“Is it far from here?” Miseo asked as he rose.


Martin shook his head. “Two kilometers.” He pointed to the horizon. “You can see the edge of the ridgeline from here. I’ll…” Martin stopped talking when he saw Julie moving towards him rapidly and chattering away into the secure COM set she wore to enhanced their implants. She didn’t hesitate and came right up to him. “Jules?” He asked.


“We got company boss.” Julie said.


“Company?” Muton spoke now moving forward.


Julie nodded. “A Kavalian Task Force just entered the system.” She told them. “It’s led by your brother’s ship. Captain Katsumi says nine ships of the seventeen ships are moving for our location here, another eight are remaining by the old High Coven Jump Gate as a reserve force. They’ll be here in twenty-seven minutes.”


“Fuck!” Martin swore. “They tracked you here!”


“How?” Kapurr asked now. “For'mya jumped us nine times. There is no way they could have tracked us through nine jumps to get here!”


“And I ripped out the transponder before we clear Nefoa’s system Martin.” For'mya spoke.


“They must have some sort of tracking device on the ship itself.” Martin said. “Shit… this is not good.”


“Our people?” Muton exclaimed. “If they are coming from the Gate they will be seen! Even as near to Supya as they are, there will be no way to hide their signature from ships moving so close to the planet!”


 Martin looked at Julie. “Channel?”

“Fourteen.” She answered.


Martin tapped the implant in his jaw and barked the number fourteen. He heard the implant in his ear alter the channel and then he could hear the voices of the ARC ROYAL’s crew in the background. “Captain?”


Akemi’s voice replied instantly and it was actually quite calm. “Milord?”


“What do we have?” Martin asked.


“One GREAT SOUL, which happens to be your brother’s ship.” Akemi answered evenly. “Three DIEROYs and five DIATAGAs. Not good odds Milord. They are moving slowly from the Jump Gate in a standard Kavalian Attack position. They know someone is on the planet. I figured they tracked the Queen’s ship there somehow.”

“How soon before they pass by the ship near Supya?” Martin asked.


“You… you know about that ship Milord?” Akemi asked. “We have been monitoring it but it hasn’t moved.”


“It’s got about three thousand men, women and children on it Akemi. Kavalians with Pralor blood.” Martin told her.


“Fuck me!” Akemi cursed softly.


“Spit the KADENs at me and then move to their location and take them within your Shroud field.” Martin ordered. “You have enough time?”


“Yes Milord.” Her voice replied. “But… but we’ll be leaving you undefended. Milord… I am not comfortable with that.”


“I’m not real comfortable with it either.” Martin told her. “But I’m not going to let three thousand civilians die for no reason. We’ll blow the LEUGERS here on the surface and then all of us will move to the coordinates of the egg chamber. Once we have what we need we’ll launch in the transport, engage our Shrouds and meet you there.”


“We’ll need a channel to talk to them.” Akemi announced. “They see us drop within a hundred meters of them they’ll panic and the game will be up.”


Muton had heard the entire conversation coming from Julie’s small pack and he stepped closer to Martin. “Alpha Nine One Beta Four Three Gamma.” He spoke immediately. “Use the code phrase Home is Heaven’s Gift.”


“Got it!” Akemi barked. “Launching KADENs now. ETA to you eight minutes. I’ll leave our command channel open Milord.”


“Jules is operator.” Martin snapped. “Whatever she says take it as coming from me.”


“Affirmative. ARC ROYAL moving.” Akemi ended their conversation.


Martin dropped his hand and looked around. “Ok… nothing like pulling shit out of our asses to liven things up! Tony… Pablo… I don’t want that ship here six minutes from now!” He ordered.


Pablo nodded his head. “Consider it ashes.” He answered before turning and breaking into a run.


“Muton… send two of your people to help him. Take whatever you brought with you, leave everything else. Anything could be bugged if it was already on that ship.” Martin spoke. 


Muton didn’t need to speak as Kapurr and another Monitor broke from their group and followed the two Lycavorians. Martin tapped his implant and called out another channel before speaking.

“Endy… get your ass up and here! We got Kavalian inbound and they ain’t going to be looking for dates!” Martin snapped.


“Shit! They just couldn’t let us have our own party could they?” Endith’s voice filled his ear. “Spooling now! Three minutes to your location!” 


Martin turned back to Muton and was about to speak when his face grimaced, and he, For'mya, Cirith and even Fedor and Eirene visibly bent over and reached for their heads.


BELOVED! Aricia’s voice echoed within Mindvoice with enough power to make all of them cringe. Beloved we need you!
DRAGON EGG CHAMBER


This is it! Arzoal’s voice exclaimed. Her massive body moved around the huge slab of granite that now blocked their path in the widened tunnel. Aricia child… Dysea… this is it! I remember the indentations along the walls here. These are conduits that the drones used. The chamber’s south entrance was here!


 Sister are you sure? Helen asked.

Arzoal was examining the slab of granite with keen eyes. Yes. She replied. Absolutely. There were three entrances into the chamber. The south, the north and an alternate entrance that exited to the deck below the chamber.


“Wow!” Kenny commented as his hands ran along the surface of the slab. “This is one big piece of rock.”


Cody was moving along the opposite wall near the slab that blocked their path and he moved right up to where the rock had imbedded itself into the bio-mechanical bulkhead of the ship. He pulled a small light from his combat harness and shown it on the crevice. His eyes grew a little wider. “Dy? Look at this.” Cody called out turning to where Dysea stood next to Iriral. It was the nickname they had given her many years ago when they were building Eden City and it had stuck for many of them.


Dysea moved over next to Cody, Iriral just behind her. “Cody?”

“Look at the way the bulkhead conforms around the rock.” He stated. “There are no tears in the seams. No crushed wall.”


“Yes… so.” Dysea said.


Cody drew his hand back from where it had been touching the bulkhead. “Put your hand there.” He said.


Dysea moved closer and did as he said. She emerald eyes grew wide. “There is… there is a small vibration.” She exclaimed.


Cody nodded. “There is still power to this ship.” He stated.


How can that be? Arzoal asked as she moved up.


Cody looked at her. “I don’t know Elder Mother. But that is not a normal vibration. There is still power to this ship and it is being generated from somewhere else.”


“Hey… check this out!” Kenny called. The floor plating is loose here.”

They all turned to see him on his stomach at the base of where the slab of rock met the floor. It appeared as if half his body was under the slab now.


“Kenny no!” Aricia called. “The rock could shift and crush you!”


They watched as his body twisted and turned and then he was on his back. “Shit… this slab of rock ain’t going nowhere.” He spoke as Aricia and Cody squatted next to his legs. “There are weird looking support lines of some sort running under the rock. I can see about twenty meters in front of me and they extend in almost every direction.”


“Natural supports like in a cave in Kenny?” Cody asked.


“Not unless each of these things came down in their exact position.” Kenny answered as he shifted and held his hand down his body. “Give me your light Cody. I think there is another opening in the deck in front of me. There is a faint light coming from it.”


Cody extended his arm up the side of Kenny’s leg until he felt his hand and then he placed the small light into the palm. “How far in front of you?” Cody asked.

“Just past where I can make out these support beams.” Kenny answered as he drew his arm forward and shined the light in front of him, his head leaning back enough so that he could see. “Man… the whole bottom of this rock is covered in them. They extend into the bulkhead on either side. It’s like they form a seat for this puppy of a boulder.”


“A seat?” Aricia asked.


“Yeah! I can see where the edges of the bulkhead breached and are bent inward or jagged from impact.” Kenny echoed. “These lines running along the bottom of this rock are different. They aren’t the same color or composition. It’s almost as if they… hey what’s this?”


“Kenny?” Aricia snapped. “What is what?”


They saw his body shift further forward. “There’s definitely a light coming from beneath this rock. There appears to be a giant hole in the deck up ahead of me. These bio-mechanical supports are keeping the slab from dropping anymore. Some of them appear to be anchored into the bulkhead on the sides. I can’t move forward anymore but…”


They heard the sound of shifting rock and rendered steel and then Kenny’s body dropped away and vanished into fully under the slab of rock. “Holy shiiitt!” Kenny’s voice echoed softly in the corridor.


“Kenny!” Aricia screamed diving into the opening without thought. She began to slip and slid down the deck, as it appeared whatever part of the floor he had been resting on was gone. Cody and Dysea grabbed for her legs as she moved and they caught her before she too fell out of sight. “Kenny!” Aricia’s wolf eyes shifted her scope of vision and she tried to search using different spectrums of light to penetrate the darkness in front of her.

“I’m ok!” Kenny’s voice called from what sounded like a good thirty meters away. “Shit that hurt!”


“Are you hurt?” Aricia barked.


“No! I landed on my ass and it hurt!” Kenny shouted back. “The floor is… the floor is warm and it’s fucking sticky!”


Sticky? Arzoal commented as she moved closer.


“Yeah. Shit… like some kind of goo or something. And it’s warm to the touch!” Kenny snapped. “Let me get my own light out now. I lost Cody’s. Hold on. There’s fresh air down here Aricia! It’s cooler too.”


Aricia saw a flash of bright light and she smiled. “I can see your light!” She exclaimed.


“Yeah I just flashed in front of the hole I fell through.” Kenny said. “Looks like the edges closer to the big hole are weaker.” Kenny shifted his light upwards and he could make out the bottom of that slab of rock above him about twenty to thirty meters. “I can see the slab above me and I can see your shadows when I flash the light up. Man this is weird.”


“What?” Dysea called from beside Aricia now while still holding tightly to her leg.


Kenny looked at the wall closest to him intently. “This section of wall I’m looking at matches the same section up where you are.” He stated thoughtfully. “Arzoal… where was the core in relation to the egg chamber?”


The engine core would have been two decks above the chamber and another five to six hundred meters further towards the rear of the ship. Arzoal answered. 


“Saoi nubous!” Kenny gasped. “Holy fucking shit!”


“Kenny!” Aricia screamed. “Kenny what’s wrong?”


“Aricia… the Skipper said Andro felt something. Like echoes. Dozens of them right?” Kenny questioned.


“Yes! So!” Aricia snapped. 


“And he’s a Talon Guardian right. Protector of the dragon species and all. Him and the Skipper both?” Kenny spoke.


“Kenny… what are you fucking saying?” Aricia screamed now.


“Ahh… well… I don’t know for sure… but I think I might have found what the Skipper’s boy and his dragon were feeling.” Kenny said as he panned his light down onto the floor of the room he was in.


“Kenny damn you!” Dysea shouted. “Speak plain!”

“Eggs!” Kenny barked. “Dragon eggs! And lots of them!”


Aricia did the only thing that came to her mind at that moment. BELOVED! She bellowed out within Mindvoice with all of her power. Beloved we need you!
