CHAPTER EIGHTY-ONE

NEW CAPITAL CITY OF YDARE
RULING COVEN ASSEMBLY BUILDING

GRAND MEETING CHAMBER


They were the most powerful members of the High Coven behind only Aikiro herself. The Ventash’ma. The most loyal families who supported her and Veldruk throughout the years. All of them were purebloods and all of them were over twenty thousand years old. Since the news of Aikiro’s death had come, there had been much backroom dealing and pressuring for power. All of them knew Yuri to be quick to anger and much more emotionally unstable and none of them wanted to get on her bad side. Now however, rumors were beginning to circulate. Rumors that she was dead herself, rumors that she would not be returning and rumors that she would be returning, only to assassinate the entire Ruling Coven. These rumors, along with many other factors, had brought them all together for this meeting. It was a simple matter since many resided here in the building anyway. Sixteen of the Ventash’ma were in favor of Yuri returning simply because with her in power, their majority would provide them more power. Thirteen were for naming a new ruler before Yuri was able to return and consolidate her power, while seven were waiting to see which side proved stronger before throwing their support behind them. It made for a lively setting within the room as the men and women gathered once more to discuss what was happening across the planet… and in some cases across the entire High Coven on many different planets.

“…happening on all our major colony worlds and it is spilling over here now.” The man spoke. “Massive demonstrations demanding changes! One began here in Ydare not an hour ago. Thousands of our people are filling the streets! Young and old!”

“It is the younger generations.” Another spoke. “They are driving this.”

“No.” The woman said now. “Not anymore. Now it is of all ages. Have you looked in the streets today? They are demanding accountability from us! They are demanding to know why the Empress acted as she did with the Lycavorian Union and they were told otherwise publicly! They are incensed that any hope for peace is lost! All of you know as well as I that there are millions across the Coven who no longer consider the Lycavorians our enemies. They want to make amends for our actions in the past! Peace and friendship with them…”


“There can be no peace between us now.” One of the older men spoke softly from near the head of the table many of them turning to look at him. His name was Datarik and he was one of the most ardent supporters of change on the Ventash’ma. His family was one of the largest and most respected among the Purebloods and his words carried much weight, even with Aikiro when she was alive, for she could not risk killing him or any in his family. “The Kavalian dogs butchered Martin Leonidas! He was the only true check on his son. He was the only one who could possibly control him. With him now dead… Androcles Leonidas will come for us sooner or later because of what Aikiro sanctioned and allowed to happen to his sister. How many reports have we read about him and his role within their family?”


“And we will defeat him just as we have the Kavalians these last years!” Ventash'ma Nedoli snarled. 


Datarik looked at him with obvious disgust in his eyes. “Defeat him Nedoli?” He spoke in anger. “Have you read the unedited intelligence reports on him? Not the ones we make public… but the ones only our senior people see? We will never see him coming Nedoli! And he is nothing like the Kavalian fools we have fought these last years! He will come from… he will come from everywhere, from anywhere, and we will not know he is here until we lie dying in pools of our own blood!” Datarik snapped back. “He is not his father! Martin Leonidas was, at least in some ways, predictable in his actions! He did not raise his son in this way however. Nor any of his children. Androcles Leonidas is as predictable as the wind! You have seen the reports about what Aikiro allowed! What they did to his sister! He will come for us I tell you! And he will have blood in his eyes!”


Nedoli shook his head. “You think too highly of the Union animals Datarik. You always have.” He spoke. 


“The question before us now is how long do we wait?” Ventash'ma Anebal spoke from her chair. She was also one of the more moderate Ventash'ma, and was in support of calling for a new leader of the High Coven. “We have heard nothing from Yuri or Moran. How long do we wait until we act?”


“Our troops can put down these demonstrations with ease.” Nedoli spoke.


“We are not dictators Nedoli! And we can not use violence on our own people! Veldruk did this is the past once and look where it got us? Four million dead! Even he would no longer send troops against our people after that time.” Datarik snapped at him. “Our people are making their voices heard! Purebloods and turned alike! We need to heed what they want or no matter what we do, it will crumble around us! We can no longer cling to the old ways of doing things. The outside influence is too great now.”


“We are the High Coven!” Nedoli ranted. “We are the Ruling assembly! The people must listen to us!”


“They seem to be doing such a wonderful job listening to us now.” Anebal said. “These demonstrations are happening everywhere! The people are enraged, as Riara and Datarik have told us. How many of us knew Aikiro would do what she did? How many of you would have counseled her against such an approach? How would any of you react if this had taken place to a child of yours?” Anebal shook her head. “I would be… I would be filled with savage anger had the Union done this to my child. We cannot fight the Union and the Kavalians at the same time. Uoi'nota… we can barely hold our own against the Kavalians!” (Hell)

“That is not true!” Nedoli barked. “We have survived this long!”


“We have fought a defensive war only!” Datarik spoke quickly. “We have done nothing but respond to Kavalian attacks and try to hold on to what we have.”


“Is that not a victory?” Nedoli asked.


“Until the Kavalians overwhelm us with pure numbers.” Riara spoke once more. “We can not match the speed in which they make their clones. Our process is more thorough… much more refined. We want our cloned soldiers to be able to think and act on their own. The Kavalians have no such desire.”


“We can not continue on this path.” Anebal said. “We must act before Yuri returns.”


“What you speak of is treason!” Nedoli shouted.


“Do you see what is happening around us?” Anebal nearly screamed as she rose to her feet and motioned with her arm to the massive window. “Our people are revolting before us!” She moved to the window while looking at Nedoli. “We do not know if we can trust our very own military, for many believe we have gone too far Nedoli! That we did nothing while Aikiro pursued only more power. Do we even know half of what she has done since assuming power?  Her actions have unleashed our doom Nedoli! Datarik is correct in his assessment of that! Androcles Leonidas will offer no mercy and he will come for all of us eventually. His reach is more than his father’s was because he is not shackled by his father any longer. And he is far crueler than Martin Leonidas ever was.”


“He can not even get the support of his own people.” Nedoli snapped. “They are weak within the Union. Allowing Keleru and Pusintin to pursue their agenda because of a child that Pusintin produced when he raped the elven Queen? They are actually voting on that? Their military is unfocused with the loss of Leonidas, their politicians divided. They are no threat to us.”

“And that is what we thought with his grandfather Resumar.” Datarik spoke softly. “And look where that led us.”


Anebal looked out the huge window as Nedoli started into another rant and she tuned his voice out. Her dark eyes took in the mass of people far below that filled the streets. They were no more than specks from this height, but they filled every crevice and street below as they surrounded the Assembly Building. Her eyes caught the shadows of movement further up and they cut to the area between several tall skyscrapers. She had seen movement there she was sure, but all lifter traffic this close to the Assembly Building was forbidden. There should not be any traffic this high up, or so close to the building. She glanced at the face of the Immortal who stood a meter away and saw nothing but an impassive wall. His eyes met hers, but the natural MV shielding ability of the Akruxian people prevented her from detecting any of his surface thoughts. She turned back to look out the window once more but saw nothing between the buildings and she turned back to the table.

She did not see the Immortal turned his head ever so slightly and look at his comrade standing ten meter away by the massive double doors. That Immortal nodded slowly, his hand dropping to his side and pressing a button on the portable command panel he wore on his belt. The small red light that signified the locked position of the entrance faded quickly to be replaced by the green light.


Entrance into the inner chamber was now allowed from the outside.


The Immortal Duty Officer turned when he saw his Colonel exit the large elevator with six additional Immortals of the Ventash'ma Guard and another half dozen cloaked figures. His duty was to prevent entrance into the Meeting Chamber while the Ventash'ma was present and he turned to face Co'kal as he approached rapidly. 


“Colonel!” He spoke crisply. “The Ventash'ma is in session.”


Co'kal stopped in front of the man. “You must unseal the doors Va'gek.” He said.


“Colonel… I cannot. You know this. The Ventash'ma do not allow entry while they are in session.” Va'gek’s eyes darted behind his Colonel at the other figures, their faces partially hidden by the cowls they wore. 


“The interior doors have already been released Va'gek.” Co'kal spoke to him. “Check for yourself.”


Va'gek turned and looked at the panel on the wall beside the door. His eyes grew a little wider when he realized that the interior security doors had indeed been unsealed. There had been no alarm however, and that meant that the alarm had been disabled. Va'gek turned quickly back to his Colonel. 


“Is this another drill Colonel?” He asked hesitantly. “The interior security doors are never unlocked while the Ventash'ma are in session.”


“This is no drill Va'gek.” Co'kal spoke. “Events are… events are changing my friend. We need to act in order to save what we have. What we desire.”


Va'gek looked at him nervously as his hand moved lower to his weapon. “What… what do you mean sir?”


Co'kal stepped closer to him. “It is time to change the path we are on Va'gek.” He spoke. “Or we will be lost forever. Open the doors.”


Va'gek instantly drew his sidearm and stepped back from Co'kal. “I… I cannot do that Colonel!” He hissed.


Co'kal simply stared at his officer. “You are the Duty Watch Officer Va'gek. Only you have the code to open the outer doors. The others will not follow you.”


Va'gek glanced to his left and right and saw that the other three Immortals stationed with him had not budged from their positions or drawn their weapons. He turned back to Co'kal. “What is going on here?” He demanded. “Who are these hidden individuals with you? Reveal yourselves or I will activate the alarms and alert the entire building!”


Co'kal began to step forward but the largest cloaked figure reached out and held him back. Va'gek watched as the hands rose and threw back the cowl to reveal a face Va'gek never imagined he would see in person. A face that was so very different than what he had seen in old vids, but a face that could not be mistaken.


“Cha'talla!” He almost shouted.


Cha'talla moved forward two steps as the gun came to rest pointed at his chest. “I know it is your duty to keep everyone from within this room Va'gek.” He spoke. “I too once stood in your shoes long ago. Now however… now it is time to free our people and those who think as we do. We can only do that if you allow us entry.”


“You… you are a traitor! A traitor to our people!” Va'gek stammered.


“A traitor in whose eyes Va'gek?” Cha'talla asked calmly. “In your eyes or the eyes of the men and women within the room you guard?”


“My duty…”


Va'gek shifted his weapon to the much smaller figure as it moved up next to Cha'talla and his eyes grew even larger when Narice drew back her cowl and looked at him. “Your duty is to the High Coven Va'gek.” She spoke.


“Princess… Princess Narice!” He gasped.


“Your duty is to the High Coven Va'gek.” Narice spoke. “That is the oath you swore when you became part of the Ventash'ma Guard. I know this. Does your oath extend to the High Coven as a whole, or just the men and women within that room?”


“Princess… you… you have been declared a…” Va'gek was confused beyond anything he had ever experienced.


“A traitor… yes I know.” Narice spoke. “Why then am I here attempting to save the Coven Va'gek? Why am I trying to save my people and yours from continuing down a path that will lead to their destruction?”


“The… the Ventash'ma… they…”


“They are part of the problem Va'gek.” Narice told him softly as she stepped closer to him without fear. “Many of them supported my mother in her destruction path towards this end. Not all of them are bad I know… but right now they impede the survival of my people. And yours as well.”


“Va'gek… in seventeen minutes Androcles Leonidas will unleash his fury upon the High Coven for what Aikiro allowed to happen. For what she did to his sister.” Cha'talla spoke. “The first of his acts we cannot stop… but it will be the first of many such events unless we act.”


“You lie!” Va'gek snarled. “He could not have gone undetected by our defenses! He would not dare!”


“Oh… he would dare Va’gek.” Narice spoke calmly. “I am the proud, Blessed Wife to his brother Arrarn Va'gek. I have lived among them for months now, experiencing all the things we could have. But I am also vampire and part of the Coven. I do not wish to see them fade into obscurity.” Va'gek’s eyes grew wider still when he saw the third individual throw back the cowl on his cloak and Arrarn stepped up beside Narice. She took his large hand within hers without hesitation. “I guarantee you that Androcles would dare. How is it that we are here now Va'gek?” Narice asked him calmly. “No one has detected us. Even now… our dragons and their riders come closer to this building and they have not been detected. We do not wish to destroy Va'gek… we want to save the Coven. Save all of us!”


Co'kal came up beside her. “Unlock the door Va'gek.” He said softly. He motioned to where Ki'nuq stood to the side and it was that moment when Felisa dropped her cowl and stood beside her Immortal husband proudly. Co'kal smiled at this action as he looked back to Va'gek. “Unlock the doors and help us to take back our future Immortal.”


All of the Ventash'ma turned when the large double doors opened into their meeting chamber and another dozen Immortals moved into the massive room with speed and precision. 
They began taking up stations around the room with their weapons out, even as the dozen Immortals who had already been in the room did the same. Nedoli was the one who came to his feet.


“What is the meaning of this?” He demanded. “What is going on? You are not allowed in here!”


“There are many things we are not allowed.” Co'kal’s voice echoed as he strode into the room. 
It was happening quickly, and Co'kal had been willingly swept up in the storm. Cha'talla had returned to save his people. The most famous Immortal in their people’s history, one whose exploits and sacrifice could never be obscured, and he had not forsaken them. This fact alone had caused Co'kal’s chest to swell with hope and pride. And then seeing the pureblood Felisa as she absently stroked Ki'nuq’s head in a manner that could only be construed as a Blessed Wife to her husband while they had planned for this action. The way Princess Narice held herself, how she pressed close to her Lycavorian and elf husband. The future was right in front of them for the taking and Co'kal, as old and grizzled as he was; as many deaths he had committed and seen, he was not going to let this pass by. “That will begin to change this day.”


Datarik rose slowly to his feet beside Nedoli and placed his hand on Nedoli’s arm to quiet him. There was something going on here. The Immortals had never burst into this chamber in all the millennia he had been a member of the Ventash'ma. Datarik also had a healthy respect for the Akruxian Immortals who guarded them. “Colonel Co'kal… explain yourself.” He spoke calmly and evenly. “Your actions are… they are not normal.”

Co'kal stopped at the edge of the table and looked at Datarik. The pureblood Datarik had always treated him and his men with respect. Perhaps not as an equal… but he had never gone out of his way to demean them in any fashion. Datarik had also insured that many of his men were well educated and he had done this of his own accord.


“These are not… they are not normal times now Ventash'ma Datarik.” Co'kal spoke slowly but with respect for the man. “I ask your forgiveness in advance for what I am going to do.”


“Co'kal what…”


“Secure their weapons now!” Co'kal barked to his men. “Search all of them for hidden blades and transmitters! If they refuse… subdue them! Va'gek… secure the COM array and lock out all users except yourself! Go!”


The Immortals present fell upon the members of the Ventash'ma with unerring speed. These Immortals were among the few within the High Coven who had been trained to combat vampires when they blurred. While most of the Ventash'ma remained frozen in their spots unable to comprehend what was going on, several of them blurred in motion to try and escape. Nedoli was among them and he wrapped the shadows around himself and blurred directly for the double doors which he saw were oddly unguarded. It was a mistake he would painfully regret. Appearing from either side of the double doors as he reached the entrance were more Immortals, but Immortals that looked different. It was Ki'nuq’s arm however that smashed across his chest and brought him to a crunching halt as the shadows unwrapped from around his body and he was lifted into the air and dropped to the hard floor with jarring impact. Nedoli began to try and rise but froze when he felt the barrel of the weapon jammed into his chest and the cold words spoken with a voice he knew well.


“Do not move!”


“Felisa!” He gasped.


“Don’t make me shoot you father.” Felisa spoke as she pressed the K12 she had been given harder into his chest. “No one needs to die… but I will shoot you to protect what I have come to love.”


“What… what are you doing?” Nedoli stammered.


Felisa glanced at Ki'nuq. “Get him back with the others my husband. But try not to hurt him.” She spoke as Ki'nuq bent over and yanked Nedoli to his feet. 


“This way Ventash'ma Nedoli.” Ki'nuq snarled.


“Husband!” Nedoli nearly shouted as Ki'nuq dragged him back into the larger room. 


Felisa nodded her head and smiled. “Yes father. My Blessed husband.” She answered as she followed.


Felisa held her K12 tightly as she saw the Ventash'ma she knew as Morar standing by the massive window overlooking the city and holding the gun on several Immortals in front of him. She stopped next to Ki'nuq where he held her father.

“Enough!” Morar screamed. “Stop this now! No one move!”


Co'kal held up his hand from his spot near the table and froze his men from action. “We are not here for bloodshed!” He barked.


“You will release them!” Morar demanded as his eyes darted back and forth. “You will release them and submit to punishment for violating your oaths!”


“Ventash'ma Morar… we can not do that.” Co'kal spoke calmly.


Datarik looked at him from where he stood, an Immortal on either side of him. “Co'kal… what is going on? Why are you doing this?” He exclaimed with wide eyes. “Moran will have all your remaining people executed for these actions! Is this what you want?”


Co'kal looked at him. “Admiral Moran will do nothing.” He spoke. “He is a non-factor in what we do here today!”


“Release them Co'kal!” Morar shouted. “I will… I will kill you and as many of your vile kind as I can before I fall!”


“You will kill no more of my people scum!” The harsh voice rose above the turmoil in the room and they all turned to see Cha'talla enter the chamber his face a mask of anger and long suppressed hate.


“A l'phraktos!” Anebal nearly shouted. “Cha'talla!” (By the gods)


“I remember you Ventash'ma Morar!” Cha'talla snarled as he stopped only a few meters away from the man. “You who ordered the deaths of hundreds of Immortals through the centuries! You who supported Veldruk in the conquering and subjugation of my people and so many others! I know you well scum!”

“Stay back dog!” Morar screamed. “I will shoot you like the animal you are!”


Cha'talla’s face took on a look of feral anger and the smile that split his thin lips was anything but pleasant. “I think not.” He growled. “You will be the first of the old leaders that will die this day.” He stood up straight. “Lynom!”


All eyes in the room darted to where Morar stood as they saw the shadows unwrap just behind him to reveal the very large Immortal with skin similar to Cha'talla’s. That an Immortal had been able to so skillfully use the shadows and they not detect him was amazing. Beside him was a stunning half elven female with strangely colored blond and black hair and they all watched as Lynom drove the blade of his Immortal sword clean through Morar’s chest as As'hia grabbed his wrist, twisted the weapon towards the ceiling and snapped the bones in his arm with her combined elf and wolf strength.


“Vollenth!” Cha'talla roared.


The Ventash'ma in the room could only watch in sheer terror as a greenish yellow scaled monster rose into view outside the massive window and sank his talons into the frame of the building. Dragon talons were designed to be able to allow the dragon to attach itself to almost any surface. They were thick and razor sharp and very nearly unbreakable. It was a simple matter for Vollenth to sink his talons into the metal of the building and then he closed his eyes before smashing his huge head through the thick glass, the large sections of glass bouncing off his armored scales. Lynom withdrew his sword just as Vollenth’s massive jaws opened and snapped shut on Morar’s body and hauled him screaming out of the main chamber. He whipped his head out and all of them saw his body flailing madly until Vollenth released him in a shower of blood. Even Co'kal and the Immortals in the room were shocked as first Deneth and then Viera impacted the side of the building and attached themselves to it smashing aside the thick glass and allowing the wind to begin whipping through the chamber. Then they could see dozens of dragons filling the sky near the top of the building, all of them with riders as they circled lazily in the sky.


“No more Cha'talla.” Narice’s voice caused all of them to turn as she entered the chamber now. Gusts of wind filled the chamber from the shattered window and buffeted their clothing as she walked confidently up to the table. Her dark eyes moved to where Deneth watched her carefully through the opening in the glass he had smashed, his head now halfway into the chamber ready to burn any who threatened his Bonded Sister. 


“Princess Narice!” Datarik exclaimed in shock.


Narice ignored him as she walked to where Deneth’s head extended into the building. She reached up and placed her hand flat on his snout to the awestruck gasps of the Ventash'ma in the room. “We will handle it from here my brother.” Narice said looking at Deneth and pressing her upper body against his muzzle.   


Let us burn them Narice! Vollenth exclaimed as Cha'talla moved up to where his head also extended into the main chamber. They deserve no less!


Narice looked at Vollenth. No. We will need some of them as much as I wish to do exactly what you say. Not all of them are bad. We must do this as we planned. She turned back to Deneth. Go now and do as we discussed.

Deneth blinked his eyes and nodded his huge head slightly. Call if you need me my sister. He spoke.


Narice smiled. Always.


This is for the best Vollenth my brother. Cha'talla spoke reaching up to touch his muzzle. Vollenth looked at his Bonded Brother and slowly calmed down, the anger that had been flowing through both of them slowly bleeding away and he nodded his head as well. Stand ready though… just in case.


With a trumpet of acknowledgement Vollenth nodded and then released his talons from the building and fell away with Deneth and Viera just seconds after him. Narice turned back to face the Ventash'ma… all of whom now looked stunned, and very frightened.


“Ventash'ma Morar’s body hitting the streets below will not be pretty… but it will be a sign to our people that change has arrived.” Narice said softly. 


“How did you… how did you get here?” Nedoli barked looking at her. “You… you are a traitor to the Coven! You… arrest her!”


“Shut up father!” Felisa snapped from her spot beside Ki'nuq. “Before someone cuts your tongue from your mouth!”


Narice moved away from the huge window and looked at Co'kal as the wind whipped around her. “Colonel… the kinetic barriers please.” She asked.


Co'kal nodded and moved around the table, pushing one of the Ventash'ma aside and entering a command on the console. Instantly clear shimmering kinetic barrier shields erected around the windows and silenced the howling of the gusting wind. Narice smiled as she moved towards the head of the table. She looked at Datarik.


“Ventash'ma Datarik.” She spoke politely. Her eyes moved to Anebal. “Ventash'ma Anebal. It is good to see you again. Where is Ventash'ma Riara? He…” Her eyes moved to where the older man was sitting on his butt on the other side of the table. “Ventash'ma Riara… why are you down there?”


Riara turned as he felt the arms and hands begin to help him to his feet and his eyes grew wide when he realized they were the hands and arms of the half elf half Lycavorian Arrarn Leonidas. All of them know who Martin Leonidas’s children were… though they did not fear all of them as they feared Androcles. Riara held Arrarn’s arm as he got to his feet, meeting Arrarn’s dark eyes when he was finally on his feet. 


“Thank… thank you.” He stated.


Arrarn nodded. “Sir.” He said respectfully.


“You are a traitor!” Nedoli snarled. “A traitor to your people! When your sister returns she will watch you bleed out for your crimes!”


Narice looked at him. “What crimes would those be Ventash'ma Nedoli?” Narice asked. “The crime of wanting more than what this life brought me? The crime of wanting to discover what life was like outside the restraints of the High Coven?”

“You betrayed your mother!” Nedoli snapped. “You betrayed your sister! Your people! You… you lay with this half breed animal! With another female! You spit on your father by these actions!”


Narice glanced at Arrarn as he came up beside her with a grin. She smiled lovingly at him and looked back to Nedoli. “I won’t begin to describe to you what happens when I lay with my Blessed Husband and our Du'ased mrannd'ssinss lu''ranndi. It would boggle your mind the things we do to each other. And I would gladly spit on my father if he were here for he was just as blind as you are now!” (Blessed lover and wife)


Nedoli glared at Felisa as she chuckled openly at Narice’s response. He turned back to Narice. “Coven Security forces will come here!” He shouted. “They will know these Immortal scum have betrayed us and they will come! As will your sister!”


Narice met his eyes and smiled at him. “And just how do you think they will penetrate this building when I have forty dragons and riders waiting to greet them Ventash'ma Nedoli?” Narice asked calmly. “Do you think I came here alone with Cha'talla and my husband to accomplish our task?”


“You will accomplish nothing but your own deaths!” Nedoli barked.


“I don’t know…” Arrarn said with a grin. “We’ve done pretty well so far. We’re here aren’t we?”

“You will not live out this day!” Another Ventash'ma snapped now.


“Yeah… I’ve heard that before too.” Arrarn chortled.


“Have you come here to kill us Princess?” Datarik asked. His voice was neutral… but there was an undercurrent of fear and distaste in them. “To take vengeance on your people for what you perceived we failed at?”


Narice looked at him. “Ventash'ma Datarik… there are very few among the Ventash'ma that hold my respect… you and Ventash'ma’s Anebal and Riara are among the few.” She told him. “I am not here to kill anyone. Ventash'ma Morar chose his path and he paid the price. As you no doubt noticed… our dragons are very protective of us.”


Datarik’s eyes grew wide and he looked at Cha'talla quickly. He looked back to Narice. “He was… he is Bonded to the dragon?” He gasped.


Narice nodded. “There are many things that we never sought to discover about those who have been our guardians through the millennia.” Narice told him. “I am still discovering these things because of Cha'talla and those who follow him. Those who see things differently.” She looked at him. “Felisa is only one of many who have taken Immortals as their Blessed husbands Ventash'ma Datarik. I only discovered just how many had chosen to go against the laws of the Coven when I myself chose to follow my heart.”


Nedoli stared at his daughter. His youngest daughter and the thoughts of her consorting with the monster beside her disgusted him like nothing else. “How could you?” He almost shouted. “You betrayed me! Betrayed your kind! You are a Pureblood!”


“I betrayed no one!” Felisa snarled at her father. “I followed my heart! Ki'nuq treats me like I am a precious jewel… not a trophy! I fought my feelings because of you father. I fought them until I was so torn inside it made me sick. Until finally I decided that my happiness was more important to me than your reputation. I have been Ki'nuq’s Blessed Wife for six years father! The happiest six years of my life! And there are far more unions like ours than any of you could possibly imagine! Because all of you are too blind to see where the future leads us!”

“We direct and decide the future of our people!” Nedoli screamed. “Not the… not the influence of these Immortal scum and those outside our species!”


“Then you will be given a choice today Ventash'ma Nedoli.” Narice spoke once more drawing his attention back to her. “A choice on which path the High Coven will follow into the future.”


“Princess…” Anebal began.


“Do not call her that!” Nedoli barked. “She is no Princess of the Coven! She has been tainted by these… by these Lycavorian animals! By him!” He pointed at Arrarn.


Arrarn leaned close to Narice, his lips beside her neck and he nuzzled her skin. “I have tainted you oh mighty Princess.” He spoke in a seductive voice mocking Nedoli.


Narice’s eyes closed for the briefest of moments and she reveled in Arrarn’s physical touch and his MV resonance as it filtered through her. A smile split her lips and she opened her eyes once more, playfully slapping his leg to get him to stop. She looked at Nedoli, stunned herself at Arrarn’s actions in the face of the danger that surrounded them. Once more she found herself in awe of the spirit and will of the man who had swept her up within his arms so easily and stolen all she was. All Toria was. A spirit and will that Narice knew was matched by every Lycavorian within his family and outside his family. Across the entire Union. A spirit she now wished for her people to see and experience for themselves.

“If what you call a taint allows me to experience and feel what I have felt these last months Ventash'ma Nedoli… then I gladly will allow that taint to run within my veins forever.” Narice spoke. She took a deep breath then and moved around to the head of the table. “Now however we have other, more pressing concerns.” She looked at Cha'talla.

“Four minutes.” He spoke.


Narice nodded. “Ventash'ma Datarik, Anebal… all of you. Please… return to your seats.” Narice told them. “In four minutes you will need to make a decision. A choice that will decide whether the High Coven lives or dies. One choice will provide a future for the Coven… the other will see me leave just as I arrived… and your fates will be sealed forever. I will no longer be willing or able to stop the tempest that is about to descend upon you for what my mother allowed to happen. In four minutes you will decide whether you live or die.”

ARIZONA-CLASS STRIKE CARRIERS
HORNET, BISMARCK 


Janon sat in his command chair on the bridge of the HORNET silently contemplating his next actions. No Union ship had ever been so deep within High Coven space, let alone sitting not so far away from their homeworld. Stretched before them on their main monitor was the massive research space station in orbit of Uzu Ozeib 7, as well as what amounted to an entire Strike Force of unsuspecting High Coven warships ranging from the two BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts to countless frigates. The crews of both the HORNET and the BISMARCK were on edge, waiting to be discovered. They were professionals however, and Janon had no doubts that they would do their jobs and do them well. 

Janon looked at the man who had once been captain of this ship and now was his XO as he came up to him. “Two minutes forty-five seconds.” He said as he stopped beside Janon’s chair and met his eyes.


“We have to make the first strike count.” Janon spoke as he rose to his feet. “No misses and no duds.”


His XO nodded. “The crews have checked and rechecked the loads. We’re ready.” He looked at the monitor. “I never thought in all my years I would see the vampire homeworld. It is not… it is not what I expected.”

Janon nodded. “Nor did I.” He said.


“Think this will work?” His XO asked turning back to him.


“If it doesn’t do what Androcles wants then it will at least make them pause before responding. If they do at all.” Janon said. “The intelligence reports state the Coven is in a state of flux when it comes to their government. Their military is in similar disarray though not on as large a scale.”


“Let’s hope that gives us another advantage.” His XO spoke. He held out the data pad. “We received confirmation from Admiral Pontal. He is standing by and will seize the outer rim shipyards the moment we begin our attack. Princess Narice and General Cha'talla are also ready and standing by.”


Janon nodded as he took the pad and looked around the bridge. “Very well.” He said softly. “All flight crews to their stations! I want us emptied of fighters in less than a minute. Squadron Commanders will assume their attack plans and roll in. The BISMARCK will target the BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts. All port batteries to target the station. All starboard batteries to free targeting. Let’s make this happen!”


“We’ll be early Janon.” The man said.


“Early bird gets the worm.” Janon spoke with a smile. “A phrase I learned from Miranda Lorian.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

HELLBOUND 


The Duty Officer was bored.


Most of the crew was bored. They had finished with their science refit and were now awaiting orders to return to their fleet. They had been waiting for nearly two weeks now, and it was beginning to tax the patience of the officers and crew. In activity normally did that. Half the crew had been released to go to the surface, the other half going through the motions of doing their jobs. The bridge of the HELLBOUND was only half staffed even though it was just past 1300 hours. Even the captain was on the surface trying to figure out when they could leave. The HELLBOUND was still attached to the shipyard docking arms of the research station. The young lieutenant had never seen the area around Uzu Ozeib 7 so bare of ships. Normally their was an entire Fleet Group assigned to protect the planet, but since the Kavalians had invaded twenty-seven years ago, that practice had long since stopped. The ships and crews were needed elsewhere. 


He had just put his feet up on the control panel and lifted the mug of fresh blood to his lips when several alarms began sounding at once. He groaned as the skeleton bridge crew reacted slowly and the female sensor operator turned to her station from where she was chatting with another female. She shook her head and moved back to her station and the Duty Officer saw her body go rigid.


“Vith uns'aa
!” She cried out as she practically threw herself into her chair. “Contacts! Contacts! Vith… dozens of them! Appearing all over!”

The Duty Officer sprang to his feet. “Kavalian!” He screamed as he rushed across the bridge to her station.


“Negative! Negative! Union contacts! LEONIDAS IIAs! NOVA-Class! Shu! Two contacts bearing 2368.9! Unknown at this time but emanating Union power signatures! The power signatures are…”


“What? What?” The DO screamed.


“I’ve never seen anything like them before!” She barked.

“General Quarters! Battle Stations!”


“We only have a skeleton crew!” Another officer screamed. “The Captain is on the surface!”

“We’re sitting ducks!” The DO shouted. “Launch fighters! Starboard batteries to…”


“The fucking gun crews are on leave!” The second officer shouted.


“Vith! Vith! Vith!” The sensor operator screamed. “They’re locking us up! Missiles! Missiles! Unknown designation!”


The High Coven Duty Officer did the only thing he could think of. It was more an act of cowardice, but it was an act that would earn him praise in the future and a new position.


“Blow the docking clamps!” He screamed. “Blow the clamps and engage the engines!”


No one on the bridge questioned his orders and the few men and women present began responding to his shouted commands. It would cripple their ship… but it would save their lives in the long run.


It was a sight that many who survived that day would never forget.


One second the space and stars around the main science and research base within the High Coven was free of ships. At Janon’s order, all Shroud Shields were dropped, and the Lycavorian Union Strike Force appeared. Eighty-three ships appeared within the span of half a second, and suddenly that once peaceful sight was turned into a maelstrom of retribution and death. Men and women sitting in the many lounges along the bulkheads came to their feet unsure of what was happening. They were unsure until they saw the two massive ships begin spitting fighters out either side like faster than their eyes could follow. They were unsure until the saw the two LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers turning radically and also emptying their complements of TEMPEST fighters. One of the massive, arrowhead shaped ships was turning away as fighters spewed from launch tubes too numerable to count on either side. Turning toward the two BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnoughts that were docked at the shipyards only five hundred kilometers away.

It was then that the massacre began.


Screams sounded within the research station’s lounges as they witness the entire side of the unknown ship erupt in a fury that was unmatched. The BISMARCK’s entire starboard array of weapons, from the small Point Defense Batteries to the huge Type One Plasma batteries lit up the darkness of space with a saturation barrage directed at the closest dreadnought that was docked. There was no mercy shown to the docked and helpless ship as the enormous display of firepower impacted the stationary ship along its right flank. Even with full shields, the range of the barrage and the amount of firepower placed on the target would have overwhelmed the dreadnought’s defensive systems instantly. Huge chunks of the ship were sheared completely off, one entire engine wing and much of the connecting material tore away in the series of immense explosions. The force of the blasts threw the dreadnought out of its locking clamps, slamming it into the frame of the docking shipyard with tremendous force. This caused the entire docking platform to shift location and crumbled against the bow of the second BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought that had amazingly begun to back out of its berth. 

The men and women on the station could only watch in unmitigated horror as they saw a dozen flashes from near the top of the unknown predatory ship. The Captain of the BISMARCK had ordered the launch of his M22A ZMF missiles. Twelve of the stealthy and lethal ship killers responded with unerring accuracy and destruction. All twelve of the missiles impacted precisely where they were targeted, six ripping into the burning and crippled BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought and exploding. The flash that followed nearly blinded those watching from the station and many raised their arms to shield their eyes. The other six missiles had been targeted at the nearest ships to the BISMARCK, which included two BLOODLETTER Medium Cruisers and one older ORIC-Class Heavy Cruiser. Two Zero Matter Fusion missiles were targeted at each ship and the resulting detonation so close together decimated all three ships, completely incinerating one medium cruiser and sending the other smashing into the ORIC-Class, tearing through the ship’s superstructure and eventually blowing into three different pieces while the ORIC-Class separated into two and began to drift apart slowly as internal explosions rocked the ship. 


The men and women on the station, some of them just as evil as Aikiro because of the experiments they conducted, some who were not, could only stare in horror as that second arrow head shaped ship turned sideways to the station and the many gun turrets dotting its immense side turned towards them as well. The Research Station had a crew of nearly twenty thousand men and women assigned to it. Most of them were scientists and workers. Many of them were innocent of any harmful acts, their research not dangerous and not militarily related. Of those twenty thousand men and women, only one thousand three hundred and fourteen would survive this day. It was not a decision Androcles and Narice had come to lightly. They had spent hours agonizing over the fact that so many innocents would die. In the end however, they agreed that this station could not survive. This station was a symbol of everything that was wrong with the High Coven. A place of horror and death. A place where guiltless men and women were taken to be part of one horrendous experiment or another. It was not a decision that Androcles would have made alone, without Narice’s input, though he had every right to do just that. It was another reason why Narice Leonidas loved him as one loves a brother or dear friend. Androcles was the first to have accepted her and Toria into their family without hesitation, the one who had encouraged Arrarn to pursue both of them, even knowing who her mother was. Narice blessed the day that Arrarn Leonidas came into her life, and the biggest part of why her life had taken such a turn for the better was Androcles. He knew things others did not; he saw things others did not. And he saw his brother’s love for her and Toria immediately and encouraged him to pursue it. Narice Leonidas would honor her new name in everything she did.


Many of the men and women in the station lounges began to run from where they stood watching this epic moment in Coven history as the HORNET finished her slow turn and came broadside of the station. They knew what was about to happen, and as with any living being, survival became their foremost thought. None made it very far as the entire left side of the HORNET erupted in a blinding display of terrible power. Ten Type I Plasma turrets, fifteen Type II turrets, eight torpedo bays, nearly thirty Quad PD turrets and four Point Defense missile batteries all fired at the same moment. It was a ghastly display of Andro Leonidas’s wrath, for ultimately that is what it was. The HORNET was merely the platform by which Androcles took vengeance for what they had done to his sister. What his beloved half vampire sister had had to suffer. This was Androcles retribution for what had occurred. Many called him crueler than his father and in some aspects that was correct. Of those that survived this day however, they would never know that had it been Martin Leonidas conducting this operation, Uzu Ozeib 7 would have been left nothing but a smoking hunk of barren rock in space. 

The first barrage from the HORNET rendered the space station’s massive kinetic barrier shields useless. Janon was firing his ship’s main weapons from nearly point blank range, only ten thousand meters from the station’s colossal frame. The station dwarfed the HORNET by twenty times in size, but it would not matter. The first deadly barrage smashed aside the shields protecting the station’s own shield generators and blew great chunks of metal and material into atoms. The station’s massive shield generators were all situated into one location on the lower end of the bottom deck. It was a design flaw in the station that no one cared to fix since it was so deep within High Coven space. This entire section received the full force of the HORNET’s first barrage. It appeared as if the massive stationed shuddered and rippled violently as a one kilometer long section of its superstructure was blown into junk. All along the length of the research station, electricity barriers cackled and cracked, sparkling in the darkness of space as the kinetic barrier shields came down one section at a time. When the last section of shields fell, six squadrons of Union M5 DEVASTATOR Fighter/Bombers swooped in from where they had been holding station. And thus began the systematic death of the High Coven’s largest and most renown Research Platform in history. For six thousand years this station had stood as the utmost epitome of High Coven dominance. 

It would take only six minutes for the Lycavorian Union to turn it into slag.  

HORNET


“…squadrons are rolling in!” Janon’s XO screamed.


“Follow on saturation barrage when the fighters are clear! Target orbital compensators and the main plasma conduits!” Janon barked loudly. “All starboard batteries again! Port batteries to maintain suppression on Coven ships!”


“BISMARCK reports one BLOOD REVERENCE totally destroyed!” His XO snapped. “The second one is heavily damaged and adrift. It was blown into the shipyard frame when the first one died!”


“Status?” Janon asked.


“No engines! Weapons and shields are offline! Multiple hull breaches! Main power is wasted and she’s not radiating any sensor power at all! Life support is intermittent within the ship itself!” The XO answered as he turned to look at Janon. “Should they kill it?”


Janon thought swiftly for one split second and then shook his head. “Negative!” It was the only act of mercy shown by Union forces that day. “They are out of the fight! Order the BISMARCK to engage remaining Coven ships! Have her Assault Wing form on her and go to Action Plan Gamma! Our Assault wing will cover us! We must do as much damage as we are able! Four minutes until recall!”


His XO nodded. “Start it now?”


Janon nodded his head. “Have the LEONIDAS IIAs MYSTIC QUEEN and DRAGON’S BREATH commence their bombardment of the dorsal sections of the station! Ignore any escape pods and target the stabilizers and reactor plants! Message all Squadron Commanders they have four minutes and they are to return to their ships! Empty their payloads and then return! No heroics my friend!”

His XO nodded. “Understood!”


“We caught them with their pants down!” Janon barked. “We must destroy this station before they can call for reinforcements!”

UZU OZEIB 7

STREET LEVEL SURROUNDING ASSEMBLY BUILDING


There were thousands of them now.


Word had gone out through the underground that this was the day they all needed to gather. They were young and old vampires, pureblood and turned, filling the streets side-by-side united in a single purpose. For centuries they had witnessed the actions of their leaders, of first Aikiro’s father, then Veldruk and finally Aikiro herself, they had watched as millions of their people had died in conflicts that the average vampires had no desire to be in. Nearly twenty-five thousand years they had watched and shaken their heads. Now they could hold it in no longer. Coven Security officers stood along the sides of the streets unsure of what to do, hundreds of them had been deployed to keep the gathering in check, but they found there was nothing for them to do but watch. These men and women and children were simply filling the streets and parks around the Assembly Building and declaring what they wanted. In many cases the Coven Security Officers wanted the same thing. So all they did is guide the masses of people to certain points and even help them to circumvent steel and granite walls that impeded their progress by opening massive gates along the way. There was no way to stop the mass of bodies that filled the streets. The Coven Security Officers had never seen such a unified display by their people. One senior CSO would later comment that there had to be millions filling the streets all over.


When the body of Ventash’ma Morar hit the ground amidst hundreds and thousands of men and women with a horrifying crunching and deep splat sound screams quickly followed as men and women scrambled back. Those closest could see the condition of his body and the savage marks on his chest and back. Marks that looked remarkably like large teeth. 

This is what caused the heads to begin lifting to the top of the Assembly Building where they knew the meeting chamber was. The screams and shouts then were not of fear or panic, but of wonder as they could see dozens of dragons circling the top of the building. Shouts went out and more eyes lifted skyward as the dragons swooped and dived, circling the building almost casually. 

As thousands of pairs of eyes witnessed this, they all saw the death of the BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought in orbit without knowing what it really was.  



A bright blossoming of light like a small sun announced that something major was indeed happening. More shouting and reaching for the sky occurred as streaks of bright light began to crisscross the sky above them. Something was happening in orbit around their planet and as they all watched, huge monitors spread out on the different buildings came alive with the Coven version of the Netnews. Faces of men and women they all knew, government reporters most of them, began speaking rapidly. This quieted the crowds down as many turned to watch the huge screens up and down the streets surrounding the Assembly Building. This was a main hub of commerce and the screens were normally filled by advertisements for one thing or another and these same government reporters who were detailing information given to them by the Ruling Assembly to report. This time however they were receiving no information from the Ruling Assembly, the many urgent requests to discover what was happening in orbit ignored by the Ventash’ma aides they usually got their information from. The offices within the Assembly Building were not answering their calls and within minutes the leaders of these Coven news organizations made decisions that would forever alter how the High Coven worked. The men and women in charge of these organizations began to report freely what was happening just from what they were receiving on their own. No Ventash’ma censors and no interference by government overseers. 

This day marked the birth of the High Coven free press. 
Those closest to the Assembly Building watched as the screens and monitors came alive with hurried reports.

“… Unconfirmed reports that a massive battle is underway in orbit! Eyewitness reports are indicating that a large Lycavorian Union task force and not Kavalian suddenly appeared in orbit of Uzu Ozeib 7 and immediately began firing on Coven warships and Research Station One.” 
The speaker was a wide eyed pureblood vampire who had been reporting government controlled tidbits for decades. Now he looked harried and unsure, reading as he was from unedited reports they were receiving. His face was the most recognizable however, and soon nearly every monitor and screen began to shift to his image and he stammered his reports out.

“Are trying to connect with orbital satellites to confirm this but…” He turned as someone to his left handed him something. His eyes grew wide. “Phraktos!” He gasped looking up to the monitor. “We have just received a report from one of our station personnel who was on Research Station One! He was departing the station when the attack began! He is now drifting in a transport ship and has direct visual reference! He is confirming that a sizeable Lycavorian Union Task Force has appeared in orbit of Uzu Ozeib 7 and they commenced an attack immediately after lowering their Shrouds. They have already managed to destroy two thirds of the Coven ships in orbit, to include the newest BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought VLOS ELEMMIIRE. He reports that the Union ships are now pulverizing Research Station One and it seems they are intent on destroying it. Union fighters are swarming the skies above us and swatting Coven ships down the moment they are launched.” He shook his head. “This is… this is… is this a prelude to a Union attack on the High Coven? The Union has never come this far into Coven space… we…”
Those gathered in the streets now began to look to the skies as they listened to him talk from whatever screen or COM system he was using. It appeared as if the entire High Coven controlled media had just collapsed and now they were winging it without guidance or direction from the government.
“Wait! Our personnel is reporting that the station is coming apart! The transport pilot is directing them away… but he says the station is coming apart!”

HORNET


“Captain… long range sensors are detecting Coven warships entering the system!” The HORNET’S sensor operator screamed out. “Fleet Group size!”

“Pontal?” Janon barked the question.

“Negative! They are not radiating friendly code!”

Janon got to his feet. “Time to finish this!” Janon shouted. “Twelve M22As! Full lateral spread! Zero Fusion maximum! Impact point at all critical areas!”

His XO was also issuing orders as well. “Begin All Fighter Recall! Get them aboard! We have incoming enemy forces! All Fighter Recall! Combat landings! I repeat combat landings!”

“Weapons?” Janon hissed.

“Targeting critical structural points!” The man answered. “Full Zero Matter Fusion yield! Missiles are locking!” He whipped his head around. “Missiles are locked!”

Janon looked at his XO. “XO?” He snapped out.

“Almost! Most had already recovered to rearm!” The man answered staring at the tactical screen. 

“XO! We need to…” Janon began.

“That’s it! All fighters aboard! All fighters aboard!” He barked turning to look at Janon. “Do it!”

“Weapons?” Janon snapped.

“Ready!”

“Fire!”

RESEARCH STATION ONE

It was not a dramatic as one might have thought. The M22As were not designed to be flashy. Each missile did exactly what it was designed and programmed to. As the ZMF reaction absorbed more than its small field could hold, it ruptured outward. In this case, right back at the hull of the space station which was already rocking from internal explosions. It was like twelve massive shotgun blasts at point blank range. Along the entire length of the station gaping holes appeared from the initial ZMF explosive force, followed quickly by huge chunks of the station simply falling away and exploding or disintegrating in secondary blasts. Millions upon millions of small pieces scattered outward just from the force of the explosions caused by the M22As. As the energy was sucked into the vacuum created by the ZMF warhead and then released when it could no longer hold it, great swaths of the station simply vanished into the maelstrom of destruction. The HORNET was silhouetted for several seconds as she turned away from the dying station, the BISMARCK mimicking her maneuver with ease. 

Those who viewed from the many life pods and transport ships that had escaped the station could only witness as the two arrow shaped behemoths, their deadly escorts forming up around them, disappeared once more into the void from which they had come to enact their retribution.

Research Station One commenced its final death throes, and its massive power core overloaded. The resulting explosion buffeted the pods and transports that managed to reach a safe distance from the station, and engulfed those that had not, as a bright sun formed in a single eye blink and then the station blew apart like it was a glass chandelier dropped to the floor from a hundred feet above. The concussive force tossed the remains of the shipyard and the inert BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought aside as if they were toys, though the ship was able to survive because of its remaining kinetic shield barriers. 
All that remained was the darkness of space, filled with hundreds of survivors who would bear the scars of what they had witnessed this day.

RULING ASSEMBLY BUILDING


None of the Ventash’ma were able to speak. The death of Research Station One could be seen in the skies above easily from where they sat in their chairs. The Immortals stood stoically, their eyes focused on the men and women before them. 


Arrarn stepped up to Narice who was standing in front of one of the remaining panes of glass and looking at the sky where pieces of the station were already starting to enter the atmosphere and make it appear as if a large fireworks display was underway. He didn’t hesitate and slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her back against his chest. Narice closed her eyes and relished in the comfort and feeling of his strong arms around her as she leaned back against him.

“I’m sorry Narice.” He whispered into her ear, leaning over further to nuzzle her cheek and the side of her neck.


Narice reached up with her hand and held his head to her cheek. “It was the only way.” She whispered back. “Androcles and I agreed it was the only way Arrarn. It is not something we wanted to do my beautiful Arrarn… but it could not be avoided.”


Arrarn nodded. “I know.” He said softly.


“Narice!” Cha'talla called to her from across the room.


Narice turned slowly and looked at him. “Cha'talla?”


“Captain Janon reports all ships accounted for. We lost… we lost sixteen fighters… but…” Cha'talla shook his head.


“It is far less than we anticipated.” Narice spoke.


Cha'talla nodded. “Yes.”


“What have you done?” Nedoli screamed in shock and anger.


Narice ignored him, took a deep breath and squeezed Arrarn’s arms before once more becoming the Princess she now needed to be. “Has Toria reported in?”


Cha'talla nodded. “They have control of the entire network.” He said. “She is ready to initiate the Quantum Communications Relay.”


“Quantum Communications Relay?” Datarik gasped as he looked at Narice.


Narice ignored him as well and stepped up to the table, activating one of the consoles there. The image fluttered for several seconds and then Toria’s face appeared. “Ol zhah xunor Udossta ssinssrigg
?” She asked. (It is done our love?)


Toria nodded. “We have tapped into the entire network.” She answered. “All channels, military and civilian. I have initiated the QCR connection and Androcles is waiting. He returned to Earth only a few hours ago.”


“Resistance at your location?” Narice asked.


Toria shook her head. “None. To be honest, many of the engineers here jumped at the chance to help us once they realized what was going on mrannd'ssinss. We are completely secure and will hold this location until you say otherwise.” (Lover)


Narice nodded her head. “Activate the link Toria. It’s time this eternal war came to an end.”


Toria nodded her head and they could see her hands moving. “Link activating. All the connections are clean. It should be coming through now!”


There were gasps in the room from both the Ventash'ma and the Immortals as the holoimaging disc in the floor to the right of the table came alive with a solitary figure. That figure was wearing Union Mark IV ArmorPly Body Armor with a crimson cloak that dangled to the floor. The matte black helmet was unmistakable with the high multicolored plume and the ever noticeable image of the dragon mounted in the front. The glaring azure blue eyes were also very prominent and they nearly glowed under the helmet. The Ventash’ma had no idea that this very transmission they were witnessing was being broadcast to the entire High Coven. On every carrier wave and channel. Toria and her team had infiltrated the largest communications center on Uzu Ozeib 7 and taken control of it with no resistance in the least. Every monitor and screen in every city across Uzu Ozeib 7 came alive with the face and upper body of the young Prince many knew only by reputation and picture. The streets below the Ruling Assembly Building fell silent as men, women and children turned to witness history. Across the breadth of the High Coven, in warships and on small listening posts, reaching from border to border, everything stopped.

“When will it end?” Andro’s words echoed across space as he reached out. It was a risk that he needed to take. A risk that could pay huge dividends or fail miserably. And all of it stemmed from what he said right now. His eyes blinked as everyone watched. “When will it be enough?”


Andro looked at the floor where he stood. “I doubt there are many left alive who even know why it all began.” He spoke looking back up. “I do not.” They watched him take a deep breath. “No doubt by now most of the citizens of the High Coven know what has taken place. I speak now to all of you, young and old alike. It ends here! It ends today! It ends with me!” Andro shook his head and paced in the room he was in. 

“I have taken what… I have taken what vengeance I require for the vile actions that Empress Aikiro perpetrated upon my sister Zarah. For the death of two dragons and several of my people in what was supposed to be a joint mission of cooperation. She betrayed us… betrayed us even as she offered the hand of friendship to my father. What she allowed to happen.. To take place. They raped my sister Zarah for those of you who don’t know. Dante and Javier Moran and others raped her repeatedly and brutally beat her within centimeters of her life. As if she was some sort of animal. She has never fought against the High Coven, never taken the life of a vampire, and yet they targeted her because of her youth. Because she is half vampire! They took my sister’s innocence from her!” 
Andro hissed vehemently, his eyes changing and his fangs bursting forth and very visible as he spoke from under the helmet. Millions upon millions watched as Andro reached up and removed his helmet from his head with an angry jerk.
“I ask how many High Coven fathers, how many High Coven brothers would allow this to happen?” He barked out. “How many of you would not call for the blood of those who did this to your daughter, to your sister? Aikiro made a mistake… and that mistake cost her everything. She thought… she thought she could step upon my family, my people, just as Veldruk did for so many centuries. She failed… and she was struck down like the psychotic upaee she was by the Feravomir of our people. The First Oracle. The ones Veldruk tried for centuries to wipe out. He failed too. Javier Moran lies dead, as does his dragon Naruth. Aikiro is ashes, Admiral Tesand with her. My vengeance is now directed at only two people. Dante Moran and his father will pay for what they did to my sister. They will pay for their actions… for I have sworn that to my sister and I keep my promises. My vengeance no longer includes the High Coven or her people.” Andro looked up once more.
“My people.”

Datarik and Anebal gasped at this comment and suddenly found themselves leaning closer to the image of Androcles as he continued. Narice and Arrarn noticed this and then Cha'talla. What was spoken now would be critical and all of them hoped what Androcles said would hit the nerve. No one had been able to pry from him what he would say before they left and even leading up to this transmission. He would tell no one except his wives and mates, and everyone knew getting information out of them was almost as hard. Narice could only hope it struck the nerve that needed to be struck. So far… so far it seemed to be doing just that.

“I speak your language like it is part of me. All of my brothers and sisters do. Taught to us by our pureblood vampire mother Isabella. Two of my sisters are half vampire. One of my brothers. I have Aunts, Uncles, friends… all of whom are vampires. Over ten million vampires call the Union home. Trusted, honored members of the Union. They take part in our military, our government, and our lives! I have five mates and wives, one of whom is Carisia Leonidas. Yuri’s daughter.” 

Andro held out his hand as the scene behind him grew larger. They watched as Carisia’s petite body filled the transmission now, and Andro pulled her tightly against him, lowering his lips to capture hers as Carisia returned the kiss passionately. When they drew apart her cobalt blue eyes were alive with love, the tips of her fangs showing easily as she faced the monitor. 

“Aikiro’s actions were meant to kill my sister… instead they brought her together with Lucia Moran, and now nothing in this life could tear them from each other so strong is their love. Aikiro’s own daughter Narice! She is there among you now, helping to bring about change. To reshape the High Coven and return them to a path that will take them into the future. And she does this as the Blessed Wife of my brother Arrarn. Even my father, a man who had more reason than anyone to cling to his hate of vampires, he loved my mother Isabella. Loved her with every waking step he took, just as he loved all his mates. How is it that we are such enemies when we have so much in common? How is it that we can cling to hate when doing so makes us hate part of what we are?”
 “I… I ordered Research Station One destroyed because of the vile things held within it. Aikiro stole from us data that would allow her to craft weapons that would make it easier for her to continue the High Coven down a path of destruction and death. I… I cannot bring back the innocents that may have died today, I alone will carry that burden. But nor can the High Coven bring back the innocents killed during the Black Day. Six hundred billion of my people died that day! Six hundred billion men, women and children who did not know why they died! You cannot bring back those innocents lost to the High Coven Rape and Death Squads that my people had to suffer daily for fourteen millennia! The cycle of death and distrust and hatred that began with Veldruk and others needs to end. And it ends now with me. With my generation.”
Andro motioned with his hands and suddenly Sadi appeared, pressing close to him, then Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. Zarah and Lucia came into view behind him with Eliani and Jomann. Carina and Moneus, Dorian, Normya and Tir’ut. And finally Gorgo and Deia holding the smaller Leonidas children.

“It ends with all of us.” Andro spoke softly. “We were raised to believe strongly in fate and destiny. That everything happens for a reason. That ultimately if something is supposed to be; no matter how hard you try to stop it, no matter how much you fight it, it will come to be. The High Coven and the Lycavorian Union were never meant to be enemies. That is not what fate and destiny wanted. I believe we were always meant to be allies, friends, and in many cases family. The individuals who altered that path for the High Coven are now gone. All of them. Yuri Moran lives, and because of her we now have a piece of our history back. Because of her… the bodies of my great grandfather and great grandmother reside now with our people. I could not… I could not bring myself to kill her because of circumstances that many would not understand. So she lives… and she will attempt to find peace in her future life with her new Immortal husband. It is not something my father would have done… but it is what I have done because all of this has to stop. The death. The war. It needs to stop or it will destroy both our peoples in the end.”
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Martin Leonidas stood silently watching the transmission, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his dark brown eyes moist. Aricia’s hands covered her mouth in shock at what Androcles had just said, For’mya pressed between Anja and Isabella, Dysea and Cirith standing to Martin’s right, all of them watching the monitor. Helen and Wayonn stood beside one another off to the side, Danny, Julie and most of Martin’s team in the background. No one spoke; no one dared utter a breath, for all of them knew that Martin’s son had just altered the course of their future with his words.

“We… we could be so much more.” Andro’s voice continued. “And I will do everything within my power to make this so. I ask… I ask the Ruling Ventash'ma and the people of the High Coven… I ask that you join with me. I ask that you take a leap of faith and let us see what the future could hold for us, not as enemies, but as friends and partners! The way I believe it was always meant to be! It has already begun here, with me, with my family, with those who call the Union home. Now all we need do is take that last step and make it happen all over! Narice is among you now with my brother Arrarn. She has returned as your Princess… but she is also a Princess of the Lycavorian Union. She believes as I do… as so many of us do. I ask that you allow her to do what her mother and father should have done! I ask that you support her and allow her to lead you into the future. A future that could be brighter than any you have ever known. And I will prove this to you… Narice?”

Martin’s eyes narrowed slightly as her heard Narice answer. “I am here Andro.” Narice’s voice replied.

“You and Cha'talla have gained control?” Andro asked, his face remaining impassive.


“We have. They are with us now.” Narice said.


“Execute those traitorous scum now!” Andro spat.
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Narice looked at the men and women who sat at the table, all of them turning to her at Androcles’s words in confusion.


“There are six of you who have collaborated with the Kavalian Federation in their war against the High Coven.” Narice stated with grim determination in her voice. “You have given them vital information that has allowed them to murder and bring harm to my people. I will no longer allow you to do this. I will not allow you to impede the future of the High Coven as my mother and father did. Cha'talla.”


The Immortals in the room had shifted and moved their positions during Andro’s words. Co'kal, Ki'nuq, Cha'talla and three other Immortals had inconspicuously moved up behind these four men and two women without notice. Their lack of attention was their doom. At Narice’s word all of them struck with brutal efficiency. Heads were jerked back and wicked looking blades were slashed across throats. Screams and shouts followed as the other members of the Ventash’ma pushed away from the table but were stopped by the remaining Immortals. Felisa stepped up to where her father, Ventash’ma Nedoli, now leaned back in his chair his hands trying to stem the flow of blood gushing from his neck. His eyes turned to gaze at her, the light leaving his eyes rapidly.


“You betrayed us father.” She gasped. “You betrayed us all! This… this is your payment. Now we will make our own future.” Felisa lashed out with tears in her eyes and her clenched fist slammed into her father’s jaw with crushing power. His head snapped around and he was knocked from the chair he sat in, sprawling on the floor, his fingers clawing at the cold marble as death came for him.  


Narice turned back to the image of Androcles in the transmission as the remaining Ventash’ma were pushed back into their chairs. “It is done Androcles. They are dead.” She said coldly. “I will place their bodies on display for three days to allow all those who now help the Kavalian Federation know what the penalty is for betraying our people.”


Androcles’s head nodded. “So be it my sister.” He said. “Cha'talla?”

Cha'talla looked at Andro’s image. “The Akruxian Immortals are tied to the life of the High Coven Androcles. We have served them for too long to desert them now. My… my people have fought and died with them. Now… now we will help them to return to the path they were meant for. If Narice will have us.”


Narice looked at him. “You no longer serve the High Coven, Cha'talla of the Immortals. None of your people do. But I will accept your help as allies and friends.”


Cha'talla nodded. “Then so it shall be.”


“Then to the people of the High Coven I say this…” Androcles continued.
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“…fuck me.” Julie gasped softly as she stood next to Danny. “Did he do what I just think he did?”


Danny nodded as he crossed his arms over his chest. “Like father like son.” He stated with a grin. “Pissing them off isn’t healthy.”


Narice’s voice broke into their banter. “You no longer serve the High Coven, Cha'talla of the Immortals. None of your people do. But I will accept your help as allies and friends.”
Cha'talla nodded. “Then so it shall be.”

“Then to the people of the High Coven I say this…” Androcles continued and Martin Leonidas saw his son’s face change then as he moved away from Sadi and the others. “Stand with Narice Leonidas. She will guide you to the future the High Coven was meant to have. She is my brother Arrarn’s Du'ased 'ranndi yes, and this insures that she will always have the support of my family and I. Let her guide you to all you could be and the Lycavorian Union will stand with you to the end. You will have our support no matter what that entails! I will not attempt to impose my will upon my friends! On that you have my solemn promise! My Vlos Hithern!”

Andro bared his fangs and his azure eyes grew wider when he spoke the next words.

“To those members of the Ventash'ma who remain I say this. You have seen what we have done this day. Rest assured… we can do so much more. Narice Leonidas is there to claim her rightful place as leader of the High Coven. With her she carries the Lycavorian Union’s pledge of mutual defense. Of trade and assistance. Our unflinching vow that we will never desert our brothers and sisters in their time of need. Sign these documents and you can help Narice change the path of the High Coven and make the future so much brighter. For all of us. Dismiss them and I will unleash the full fury of the Lycavorian Union upon you. I will… I will shed tears as I give the orders… but I will bring this war and hate to an end. I will strike at the very heart of your military and when I am done, nothing will remain. I do not want that… a l'phraktos… that is not what I want. But I will do it. 
“You will find no greater or loyal an ally than the Lycavorian Union, but you will also find no greater an enemy. Dismiss me… and I will be unforgiving and relentless and I will bring about the death of the High Coven as assuredly as I stand before you now. And from the ashes… from the ashes that remain, the future can be born. The decision is yours now. It is the people’s decision. Listen to them. Honor them. Trust them. Do all of these things… do these things and you will earn their respect and their trust without question.” (By the gods)
Martin turned when he felt the hand on his chest and he looked into Isabella’s beautiful hazel/green eyes. She reached up and stroked his cheek, running her fingers through his neatly trimmed beard, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“He is… he is doing exactly what you raised him to do Martin Leonidas. What you trained him to do. You shaped him.” She whispered. “He is… he is becoming his own man!”

Martin choked up then, his own eyes becoming moist again. “He’s doing a damn fine job of it too isn’t he?” He stammered.

The rest of Martin’s mates crowded around him and he pulled Aricia close to him, her azure eyes clouded with tears. Martin swept his arms wide and practically engulfed them all in his embrace as he leaned his head over and nuzzled Isabella’s neck.

Wayonn stepped closer and looked at Martin. “And through the millennia it all comes back to the beginning.” He said softly.

Helen looked at him. “Wayonn?” She asked softly.

Wayonn looked at her. “It was… it was something Sumar said to me before we left to try and discover what happened to our world. He said we can not stop the change. We can not stop the horror that is coming. But through the millennia it will always come back to the beginning.” Wayonn turned back to Martin. “I never understood what he meant. Not until this very minute. He has done it Martin. Your son has done it and he doesn’t even know it.”
“Done what?” Martin asked.

“Androcles… he has brought us back to the beginning.” Wayonn spoke softly. “To the exact point that should have happened so long ago and didn’t because of Xaxon’s influence over Aikiro and Veldruk. This… what he is doing… this is what should have taken place nearly twenty thousand years ago. It is happening now! Your son is changing the events set in motion by Aikiro and Veldruk. By the Black Day. He is altering the future as we stand here. Twisting it to something different. That is why I have not felt the sense of urgency that I did before coming here. Androcles has altered events and his actions have bought us more time.”

Helen looked at him and took his arm. “Grandfather… are you sure?” She asked.

Wayonn nodded his head at her. “Yes… it could be nothing else.” He turned and looked at Martin. “Do you and your son not know how to remain passive? How not to shatter events and create impossible and illogical solutions to these events?”

Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “I guess not.” He said sheepishly.

Wayonn waved his hand. “Bah… Panos was wrong when he called the two of you forces of nature. More like forces of chaos! We will need to sit down once we are underway. With what your son has done, it is now time to tell you everything.”

“Why exactly don’t I like the way you say that?” Martin asked him.

“This is not what I expected of your son Martin.” Wayonn said. “I… I expected him to go after the High Coven with ruthless vengeance because of what they did to Zarah. This… this I never foresaw. Sibfla! When will the two of you learn to be more predictable?”

“Predictable is boring.” Martin said. “I don’t like boring.”

Wayonn shook his head. “With Androcles’s actions… I must confer with Shiria and perhaps Avatar 341… but I feel… I sense we have gained time. A year… perhaps two. Three at the most.”
Anja looked at Martin and then back to Wayonn. “What… what happens after that?” She asked.

Wayonn met Martin’s eyes. “Then we will have no more time and The Scourge will be upon us.” He said softly. “And the real war will begin.”
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It was Ventash’ma Datarik who slowly got to his feet and looked at Narice.
“Princess… Princess… can he hear us?” He asked. “See us?”

Narice tapped her jaw. “Toria… accommodate cross communications.” She ordered. “They want to speak with Andro.”

“Syncing cross COMS.” Toria’s voice filled the room. “Receiving acceptance from Cranae Island. It’s up!”

Narice turned her head to look at Andro’s image. “Andro… can you see us?” 

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND

Andro’s azure eyes narrowed in interest as the faces of the men and women in the room suddenly became visible to him. He could also see the bodies of several of the dead Ventash’ma as well beside the huge table. “I can see you Narice my sister.” He answered her. “All of you. Fervon.” He spoke looking directly at Arrarn.
Arrarn nodded to him. “Andro.” He said. “Taine tis jar.” (Trust in us.)
Andro nodded to him. “Innyne fervon. Innyne.” (Always brother. Always.)

Narice motioned to Datarik, not telling him that the transmission was still being broadcast all across the Coven. “Andro… this is Ventash'ma Datarik.” Narice said. “He is one of the most senior Ventash'ma.”

Datarik watched as Androcles bowed his head slightly in a show of respect to the much older man. “It is an honor sir.” He spoke. “It is an honor to see all of you for the first time. I hope it is not the last.”

“Prince… Prince Leonidas… what you have done this day. What you have said.” Datarik spoke slowly, measuring his words. “What you ask of us… what you demand. It is difficult to grasp what this could mean. It is…”
“My father told me something when I was a boy.” Androcles said releasing his grasp on Sadi’s hand and removing his arm from Carisia’s waist as he stepped forward. “I was twelve and I was leaving my home on Apo Prime for my Agoge here on Earth. I was frightened and did not want to leave. My father nodded and spoke these words to me Ventash’ma Datarik. He said… Nothing worth achieving is ever easy or without pain. The question before us is how much do we want it. How badly do we wish to conquer our goals? The reward to what we achieve is far sweeter than the pain we endure reaching it.”

Datarik blinked several times as he looked at Androcles. He turned and looked at the other men and women at the table before turning back to the transmission. “Your father… your father was a wise man.”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He said with a smile knowing that Martin was probably watching from the ARC ROYAL. “He had his moments.”

Andro watched Datarik turn and look at the men and women at the table once more. He watched as each of them nodded almost without hesitation. Datarik turned back to the image of Andro that they all saw from Uzu Ozeib 7.

“Prince Androcles Leonidas… on behalf of the Ventash'ma of the Ruling High Coven… on behalf of the will of our people… we… we wish to turn the page on history that should be left to the past. We wish… we wish to forge a new future.”
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Every head in the room turned at the deafening roar that filled the chamber even from a hundred stories below them. In the streets of the city surrounding the Assembly Building, the citizens of the High Coven roared their approval to the words they were all watching on the many screens. Had Datarik and the others been able to see other planets, within ships across the empire, they would have seen the same reaction. Narice moved to the remaining glass pane that was still standing and looked far below to see the dots that were thousands of men, women and children cheering and clapping in approval. She turned back, and looked at Datarik and the others. 
“It appears our people approve of our choice Ventash’ma Datarik.” Narice said.

“Narice… honored Ventash'ma of the High Coven… I must take my leave of you now.” Andro’s voice told them. “You don’t know how this knowledge makes me feel. How it makes my people feel. Ask us… ask us and you shall have it.”
Datarik bowed his head deeply. “To know that you are willing to do this… that the people of the Lycavorian Union are willing to do this even with the history between us… it gives us hope. Thank you.”

Andro nodded his head. “Narice… execute Phase Two and inform the Ventash'ma of what this entails.”

Narice nodded. “I will.” She said.

Andro looked at her in the transmission. “You are Empress now Narice Leonidas.” He said. “You lead your people now. Make them proud.”
Narice nodded her head as her eyes became moist. “I will do my very best.” She told him as Arrarn came up to her and she wrapped her arms around his waist. “Thank you Androcles. Thank you for believing this could be.”

“To the future sister. To the future of us all.” Andro said softly. 

Narice blinked several times and then the transmission ended. She looked at Arrarn and accepted blissfully the kiss he laid on her. After a long moment she pulled away from him and wiped the tears from her eyes. The cheering and roaring of the thousands in the streets below still filtered to them easily. She took a deep breath and moved to the table, activating another communication.

“Admiral Pontal… have you been monitoring?” She asked surprising the Ventash’ma in the room.

“I… I have indeed Empress Narice Leonidas.” Pontal’s voice echoed in the chamber. “And the pride that swells within me knows no bounds.”
“Admiral… we will need to act quickly.” Narice said. “The Kavalian Federation is volatile and Andro’s prediction may come to pass. You have secured the outer rim shipyards?”
“We have Empress.” Pontal answered. “Though I dare say we needn’t have bothered.”

“Move your entire command to the designated coordinates and stand by.” Narice ordered. “I will have General Cha'talla coordinate with the remaining Fleets and disperse them where needed.”

“Admiral Moran’s force is still out there Empress.” Pontal spoke. “He will have many who were diehard supporters with him. Do not dismiss him or the harm he could do.”
“I don’t intend too.” Narice spoke calmly. “At the moment however, the KFI is the most immediate threat to what we have done.”

“Agreed.” Pontal said. “I will begin moving my units and contact you when we are in position.”

“Alu xuil l'phraktos Admiral.” Narice spoke. (Go with the gods)
“Lu'dos nei.” Pontal answered. (And you Empress)
Narice looked at Datarik and the others, all of whom had confused looks on their faces. She ignored them for the moment and looked at Cha'talla. “Begin contacting all commanders Cha'talla. Colonel Co'kal can assist you with coordinating their status and positions. We need to move quickly.”

Cha'talla nodded. “Consider it done.”

Narice looked at Felisa then. “Felisa… I am appointing you as my personal aide and liaison to the Ventash’ma.” She said surprising Felisa with her announcement. “Please secure an office for me to work out of. Preferably one close to the roof so that my Bonded Brother is nearby.”

Felisa nodded her head slowly. “Of… of course Empress.” She stammered.

Narice looked at the Ventash’ma then. “We have many decisions to make and I will be the first one to admit I lack experience. Ventash’ma Datarik I am appointing you as my Chief Advisor, with Ventash’ma Anebal and Ventash’ma Riara as senior Directors.”

“What is happening Empress?” Datarik asked her. “Where is Admiral Pontal being sent?”

Narice looked at him. “The KFI have staged nearly twelve Fleet groups near the planet Faront… five light years from Ukwav. Androcles believed this was to be one invasion corridor that they would use when they declared war against the Union. He isn’t going to give them the chance.”

All of the men and women were stunned into silence for a long moment. Anebal was the one to speak first. “Why would the KFI declare war on the Union?” She gasped.

“What they thought to accomplish by kidnapping For’mya Leonidas will not bear fruit.” Narice said. “You all know of what they have done I’m sure.”

Datarik nodded. “It has been all over your Netnews, all over The Wilds.” He said. “They think to use the child she has given Pusintin in order to see him ascend to the throne of the Union.” 

Narice nodded. “When they realize this has failed, and it has failed, they just don’t know it yet,  Androcles believes they will attack. This is one of the corridors he believes they would have used to attack Union space.”

“They will discover… they will discover what has happened this day.” Datarik said. “The KFI has agents all across the Coven. They must know what has taken place here.”

Narice nodded her head. “We figure that will happen  within a matter of hours yes.” She said.

“They will attack immediately!” Riara snapped. 

“We will not be able to counter such an attack!” Another of the Ventash’ma spoke. “Our forces are in disarray! Especially now after…”  He looked at Arrarn. “Your brother knew this would happen!” He barked. “He knew the KFI would attack us the moment we agreed to his demands! He has led us to ruin!” The man spat as he came out of his chair. “He has condemned us all!”

“Deck your ass back in that chair old man!” Arrarn snarled. “My brother ain’t as stupid as you think he is! And he always keeps his promises!”

Datarik looked at Narice and saw the small smile on her face. “Empress?” He asked softly.

Narice met his eyes. “When the KFI turns these forces across our border, which all of us believe they will do for they have no choice, when they do this… they will be met by Admiral Pontal, his entire command and ten full Fleet groups of Lycavorian Union ships ready to fight beside us.” She told them. “Androcles Leonidas does not go back on his word. Ever.”

EARTH
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The sarcophaguses had been brought to the hospital and placed within the medium sized chapel under heavy Durcunusaan Guard. Hundreds of people had gathered outside the hospital as word spread among the citizens of Sparta of who actually occupied those sarcophaguses. Andro’s conversation with the High Coven Ventash’ma had been broadcast across the entire Lycavorian Union and the knowledge that the remains of King Resumar, Queen Eliani and the Royal Elf Concubine Na’rien now resided within King Yelu Memorial Hospital was quickly spreading across the entire planet. Being the consummate politician that she was, Deia quickly had her staff do a sounding of the consensus of Andro’s actions. Even Deia had been stunned at the results. From all walks of culture and society within the Lycavorian Union, the vast majority of opinions on what Androcles Leonidas had done was overwhelming positive. An ongoing war and conflict that had claimed hundreds of billions of lives, most of them Lycavorian, over the course of nearly eighteen thousand years had finally been brought to an end. This showed Deia just how far the Union had come even from just four thousand years ago, and how much they embraced the Leonidas family.

Deia sat in her hover chair now in the back of the chapel, her dark eyes gazing upon the broad back of her nephew as he sat between the sarcophaguses of his great grandfather and great grandmother. Her head turned slightly when she smelled and felt the presence of another enter the chapel and she saw the young woman Shiria quietly close the door behind her. Well, perhaps not so young considering she was over ten thousand years old herself, but far younger than Deia in any event. Deia’s eyes watched as the only living Pralor made her way silently up to where Deia sat and settled into the bench beside her. They had talked only briefly since she had arrived, and her identity was being withheld for the moment by Andro’s order. Shiria’s dark eyes glanced at Andro’s back and then looked at Deia.

“He is… he is very spiritual.” Shiria said softly.


Deia nodded turning back to look at Andro. “Yes… he is.” She replied softly. “Martin is no different, but Androcles is more like his mother in that he is not afraid to show this side of himself.”


“My time with Resumar showed me he was the same way.” Shiria spoke. “It is a strength of your people.”


Deia smiled and nodded her head. “Yes it is.”


“He is praying?” Shiria asked.


Deia shook her head. “Yes… no… I think in his own way he is asking for guidance.” She replied. “Contemplating what he must now do.”


“He questions himself?” Shiria asked somewhat surprised. “He has ended a war that has persisted for sixteen millennia by all accounts. And done it with one sweeping action. How can he question himself?”

“He and his father are no different than any great leaders throughout history.” Deia said. “They all questioned if their decisions were correct. Yet once they made up their minds, they pursued their goals with an indomitable will. I have watched Martin stand under the stars for hours and question his decisions. In the end, he was proven correct, but that does not mean he didn’t question them at the beginning.”


“Do you know what he is planning?” Shiria asked.


Deia shook her head. “No.” She answered. “I do know that whatever he does, it will be driven by the love he has for his family and his people. The Kavalians… his uncle… they made a mistake by taking For'mya. How big a mistake they will discover in the future.”


Shiria shook her head. “As much time as I spent among them, no matter what I did, I could not move them from their path of violence and destruction. It is ultimately what drove me into hiding.”


Deia looked at her. “Are you happy to be away from them?” She asked.

“I am happy to be among those with Pralor blood in their veins.” Shiria answered as her voice took on a note of wistfulness. “I am so happy that I no longer need to hide what I am. Arriving here… moving through the city and seeing all the people… feeling the Pralor blood within them, even if it was just a little, I haven’t felt that in so long.” Shiria looked at her. “It is wondrous.”


“Will you go back?” Deia asked.


Shiria shook her head immediately. “Resumar, Isra, Tarifa, they will rescue those who I care the most about. I have little doubt there. There is nothing for me there now. Here… here I can be among those who descend from the greatest of the Pralors. Sumar. Wayonn. So many others that went with them on that ill-fated mission. They live on here… all over. I imagine I will be overwhelmed when I am finally able to go to Apo Prime. That is where most of your people have settled isn’t it?”


Deia nodded. “It was in the beginning yes. Now… there are many who are moving to Earth and other places. Spreading their wings. When Martin decided that they would stay here six months out of every year I think everyone knew that Earth would eventually become the center of it all. This is where Sparta is… this is now where our Kings and Queens are laid. The Spartan way of life took hold many years before Martin ever returned to us, and when he did return, well… Lycavorian Spartan isn’t just a term anymore. It is a way of life to our people.”


“Queens?” Shiria asked.


“Na'rien will always be a Queen in the hearts and minds of our people no matter that she was concubine.” Deia answered. “Resumar and Eliani made sure of that and our people will honor her in that way.”


Shiria took her hand. “I wish to learn all I can.” She said. “I was able to read and learn a little when I was with Resumar, but we had so much to do. I want to learn everything. How it all came to be. Wayonn would never tell me the entire story… I think it was too painful for him. I wish to fulfill the role that I believe fate has laid before me.”


Deia looked at her. “What is that?”


“Teacher.” Shiria said softly. “Helen is the Feravomir as all of you call her. She has the memories and knowledge of Canth. Wayonn’s son. I can not replace that for I do not have that. But I can teach others what I know. And I can provide knowledge to all who will listen.”


Deia smiled gently. “We will need your knowledge in the future I think.” She said. She looked at Andro’s back. “He will need your knowledge.”


“Resumar has told me things about him.” Shiria said. “Shown me things within his mind. Sumar’s blood burns brightly within him and his father. Within their family. It has passed down through the generations losing none of its potency. I don’t need to be near them to feel that. To see it.” Shiria stopped talking for a long moment and Deia nudged her.

“What is it?” She asked softly.


Shiria looked at her. “I was just thinking that perhaps… perhaps the essence of my people is not lost. Perhaps Sumar did what he did because he knew we would be lost to the memories. And in doing so he passed the essence of our people to yours. The power. The knowledge. The compassion. The drive. I have already seen flashes of this within Androcles and his father. It has manifested within them.”

“What has?” Deia asked.


“It is what Sumar and Xaxon were known for.” Shiria said. “I studied them when I was in school. Wayonn has not told you?”

Deia shook her head. “I have not had much chance to speak with him. He has been beside Martin ever since arriving within the Union.”

Shiria nodded her head in a knowing manner. “Yes of course. Helen is Martin’s seer… and Wayonn’s granddaughter… and he is insuring she has the skills and knowledge to guide Martin. That is why he left Dutkne with Androcles.”

“I don’t follow.” Deia said.

Shiria looked at her. “Sumar and Xaxon…they were part of a Warrior Sect of the Pralor people. This sect was a very small portion of Pralors whose Etheric abilities evolved to a point where they were able to physically manifest their Etheric power… their Mindvoice power as you call it. They were supremely powerful. Able to do things that no one else could. There were barely a thousand of them at their peak, men and women, among the trillions of our people. No one knows exactly why it occurred in so few Pralors, perhaps some sort of genetic disposition that no one ever discovered. They were revered among our people, and any Pralor would know them no matter where they went.”

“Has Wayonn told Martin this?” Deia asked.

“If he hasn’t yet, he will soon.” Shiria answered. “It can’t be hidden any longer because these powers are manifesting in Martin and Andro. And perhaps in others as well. The closest reference to them that I can recall from any history comes from ancient Earth history actually. They would have been called Paladins. Holy warriors. Sumar and Xaxon were part of only a handful of this sect, these Paladins, that survived our first war with the species that wiped out my people and all we had built. The Scourge they are called. A vile and evil species, void of emotion or reason. Sumar and the other Paladins were the ones who ended the first war as I said, but at great cost. Their number was reduced to barely a hundred by the war’s end. A war that Xaxon started because of his greed for more power.”

“That is why he was punished in the fashion he was?” Deia asked. “Separated from his body.”
Shiria nodded. “His mind was separated from his physical body and placed in a Psionic chamber yes. I don’t know all of what happen… I’m only telling you what I read in our history books. Wayonn was with Sumar… he knows everything. Each of these warrior sect, these Paladins, had another Pralor that provided a balance to them. A guide if you will. Wherever they went… their guide went with them. They were from a different sect of our people that was much more common. A Mage Sect if you will. Each warrior was paired with a Mage and they remained together for the duration of their lives. They became pairs if you will. Bound by their power and an unbreakable friendship that would grow through the years. The Mage’s provided calming balances to the Paladins. They could channel their powers through each other which allowed both of them to focus more. It is my understanding that Martin did not begin to actually manifest these abilities until after he met Helen?”
Deia nodded. “Yes… about a year after he returned to us. But it was during the events when Aricia was taken from him and after that they truly began.”

Shiria nodded. “And when Canth passed his knowledge and memories to her, it triggered the dormant blood within Helen. Wayonn and Canth’s blood, since  both of them were from this Mage Sect of our people.”

“But Androcles has always been able to do these things Shiria.” Deia said. “Even as a small boy.”

Shiria nodded. “I am not completely sure… but I believe it is because of his dragon. She provided the balance to him, just as Martin’s did for him. At least until Helen became Bonded to Arzoal. Arzoal was a Pralor before her mind and essence was transferred to her dragon form. She would have known and seen what Martin and his son would become. When that happened, then Helen may have realized what she was meant for because Arzoal told her I imagine. No doubt Arzoal also told Elynth as well when she was very young. That is why Wayonn’s grandson Dutkne and Androcles came together so easily when they finally met. Dutkne is of Wayonn’s blood… just as Helen is… and he is Andro’s Mage.”

Deia shook her head. “This is all… this is all quite a bit to take in.” She said. “Why are you telling me this now Shiria?”

“You are the leader of the Lycavorian Union Deia.” Shiria said. “The political arm of your Union. There is a reason you have survived this long. To see Martin take power. To be able to witness everything that has happened. Martin and Andro are just the first Deia. Others will begin to manifest this ability. Sumar’s blood was the strongest, but there are others that were with City Ship 41 who had the potential or Sumar would not have assigned them to his ship. Perhaps even City Ship 19 as well. Sumar was Captain of CS41 and a Paladin and he would have found them and had them assigned to his ship. He was going to spend the decades it would take for the seeding mission to run its course to train them. He and Wayonn. Obviously when they crashed on Lycavore things changed. The records of the crew must be in CS41. Those Sumar had singled out. Avatar 41 would have this knowledge. He had to have recognized Martin as Sumar’s descendant and a Paladin the moment he came in contact with him. I imagine Martin’s other children will begin to show signs of this manifestation. At least those who are not of mixed blood.”
“Denali?” Deia asked. “Nara? Deion?”

Shiria nodded her head. “Those who are of pure Lycavorian blood yes. Though it is also my understanding that Martin’s other children have developed gifts as well. Your niece Zarah, because of what happened when she was a child, the others who are bonded to dragons. These bonds seem to increase their abilities to some extent. Without actually speaking to Arzoal, I do not know for sure how far their abilities will grow. They will never be Paladins as Martin and Andro, but they could be powerful nonetheless. When SPARTA’S WRATH returns to Earth I can ask Androcles to release databanks that were previously locked to me because of my status as a junior scientist. They would have this knowledge and we can begin to find them.”

“Why Andro?” Deia asked. “Why not Resumar?”

“The blocks can only be released by a Paladin.” Shiria said with sort of an impish grin. “I am not as reserved as Wayonn in many ways. It is why I left the technology for the Spartans here on Earth. He was not happy about that… but I knew it needed to be done. The archives will need to be released and only a Paladin or a Mage can do that. Then we can access these archives and perhaps even Sumar’s notes and discover these descendants.”

Deia’s eyes grew wide. “Jomann! Denali!” She gasped.

Shiria met her gaze. “You know of someone already?”

“Androcles’s Captain.” Deia said with a nod. “I saw the reports from when Androcles rescued Caliria. Jomann showed flashes of what you speak. Not on the scale of Andro… but something similar. Denali as well.”

“You know this Jomann?” Shiria asked.

Deia nodded. “I knew his ancestors. And his Lycavorian blood is exceptionally pure.” She answered. “He and Martin’s daughter Eliani have become mated. Anomes. And that is no small affair with our people considering she is half Hadarian.”

Shiria nodded her head slowly. “Then it is beginning.” She said. 

“And why does this concern me?” Deia asked again. “This would fall into an area that Helen and Wayonn would know more about.”

Shiria nodded. “Yes… but they are gone for the moment. Months at least. Perhaps longer.  I don’t believe Androcles would agree to such a thing without his father’s guidance. I sense he fears his abilities and what he is capable of to some extent. We will need to discover these men and women within the Union. They will become invaluable to the Union in the future that is coming. Whatever Martin discovered on CS41, whatever scrolls or archives that Sumar left that enabled him to learn what he has; to pass this knowledge to his son; this knowledge will need to be shared with those who are found. They will need to be trained and schooled.”

“Then… then it’s true?” Deia said softly. “These… these Scourge… they are going to come here?”
Shiria nodded her head solemnly. “Yes. I believe as Wayonn does… we have gained more time with recent events that have taken place. But they will come. If they are not already on their way.”

“Why?” Deia asked. 

“They exist now for one purpose.” Shiria said. “That is to eradicate anyone with Pralor blood. No matter how small the amount may be. This is their purpose. Their goal. It is what drives them.”

“And I ask again…” Deia spoke. “Why?

Shiria met her eyes. “Because my people are responsible for what they became.” She answered. “The Scourge exist because of us.”

Deia blinked in shock several times and almost didn’t recognize Andro’s voice when it carried to her.

“Tenna… it’s time.” Andro said standing in front of her. “Since you are here Shiria you may as well know what is going to happen.”

“Yes…” Deia stammered. “Yes… I am ready.” She spoke looking back to Shiria. “We… we will talk more Shiria. And soon.”

Shiria nodded. “I believe that would be best.”

SECONDARY UNION COMMAND CENTER

CRANAE ISLAND 


The briefing room was completely full. The twenty odd chairs around the huge table filled as well as the three dozen chairs along the walls. The single plate glass window ran the length of the room on the south side, the beach and water of the Laconia Gulf the backdrop. Part of Andro’s villa was visible as well. These men and women had arrived over the last few days from every part of the Lycavorian Union. They were the Commanders of Combined Fleet Groups or Lycavorian Sector Defense forces. The senior most leadership within the entire Union. On the wall opposite the glass, two large monitors held the faces of two dozen more men and women. They were Elves, Algolians, Lycavorians, and Vampires. The leaders of the large and potent Union military.

Androcles stood with Riall and Ben O’Conner near the immense star chart. Deia occupied the head of the table, Sadi beside her, with Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria on either side of her. Shiria sat on Deia’s opposite side, the rest of the table filled with many Andro knew well. Lynwe, Selene, his Aunt Aihola… so many others. He let his eyes wander across the many faces silently, his arms across his chest. They had fought beside his father decades ago, fought to free Earth, free Sparta. They had fought beside his father during the ill-fated Kavalian Excursion and the Evolli War. Now he would ask them to fight beside him. And they would without question or hesitation because they were of like mind. And they would never desert the morals and values that got them to this point.


Ben turned back to face Andro from the massive star chart and his hand dropped from his ear after he acknowledged the message he had just received. “That was Manda.” He spoke. “Task Force Arizona is in position and standing by.”


Andro nodded. “Thank you Uncle Ben.” He said softly.


Riall put his hand on Andro's shoulder. “It is to you now Andro.” He said. “Do not doubt what these men and women feel for you. It is the same that they feel for your father.” He said in a whisper. “You lead us in his stead… and that is something none of us question.”


Andro looked at him. “I hope so grandfather.”


Riall nodded. “Let’s begin.” He said. “We have much to do.”


Andro nodded and took a deep breath before stepping up behind Deia and catching everyone’s attention. The room became silent as they watched him put his hands on his Aunt’s shoulders. “I want to thank all of you for coming. Some of you came from across the Union… and some of you join us from your commands.” He spoke motioning to the faces of the men and women on the monitors. “It is now time for you to know everything.” They watched as Andro moved around next to Sadi and she held out the small holotransmitter. Andro took it from her and placed it flat on the table. Resumar’s face and body shimmered into view with Athani beside him and the two hulking Avatars in the background. “Fervon.” Andro greeted Resumar.


Resumar nodded. “Andro.”


“Everyone is here now Res.” Andro said. “Time to let everyone know.”


“Bout time.” Resumar stated. “We’re chomping at the bit here.”


Andro smiled and took a position between Sadi and Ne'Veha who always managed to somehow sit next to each other, just as Carisia and Lu'ria did.


“By now all of you have heard about what has taken place with the High Coven.” Andro said. “Our conflict with them is now a thing of the past and that is where I want it to remain. It is time to move forward.”

“Avoi.” The female voice spoke and they all saw the female Lycavorian on the monitor bow her head.


“What I am about to tell you will become public knowledge in just under three hours when the Senate finishes their vote.” Androcles said. “Once you depart and return to your commands you may let your officers and crew know.” Andro took another deep breath and then continued. “As you all know… the Union Senate is voting on whether to acknowledge that the child my uncle fathered with my mother has a legitimate claim to the Union throne. I stand here now and tell you that will never take place. The Union Senate will vote this down, and in the same process they will issue an Edict of War against the Kavalian Federation.” Andro saw their eyes grow wider in some cases because not all of these men and women knew his father was still alive. That would change in a matter of seconds.


“The Kavalian Federation has committed more acts of war against our people in the last weeks than I can begin to list.” Andro said. “You will ask now if the grievances they had in regards to me training High Coven dragons is true. The answer is yes.” Andro began pacing along the large plate glass window. “I was training the High Coven dragons to fight as Bonded Pairs. I knew they would be used against the High Coven. As did my father and Prime Minister Deia as well as the Dragon Elder Council. Right now Admiral Riall is sending those of you not present here a coded burst detailing everything that was discussed and covered when that decision was made. As well as what happened in the following weeks. I will hold nothing back from you… we just do not have the time to cover it all right now.” Andro turned and began to pace back in the other direction. 
“The Kavalian Federation’s actions were not because of me training the High Coven dragons. Intelligence was revealed to us that they were doing this as part of an elaborate ploy to put Marshall Pusintin, my father’s brother, on the throne of the Union without actually going to war with us. They thought they could use some obscure wording within the Lycavorian Chronicles of Law that was taken out of the context they were meant when written to do this. They usurped my mother Anja from her position as Queen of Hadaria to further this goal. They destroyed eleven of our Drow outposts in a way so barbaric it makes me shudder. They did this to position warships within the Farnuri Expanse. To hide them from us so they could attack directly into the heart of Union space when the time came. And then they destroyed the Senate Office Building killing nearly a thousand of our people in the process. They took my mother from us. We… we could have forgiven everything in order to stop a war… but the moment they took my mother they altered everything. They knew my mother was in Phase because of the traitor Laustinos. My Uncle took her against her will. He raped her. And using Kavalian medicines and chemicals he forced her body to give him children far sooner than she normally would. I have spoken to them. Fedor and Eirene. My brother and sister. Our brother and sister. They are with their true father now. Their true father and my mothers.”
This statement caused gasps and wide eyes to turn to him. Andro nodded his head. “No… my father is not dead.” He stated calmly. “He is very much alive. The circumstances behind this are detailed in the packets and transmissions you are all receiving or already have. I am the bearer of his apology to you and all of your soldiers and airmen for not revealing this to you sooner. If we had, the Kavalians would have killed my mother immediately and that we could not allow.”

Andro stopped walking now and stood against the backdrop of the huge window and the Laconia Gulf.

“I am about to do something that the Lycavorian Union has never done before.” Andro stated firmly. Sadi looked at him with loving jungle green eyes for she knew he was now set on his path and had no more doubts about what he was going to do. “This is a decision I have made without my Tenna’s knowledge as Prime Minister.” Andro looked at her. “I can only hope she finds it within herself to forgive me.” Deia looked confused as she met his eyes and she shook her head. 
“Andro I don’t know what…” Deia began but Andro’s words quieted her.

“I will not stand by and watch my uncle and the Kavalian Empire invade our Union and take more lives while we do nothing. The intelligence we have received indicates this is exactly what they were going to do should their ploy fail.” Andro continued. “Well, it has failed, though I doubt they know it just yet. I will be there when the Senate informs them of their vote, and I will tell them in terms they seemed to understand. Right now however, right now I am going to do something the Union has never done. I am going to attack first and with complete surprise. My brother Resumar is now in command of a Pralor Heavy Cruiser Class warship that they have named SPARTA’S WRATH. A ship far more advanced than anything we have in our current inventory. That will change soon I hope, but right now I am going to use that ship to let the Kavalians know we will not allow these crimes to go unpunished. At this moment Admiral Miranda Lorian is currently holding position with three Block I ARIZONA-Class Strike Cruisers and all of their escorts as well as three TYPE I Alpha Dragon Transports with a thousand specially trained dragons that I have been training in secret for the last years. They are two point three light years from the six largest Kavalian cloning centers within their space. Admiral Zesico is at this moment monitoring over six hundred Kavalian warships in the Farnuri Expanse that were preparing to invade across our borders.” Andro could see the faces of all of them and the shock that was there. But he could also see the determination and pleasure that they would finally be able to hit back against those who had done this. “Fervon?” Andro asked.

“I’m here Andro.” Resumar answered.

“How long do Avi and 341 estimate?” Andro asked.

“One point seven hours.” Resumar answered immediately. “We’ll drop Uncle Isra and the RAGE OF ACHILLES to conduct the snatch mission and continue on. 341 confirms two jumps to cover the distance to Admiral Zesico. Uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa will exfil on the ACHILLES.”

“Manda?” Andro spoke.

Miranda Lorian’s voice filled the room now. “We’ll move into position and wait until you have given the signal from the Senate meeting. We’ll hit them thirty seconds after that Andro. Preliminary sensor sweeps indicate only one Fleet Group and a smattering of other ships in the area and nothing close enough to pose a serious threat of reinforcing once our attack begins.”

“Please tell Daurgo that they are to spare nothing of those facilities. Not even insects!” Andro snarled. “I want nothing to remain except scorched ground and death.”

There was a pause and then Miranda’s voice answered. “He says he will make it happen.” Miranda answered. “What about us up here?”
Andro blinked. “No prisoners Manda.” Andro spoke. “As with the Dragon Brigade, leave nothing living. Nothing. I want them to know what they have unleashed with their actions! I want them to feel the pain they have caused our people. Our Union. And I want them to know that this is the pain that we will exact upon them everywhere they turn and think they are safe.”

“Avoi Andro.” Miranda answered. “We’ll get it done.”

Andro let his eyes sweep the room and the monitors. “I have ended one war and I will start another in the space of a few hours.” Androcles spoke. “I have not… I have not come to this decision lightly and I alone will bear the responsibilities of my decisions. I can not…”

“Milord Prince?” The voice interrupted Andro and he turned to see General Vistr step forward.

“General?” Andro asked.

Vistr had been a legend long before his notorious split from Deia’s orders to remain with Martin on Ukwav more than two decades ago. He was more than a legend now, having formed the famous Durcunusaan with General Vengal in the time since then. He was an inspiration to nearly every Union soldier. 
“Many of us fought with your father on Ukwav Milord.” Vistr spoke confidently. “We did not follow him because of his name, nor did we follow him because he was King. We followed him because of who he was inside! Because of what he represented to us! The future of our people! You are more like him than many of us care to admit to you openly Androcles Leonidas. And like him you represent our future. A future these nubous Kavalian dogs think they can take from us. Enough of these speeches of responsibility and who will hold the blame. Your father tried to give them as well. I will tell you the same thing I told him all those years ago on Ukwav. This belongs to all of us. And all of us will defend it and fight for it to our last dying breath. We have never started a war no… but damned if we haven’t finished quite a nubous few of them. I say enough talk and let’s kick these Kavalian pigs right in the nor so hard they sibfla out their gutter mouths! We will show them that we will finish what their fool actions have started!” Vistr took a deep breath and looked at Sadi and Deia. “And forgive my language Princesses. Prime Minister.”
Deia couldn’t help but smile at Vistr, her eyes moist. “I thought you were malda that day Vistr.” She exclaimed. “I am so very happy to see you are still just as mad.” Vistr gave her a grin as she looked at Andro. “What more can I say Mandri?” She asked. “Kicking them in the nor so they sibfla out their gutter mouths does sound deliciously delightful.”

Andro smiled as well as soft laughter filtered through the men and women in the room and watching from the monitors. His smile quickly faded and he looked up once more. “Resumar?”

“Fervon?”

Andro turned to look at his brother in the transmission. “Inform Avi and 341 to begin powering up SPARTA’S WRATH. By my order, acting as Crown Prince in our father’s stead, I am instructing you to initiate CRIMSON RETRIBUTION.” Andro turned to look at the others. “In just under three more hours the Lycavorian Union will be fully engaged my friends. May the gods and the spirits of my grandparents shine their blessings upon us and watch over all we do.”
“Avoi!” Every person present bowed their heads and uttered that single word.

The Lycavorian Union was going to war.

