CHAPTER EIGHTY-TWO

ARC ROYAL

UNION SPACE

.09 LY FROM JUMP GATE 35 


Wayonn moved down the corridor of deck nine on the ARC ROYAL. He was becoming much more familiar with this new ship, familiar and comfortable. He hadn’t felt so alive in centuries. The feelings he had sweeping through him he hadn’t felt since the last days he stood beside Sumar and the others of his people. The original bloodlines of Lycavorians who coursed with pure Pralor blood. He felt younger, charged with energy and passion, exactly like he felt when he and Sumar were only six thousand years old. Exactly as he felt after being turned by his Lycavorian mate and wife. He missed her terribly, but their children’s children lived on and once more they would have a hand in shaping destiny. Helen, Dutkne, and the family he now called his own. Martin reminded Wayonn of Sumar so much it was frightening. Not only did he look remarkably like his great grandfather, his mannerisms and demeanor were also so similar. And the love he held for his wives and mates and his children was his strength. He could inspire rocks to fight beside him, and this trait had carried over to Androcles, and more than likely to all of his children. Perhaps… perhaps the hope that his people could not find would bestow itself upon his new people. His new blood.


Wayonn turned the corner and saw the two Durcunusaan soldiers standing guard outside the secure COM room. They bowed their heads to him as he approached.


“Val'istar Wayonn.” The senior man spoke as he reached back behind him and his hand touched the panel on the wall.


Wayonn nodded to the men and moved quickly into the secure communications center. The part of the ARC ROYAL that held their Quantum Communications Array. An advanced communications array based on technology derived from CS41. It allowed for instantaneous communications nearly anywhere. Right now it was active and as he entered the darkened outer control center he saw Helen, Aricia and all of Martin’s mates standing near the three men and two women who operated the system. Through the clear floor to ceiling glass he could see Martin standing between two sarcophaguses, Androcles in the transmission with him. Wayonn came up beside Aricia, For'mya pressed tightly against her side, Anja just behind her. Dysea stood between Isabella and Cirith as they watched father and son gaze upon the remains of their blood. The holographic images were nearly perfect in their operation, Androcles looking as if he was on the ship with them, only a slight flicker every few seconds proving this was not the case. 


“What is…?” Wayonn began to speak softly but Aricia and Helen held up their fingers to their lips silencing him. Wayonn then heard Andro speaking and he turned to watch.


“… Remain in Sparta’s main church until you return. Our people need to see them, it is their right as much as ours.” Androcles said as he watched his father walk slowly around the sarcophaguses. “We can intern them with grandfather Leonidas when you return. You should be the one to do this father.”


Martin looked at and gazed at the image of his oldest son. “You should have told me what you were going to do boy.” He growled softly.


Andro nodded. “I know. But what would you have said father?” He asked. “You love our mother Isabella, that is without question or doubt, we all know that father. You also have a deep respect for all vampires who call the Union home. Aunt Selene and Aunt Aihola among just a few who are the perfect example. But you would not have done what I did. It needed to end father, before it destroyed us all. Because of… because of the way Xerxes treated grandfather Leonidas you would never have been able to forgive that. I did what you knew needed to be done but could not do yourself. The hatred and distrust you have… you did not pass this to me or my brothers and sisters father. You and our mothers allowed us to live our lives as you taught us. Why?”


Martin glanced at the floor quickly and then looked back up. “Because it was my hate.” He said softly.


Andro nodded his head. “If Carisia and Narice and Lucia are any example father, the vast majority of the people of the High Coven are not like Aikiro and Veldruk and the others like them. They want the same things we do! It had to be done and I have made both of our peoples stronger father. In the end… that is what matters. You taught me that.”


Martin grinned sheepishly. “I did didn’t I?” He said. His smile went away. “What about Moran?”


Andro shrugged. “No one has heard of him since Yuri left his ship. He is out there, but at the moment he is a non-factor. He has not the strength or influence that he used too. I will find him and his son. I will find them eventually and when I do, Dante Moran, I will bleed him like a pig father and then I will watch as he bakes on the fields of Ukwav until the flesh peels from his skin in the sun and at the right moment I will drive my sword through his skull and Xaxon’s essence will have no where to go except into the nubous abyss. His father I will leave for you.”


“That’s… that’s pretty severe boy.” Martin said looking at him.


“For what he did to Zarah, he will be getting off easy.” Andro snarled.


“And Yuri?” Martin asked.


Andro shook his head. “I could not kill her father. You did not see her as I did. I will make no excuses for her… but I looked within her and saw someone different than we have known all these years. This Immortal who has claimed her… Pa'cour… she carries his child and she does so with pride and grace. She knows what she has done can never be forgotten, but someday maybe we will forgive her. I think maybe she hopes for this. Only fate knows the answer to that. The child she carries could be the beginning of her redemption. We will see. My mothers and the supplies I sent arrived I take it.”


Martin nodded. “The weapons and armor was a little much.” He said.


“If what I felt from Fedor and Eirene was accurate then there will be many among Muton’s people who will gladly take up arms.” Andro said. “Kavalian and Pralor blood…” Andro said shaking his head. “Who would have thought?”


Martin smiled. “Tell me about it.”


“Do you think you will find them father?” Androcles asked. 


Martin shook his head. “The map Muton has put together is pretty accurate.” He said in reply. “But it’s been there for thousands of years. I don’t know what we will find; there were only a handful of Pralors who left Elear with the first group of dragons. And then the ship didn’t return for nine thousand years after it deliver the second group. We may find nothing but ruins and bones but it is worth the risks.” Martin looked at him. “Considering what is coming… it is worth the risks.”


Andro nodded. “I agree.” He said. “As do Shiria and Tenna Deia.”


“No one must know what we know son.” Martin said. “Not yet. Keep it within our family right now. If it got out… there would be panic and…”


“I know father. Only Tenna Deia and Shiria know for the moment.” Andro answered. “And you know Sadi and the others will say nothing.”


Martin nodded. “I know.” He said. “They are getting along I take it?”


Andro nodded. “Surprisingly… they have not been apart for the last few hours. They are in discussions about something I have not paid much attention to. Paladins or something like that from the pieces of their conversations I have heard. Shiria and I will sit down after the Senate vote is over I’m sure.”


“You’re sure about your plans?” Martin asked.


Andro nodded now with confidence. “Yes. We will have complete surprise and superior firepower on target. Just as you taught me. I have sent Carina back to Apo Prime to go through an accelerated Tactical School. She helped to plan our initial operations and with the schooling she will get, when she returns she will be invaluable. My actions will buy us the time we need to transform our industry. She estimates at least three months… possibly four. It will be enough. What about my uncle?”


Martin looked at him. “He’s alive.” He said. “We had to leave before I could kill his sorry ass. The lives of the dragon hatchlings were too important. I… I may have goaded him into doing something that helps you.”


Andro shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


“He’s the best tactical leader they have.” Martin spoke calmly. “He found your mother For'mya somehow, even after the scans we ran. Now that Anja is here, we’ll figure out how. We agree that getting him to follow us is better for you. If I can’t be there with you… then I can damn well insure you have every advantage. Taking your uncle out of the equation will only help you.”


Andro nodded. “True.” He said. “Will he do it?”


Martin shrugged. “He’s an arrogant mida. And…”


“What?”


Martin looked at him. “I think he’s in love with your mother.”


Andro’s eyes grew wide. “You are joking.” He gasped.


Martin shook his head. “No… I wish I was.” He said. “As I was… as I was beating his ass I saw it within his surface thoughts.” Martin shrugged again. “It’s no matter. Hopefully between this and what I think I saw he’ll follow us.”


“And what does mother think of this?” Andro asked.


Martin chuckled. “When I told her she said I better find him first because she will cut his nor off and feed them to him.”


Andro grimaced and shook himself in the transmission. “That is painful just thinking about it.” He said. “Father… Fedor and Eirene… they…?”


Martin smiled. “Right now they are in the landing bay getting to know their Bonded Ones.” He said. “You… you felt that within them? You and Elynth?”


“Faintly yes. We didn’t know they would find their Bonded Brother or sister where they did though.” Andro answered.


“I will make sure they are here next time we talk.” He said. “We’ll remain in contact, but let’s keep transmissions to every two weeks.”


Andro nodded his head. “That will give the engineers time to install a newer QCR on the SCIMITAR.” He said. “Uncle Ben sent me an updated status on all projects at Dreamland. All of the Block II ARIZONA Class will be finished by the end of next year. He has expanded the shipyards by a factor of four to accommodate this. He has also drafted several new engineers and ship builders and brought them into the fold.”


Martin nodded. “No more Andro. Dreamland is our ace in the hole. The more people who know about what goes on there the better the chances it will be discovered. We can’t let that happen.”


Andro nodded. “Uncle Ben knows the risks. Don’t worry.”


“Watch over your brothers and sisters boy.” Martin said.


“I always do father.” Andro answered with a smile.


Martin moved closer to the image of his oldest son. “Androcles… you… you continue to make me the proudest father in the galaxy. I don’t tell you… I don’t tell you enough but I love you son.”


“I love you as well father.” Andro told him. “Pass on the love of my brothers and sisters to our mothers. And tell them I will watch over them.”


“I will. Two weeks from today.” Martin said. “We’ll talk again two weeks from today.”


“I’ll have my people on Cranae Island ready.”


“Androcles…” Martin spoke. “Have Armetus and Marcie activate the Nexus Grid.”


Andro’s eyes narrowed slightly. “That will not make us any friends father.” He said.


“Fuck’em!” Martin hissed. “The Kavalians outnumber us five to one in many cases. The Nexus Grid will help us to level the playing field.”


Andro nodded his head. “I’ll see to it. I must go father. We will speak again in two weeks and I will have more for you.”


Martin nodded. “Go with the gods son. Go with the gods.”


“And you father. All of you.” Andro answered just before his image disappeared and Martin was left in the large empty circular room alone. 


Martin stood for a moment alone, his hands clasped behind his back, contemplating all that was happening. He looked up when he felt Aricia lead everyone into the communications room. His dark brown eyes took in each of his exquisitely beautiful mates and wives, and felt their strength course through him. His eyes fell on For'mya as she came up to him alongside Aricia and Anja and he pulled her close to him, lowering his head to her golden blond hair and inhaling deeply of her sweet orchid scent. All their scents filtered to him and filled him with peace.


Wayonn waited for a moment and then broke into the silence. “The crews are nearly finished transferring all of the equipment Androcles sent.” He spoke. “Daniel is waiting with Muton and his son on the bridge. The first jumps are already calculated and Captain Fang says we are ready.”


Martin looked at him and nodded. “Then let’s get this party going.” He said.

KAVALIAN SPACE 

CABELIR


Isra held up his hand signaling those behind him to stop and move to the sides of the file they were traveling in. His wolf blood was surging through him at the exertion and being so deep inside enemy space. It had been a long time since he felt this alive, and he could feel Aelnala’s own excitement sweeping through him as she circled the dark skies above with Roluth, Sorran and Mirra in close formation with her. She was senior to the four dragons, not only the oldest but also the one with the most combat experience. They would react off of what she did during the operation.


Isra’s deep violet eyes studied the six meter high steel and concrete wall fifty meters to his front. They had moved quickly and efficiently to this point from where the two STRIKER DTs had landed a kilometer back. It had been a wild ride up until now so far as Isra was concerned. Watching as SPARTA’S WRATH shuddered and shook off the twenty meters of ten thousand year old rock and trees and dirt to rise majestically into the sky was a sight he would not soon forget. He could feel the pulsing supremacy of the ship as it rose through the clouds into orbit of Ritaah, fully seven and a half kilometers of devastating power that was once more free. As Resumar directed Avi and 341 in guiding the massive ship back into the stars, Isra and the others could only watch in awe. They could almost feel the rumbling influence as the ship’s pure Phased Quantum Fusion Drive came to life once more, throbbing with unrestrained power and authority. The first jump had brought them to within three million kilometers of Cabelir, well past the vaunted planetary defenses the Kavalian homeworld was known for. It took exactly four point seven seconds for the RAGE OF ACHILLES to be released from the cavernous landing bay of the Pralor Cruiser, and then SPARTA’S WRATH was gone as it engaged its PQF drive once more.


As the RAGE OF ACHILLES closed on Cabelir, Isra and his strike force made ready. The two STRIKERS were launched as the RAGE, her Shroud making her invisible to anyone who might be watching, skimmed the upper atmosphere on the very edge of her ability to come close to a planet. It was no simple feat for a fifteen hundred meter long ship to skim the atmosphere of a planet. Their Shroud shields and the noise reducing retro-engines on every STRIKER allowed them to land without incident. From the field they had broken into their assault teams and headed out.


Isra felt Tarifa come up beside him as silently as a ghost and he smiled inwardly as he looked at his sapphire eyed elven wife and mate. Twenty-six years they had been together along with their Drow Mistress Aihola. Isra could not imagine being without either of them, for they each held a part of him. Looking at the new Governor of Sparta in daylight and wearing casual clothes you would never mistake the surreal beauty Tarifa projected for a seasoned and lethal warrior. Yet she was every bit as deadly as a Pit Viper. Longs hours constantly training with her Drow lover had honed her abilities to perfection, and even longer hours running great distances with her Lycavorian husband had given her a figure that would cause the tongues of most male wolves to drag on the ground. Tarifa and Aihola however, they belonged to him completely. 


Isra commanded this Assault Team of fifteen. Dario, Channa and Ckaoa were assigned to him along with ten of Mican’s best trained commandos. They would move directly to where the female workers in the compound would be gathered by Ckaoa’s sister Poysha. Colonel Vonis commanded the second team which included Mican, Karun and Ardis, Isra and Tarifa’s oldest and most skilled daughter. They would move for the secondary Command and Control Building in order to confuse the Kavalian troops that were assigned as security within the massive compound. It was a very risky operation, but what information female Kavalians assigned to the compound knew and had access too was well worth the risk. Isra, Vonis, Ckaoa and Mican had spent hours planning this mission right down to every detail they could possibly generate. None of the thirty-seven Kavalian females who worked inside the compound had any qualms about leaving. They had lived lives of harsh treatment and being sexual objects for far too long. Ckaoa carried the device that would deactivate the explosive capsules in their skulls thereby freeing them of their captivity. Poysha had worked diligently to insure all of them wanted to leave, for once they escaped into Union territory they would never be able to return home. It did not come as a surprise to her that none of them cared about that. Their daily exposure to Union Netnews channels and countless bits of information and intelligence showed all of them what it was they were missing. They had been abandoned by their Prides in order to gain favor, implanted with deadly explosive capsules, forced to undergo Biogenic treatments to alter their appearance and then used as sex objects and expendable personnel. None of them cared that they would never see their homes or families again. All of them hoped for futures within the Lycavorian Union where they would be treated as females should be treated. As precious objects that were to be nurtured and loved.


“Seventy-four minutes my love.” Tarifa told him.


Isra nodded. They had seventy-four minutes to act until the sun began to come up and their dragons could no longer provide them unhindered support. Then they would be out of time and they would need to leave regardless of their success. Isra lifted his hand and touched his ear.


“Snatch Team ready.” He spoke.


“Strike Team ready.” Vonis’s voice answered instantly. “Rendezvous at established coordinates in forty-three minutes. Good hunting Isra.”


“And you Vonis.” Isra answered.


Isra turned immediately and pointed to Dario. He clenched his fist, extended one finger and then stabbed it at the wall in front of them. Dario didn’t hesitate and dashed forward, his six foot three body propelled with incredible speed. His silenced, cut down P190A3 was secured to his back and his long legs carried him over the reasonably level terrain quickly. Dario planted one foot at the base of the wall and leaped upwards, his bond with Sorran fully active now. That bond and the TK power they shared allowed Dario to plant his hands and feet in different spots on the flat wall and continue to leap frog up the smooth surface until his hands caught the edge and he hung there for a moment.


“Go!” His voice hissed in the implants of all the members of their team and Channa burst forward next.


The five foot nine Channa, her long black hair tied into a pony tail and her meter and a half long tail whipping behind her followed in the footsteps of her newfound and beloved husband. Channa didn’t know how she came to love him so quickly and she didn’t care. The moment she had seen Dario she knew her life would be forever changed for the better. The six foot three Lycavorian didn’t care that she had a tail, he didn’t care that she had been used more times than she could recall. As he had told her so many times since first meeting him, she filled his essence now and he showed her just how much every time he caused her to scream his name in bliss. Channa covered the distance to the wall even faster than Dario had and using the same skills she duplicated his movements, coming to rest on his back as he hung there. She drew her long legs up and then propelled herself the last meter up the wall, leaping into the air and surprising the two Kavalian troops who had been standing just to the right of where Dario hung. As Channa twisted in mid-air, both her right boot and her tail whipped around with savage speed and power. The tip of her combat boot caught one Kavalian directly under his chin, snapping his head back so hard that the vertebra in his neck all broke at once. As he fell to the top of the wall dead, Channa’s tail came lashing out to slap the second Kavalian in the face so hard he staggered back holding his cheek. This allowed Dario, who had pulled himself up the moment Channa leaped from his back, to grab the Kavalian’s head in his powerful arms. He yanked savagely to the left and then back to the right, snapping every bone in the soldier’s neck with ease. Then he turned and launched his body over the wall.


Channa didn’t hesitate and was pulling the sectioned cable from her back and tossing it over the edge of the wall. Dario did the same and waited until he saw Isra and the others dashing for the base of the wall before unlimbering his P190 and taking up a cover position. Channa pressed her back to him and did the same in the opposite direction.


“Forgive me if I hurt you Dario my love.” Channa hissed softly over her shoulder.


Dario grinned without taking his eyes off his area of cover. He titled his head slightly. “I’ll let you jump my bones whenever you want baby.” He answered softly.


Channa smiled and turned to see first Tarifa and then Isra come over the edge of the wall from either cable they had tossed down. Isra looked at her. “Channa?”


She nodded. “This way.” She spoke and then started moving along the top as the other Kavalian troops began to pull themselves up over the edge of the wall while Dario covered them.


Vonis withdrew the blade of his elven fighting knife from the neck of the Kavalian soldier and turned his head in time to see Mican and Karun doing the same. Ardis assisted Karun in dumping the body to the side of the top wall and then more of Mican’s men began to pour over the edge from the four cables they had tossed down. Mican grabbed Vonis’s arm and motioned with his head. 


“This way.” He hissed softly. “We are not far.” Vonis nodded and fell in behind them as they began to move.


A hundred meters along the wall and they came to the elevator. Mican turned as they all crouched nearby.


“The Secondary Hub is at the bottom of this elevator.” Mican spoke. “Usually seven to ten personnel inside. Colonel Vonis, we will charge into the center, the others breaking left and right as we discussed.” 


Vonis nodded. “Try not to damage too much equipment but take down your targets at any cost.” Mican lifted his hand and touched the panel calling the elevator. “Short, controlled bursts. Let’s do this right.” Vonis saw the nods from everyone and then turned to Mican. “Let’s do this. We’re on a timetable and I wouldn’t want us to be late.”


Mican nodded as the elevator doors opened. He stood up to the side as the others piled into the elevator in assault formation. He and Vonis were the last ones to board. He looked at Vonis as the doors began to slide shut. “It is an honor to fight beside you Colonel Vonis.” He spoke.


“The feeling is mutual Mican.” Vonis answered him as the doors closed fully.


There were nine Kavalians in the Secondary Command Hub this night. All of them bored. They were secure in the knowledge that they were safe from attack. No High Coven assault had ever crossed the borders into Kavalian territory. They were not brave enough or stupid enough to attack this deep into Kavalian space. This post was the assignment of high honor among the Prides, guarding the Command Compound for all of the Kavalian Federation. And the perks were even better with all of the females that were there for their use. They were far from any battles, and very secure within the knowledge that nothing could penetrate their security. When the hum of the large elevator came to them, only one Kavalian turned to greet the troops that would be coming from the wall posts.


It only made the assault that much easier.


The Kavalian officer watched as the doors opened and his eyes went wide when he saw the towering vampire and biogenically altered male in front of the group of hard looking troops. None of whom were Kavalian. The Kavalian officer died instantly as Vonis lifted his silenced K14 Kinetic Magnum and fired twice into the man’s head from point blank range. His entire body lifted off the floor from the force of the rounds and he was blown back as bodies rushed to either side behind Vonis. The soft coughing sounds of the silenced P190s rippled outward now as Vonis’s team broke to either side of the room tracking targets as they went. Some of the Kavalians were targeted by more than one person, their bodies perforated by upwards of twenty rounds as they began to react far too late. Mican didn’t hesitate and curled around Vonis to grasp the nearest KFI troop to him in his powerful hands. The soldier had barely made it out of his chair when Mican fell upon him. Anger at all that had been done to him; anger at having been tossed aside like trash by his father, and hope at what the future held for him and Na'lia and their daughter. All these things rushed through Mican as he snatched the troop’s head in his hands and wrenched savagely with all of his considerable strength. The man’s neck snapped instantly and Mican continued to twist as his legs twitched madly and then were still. Mican dropped him to the floor without a second glance and lifted his own silenced K14.


It was not needed as the room fell silent.


Vonis glanced around quickly and a wry grin of approval split his lips. Leading a small unit like this appealed to him, and in all his years he had never seen a group work so seamlessly together. Even though they were vampire and wolf and Kavalian, they blended together like no team he had ever seen.


“Ardis… Karun… get on the equipment!” Vonis hissed. 


Mican followed suit. “Loget… Fabor… the entrance! The rest of you plant the explosives quickly!”


Ardis and Karun fell into seats that were next to each other as the others sprang into action. “Disabling all ground sensors.” Ardis called out. “Shutting down all internal alarms and locks!”


“Re-routing all Command functions to these two consoles.” Karun stated. He looked at Ardis’s console. “There Ardis. Top corner.”


Ardis nodded and quickly adjusted her console. 


“How soon before they realize they’ve lost control?” Vonis asked.


Karun looked at Mican. “Eighteen minutes perhaps?” He offered.


Mican nodded. “About right.” He answered. “The equipment cycles every fifteen minutes within the main Command Center to keep cool. Once it cycles, they will realize they have no control. It will take them perhaps another two to realize that all controls have been routed here. The Command Officer will contact this facility and confirm this, and then he move here until control has been returned to the main Hub.”


“Procedure?” Vonis asked.


“They’ll think it’s a test.” Karun added. “I have been here with my father when they have conducted them in the past.”

Mican nodded in agreement. “They will attempt to reboot the system.” Mican continued. “Kavalian computers are not as advanced as Union systems and given how much these computers control it will take four minutes to reboot and another three to realize they still do not have control. Then they will begin to panic.”

Vonis looked around. “Security seems kind of lax Mican.” He said.

Mican nodded. “My father uses fear and pain to keep order most of the time Colonel.” He answered. “He also thinks himself untouchable. Neither him nor any of the senior officers believe anyone is capable or brave enough to initiate an attack here. You must try to think like they do.”

Karun nodded. “Mican is right.” He added. “Remember… Kavalian troops… even the cloned ones… have been conditioned to think they are the finest anywhere. That everyone fears them. And there has not been an attack on Kavalian soil in nearly a thousand years.”

Vonis chortled. “Yeah… well that will change with Androcles Leonidas giving the orders.”

“No doubt.” Mican said with a grin. “It will be pleasant to see them realize they are not as vaunted as they believe.”


Vonis nodded. “Ok… twenty-five minutes.” He said. “More than enough time if Isra humps it. Ardis… let him know we are good.”


Isra and his team squatted on the top of the wall looking down into the compounds interior. They could see the lights from many different buildings and even a few Kavalian troops moving among them.


Tarifa looked up after pressing her ear implant and nodded. “Isra… Ardis says they have secured the Secondary Hub. No casualties.”


Isra nodded. “First step down.” He said. “Nice.” He turned and his violet eyes took in Ckaoa. “It’s to you Ckaoa.”


Ckaoa nodded and lifted her arm. “That building. Exactly a hundred and fifty meters from the wall here. My sister will have them there, gathered on the first floor.”


Isra’s eyes fell on the large building Ckaoa pointed too, his wolf eyes easily picking up detail and shape. “So we come in from the east side and exfil the same way.” He stated. He looked skyward. Aelnala… do any of you see any unusual activity?


None near the building I see with your eyes Isra my brother. Aelnala replied.


A few guards it appears walking between different buildings five hundred meters to the north. Roluth answered. Nothing else.


They do not expect anything such as what we are about to do. Sorran chimed in. Poor fools.


Indeed. Mirra finished the report from the four dragons.


Isra nodded his head. “Ok. We do this quick and clean just like Vonis and Mican did.” He turned to the Kavalian troops behind him. “Angar… you and Unsla set the charges in place and standby.”

The face of the large Kavalian nodded. “We will make a very large hole in this wall.” He said with a grin.

Isra nodded. “The rest of us make for the building. Two windows on the bottom floor and one door. Split into our teams and acknowledge when you are ready. We all go in together.” Isra saw the nods of acknowledgement and he looked at Ckaoa. “Lead us out Ckaoa.”

With a confident nod of her head Ckaoa leaped from the top of the wall followed by the others.

FEMALE HOLDING BARRACKS


Poysha stepped back from the window, her keen eyes trying to discern anything out of the ordinary in the darkness outside. She could see nothing unusual, nothing she didn’t see on a normal basis. She felt the hand on her arm and she turned to look at the long blond hair of one of the youngest females in their group.


“Poysha… are you… are you certain they will come?” She asked.


Poysha took her hands. “My sister will not lie to me Cvea’Ortel. I promise you this.” She answered.


Cvea had only joined them eight months ago, and she was among the most popular of the females for her devastating beauty. Her blond hair was incredibly long and shiny, her body firm and lush. Her tail had been the reason she had been sent here by her Pride. It had failed to react to the biogenic treatments and this obviously disqualified her from being able to go outside the KFI as an agent. She had been taken against her will probably more times than half the other females here and it had strained her ability to work during the day. She was strong willed, but Poysha knew it was beginning to take its toll on her mentally. She had become even more withdrawn and not willing to speak to the others. Now all Cvea spoke of since Poysha told them what they were going to do was her desire to find a Lycavorian who would adore her and accept her for what she was. She wanted nothing more to do with her own people or men for she had seen them at their ugliest.


“It’s getting so close though.” Cvea answered.


“Trust in me.” Poysha spoke. “Ckaoa is not going to abandon us. She will come for…” Poysha saw the flash of a shadow outside the window and she yanked Cvea out of the way as the huge body came sailing through the open window followed immediately by another. With gasps of frightened shock, Poysha and the others backed up rapidly as the lower floor began to fill up with heavily armed and armored men and women. Poysha saw the flash of long black hair and then a long tail as the two figures rolled on the floor and three more leaped in through the second window. The door burst open and half a dozen more men and women poured in, her eyes growing wide when she saw her twin sister leading them.


“Ckaoa!” She almost screamed in unabashed joy and rushed forward.


Ckaoa could not contain the tears a she lowered her P190 and embraced her sister tightly in her arms as Dario took up a position by the window he and Channa had entered. He watched his beautiful mate turn towards the females, her own delightful tail flicking in the open which caused the females to calm almost immediately.


“Be calm! We are friends!” Channa exclaimed. “You are safe now!”


Ckaoa pushed her sister to arms length and stared at her. “Bless the stars you are safe!” She gasped. “I have missed you so much!”


Poysha wiped her tears away and nodded. “Oh and I have missed you.” She said before crushing her sister to her once more and sharing a hard kiss on the lips. Ckaoa didn’t shy away and returned the sisterly kiss as Isra and Tarifa came up just behind her. Ckaoa sensed them and turned quickly.


“Sister… this is Colonel Isra of the Durcunusaan and his wife and mate Tarifa.” Ckaoa stated. Ckaoa turned to motion to Dario. “Commander Dario of the Durcunusaan and his wife and mate Channa.” 


That word brought gasps from the females and Isra cut his eyes to them before looking back to Ckaoa. It was Poysha who answered. “The Lycavorian Durcunusaan are… they are feared for their skill and bravery Colonel. Even among the Puma Bane soldiers.” She looked back at where Dario stood and then to Channa as she moved among the females. “She is a… she is Kavalian like us.”


Isra nodded to her. “Yes she is.”

“She is his wife?” Poysha asked in surprise.

“It’s a long story that we can relate at another time.” He said. “Ckaoa… we must move quickly.”


Ckaoa nodded her head and began pulling the bag from her back. “Poysha… we have the devices. We must attached them to the heads of all the females. They are small and will activate a tiny pulse of Reverse Fractal Energy. It will render the explosive devices completely inert. It will sting for several seconds, but it will work. We can have them removed when we get to Union space.”


“Reverse Fractal Energy?” Poysha asked. “How did… Reverse Fractal Energy is only in a theoretical stage. How did you…”


Ckaoa smiled. “Our lady devised the pulse with some additional help. I will tell you all of it but the Colonel is right.” She said. “Shiria has already gone on ahead to the Union with others because she is needed there but she sends you her love and can’t wait to see all of you.”


“Poysha… these men are part of Mican’Puat’s resistance.” He said seeing her eyes go wide. “They are like you in many ways. Tossed aside by your leaders and they are not like those you are used too.” Isra explained. “Tarifa is my wife and mate. Let them help you to get the devices ready.”


Poysha nodded quickly. “Yes! The shift change for the nearby guard post happens in ten minutes. The three men usually stop here first to… they…”


Ckaoa gripped her arm. “Not this time sister.” She said forcefully. “Not this time.”


Poysha nodded her head. “No.” 


Tarifa moved forward now and took their arms. “Quickly. Let us complete our task and leave this place behind.”

Isra glanced at Dario. “Dario… the door. Tegan… Galan… with him. Anything that comes through that door… kill it.”

Dario nodded. “Done.”

Isra lifted his hand to his jaw and tapped his implant. “Snatch Leader to Strike Leader. We have made contact and are dispersing the devices. Give us nine minutes and we will be moving.”


Vonis looked at Mican who held the Kavalian Colonel in his powerful arms, the wicked looking knife tightly against his throat. He heard Isra’s report and nodded his head.


“I can give you eight Isra.” Vonis answered. “By then they’ll know something is up.”


There was a pause and Isra answered. “Eight it is.” He answered.


Vonis nodded and looked at Mican who had heard the exchange in his implant. “Kill this fucker and let’s get ready to beat feet.” Vonis ordered.


Mican didn’t hesitate and drove his knife into the thick neck of the Kavalian Colonel twisting savagely as he did. He ripped the blade forward as he pulled it out, opening up half of the man’s neck and tossing him to the ground.


Vonis turned to Karun and Ardis. “Make sure all the defenses are down and then fry the systems here. Were you able to get the other information?”


Ardis smiled and held up the two data discs she had brought. “Everything Androcles said he wanted.” She said. “And they’ll never know we took it. At least not initially.”


Vonis grinned back at her. “Watch her Karun… she’s slicker than she looks.”


Karun looked at Ardis with devotion in his eyes. “I always enjoy watching her Colonel.” He said. “It stirs my blood.”


Ardis reached out and slugged her husband in his shoulder. “Pervert!” She snapped playfully.


“Ok people…” Vonis spoke. “The easy part is almost done. The hard part is almost upon us. Getting out is always the hard part. Prepare yourself and your gear. All of us are leaving and I don’t want to lose anyone.”


Vonis’s words were felt by all of them, even Mican and the Kavalian Commandos. It was good to have a leader who cared about them.


Poysha and the other females watched as Dario lowered the body of the Kavalian to the floor and yanked his long bladed combat knife from the soldier’s neck. Blood splashed wetly on the floor and began to pool quickly as the Kavalian’s throat had been sliced open to the bone. The light left his eyes quickly and he died with no sound as the Tegan and Galan also allowed the bodies of the two Kavalians to drop to the floor, both of them already dead. The female that Channa had been attaching the Pulse device to tore her eyes from the scene and looked at her.


“He is… he is your mate?” She gasped.


Channa glanced back with adoring eyes and nodded her head as they fell on Dario. He wiped the blade of the knife clean on the Kavalian’s uniform and returned it to the sheath on his thigh before looking up and his blue eyes caught Channa’s. “He is beautiful isn’t he?” She said softly. She turned back to the female. “And he’s all mine.” 


“I did not… I…” The female stammered.


Channa shook her head. “Do not worry sister.” She spoke softly and with a smile. Calling her sister seemed appropriate because Channa had once been in her place. “When we return to the Union you will find there will be many Lycavorian men who will pursue you for your affections. And they will treat you just as Dario treats me. Like something precious. And they will love you until you can not stand it anymore.”


“I… I have my tail.” She stated gripping the end of her tail.


Channa flicked her own long tail out from behind her and smiled. “He finds my tail fascinating.” She said with a grin. “And he pays much attention to it.”


The girl looked at her. “Truly?”


Channa nodded as she finished. “Yes indeed.” She turned her head as she drew her hands back. “Poysha… she is the last one.”


Poysha was touching her own head where the device resided on her temple and turned to Ckaoa. “We are ready.” She said.


Ckaoa nodded and removed the small electronic device from one of the pouches on her belt. She held it up so they all could see it. “When I press this you will hear a humming in your ear and then a small pulse of energy will course through your head. It will sting terribly for perhaps two or three seconds. Do not remove the device during this time. You must endure it. The energy pulse will short out the explosive device imbedded in your heads. It will no longer work at all. Then we can all leave this place.”


Ckaoa looked at their faces, not seeing one bit of indecision. She turned to Poysha and her sister nodded. “We have endured far worse sister. You know this. We can handle a little stinging.”


Ckaoa nodded and took a deep breath. There was no more time to waste and she jammed her finger down on the small button. There were dozens of soft gasps and most of the females reached for their heads in pain, but not one tried to remove the device. Poysha was right… they were strong and had endured far worse. A chance at freedom was worth any pain. It seemed like an eternity but in five seconds Ckaoa released her finger from the device and Tarifa stepped forward immediately, lifting a portable medical scanner specifically tuned to detect the carrier wave of the explosive devices. She raised it to Poysha’s head, adjusted the scanner and smiled brightly.


“It’s dead!” She exclaimed turning to the room of Kavalian females and lifting the scanner passing it over all of the females. The small device’s detector remained completely silent. “They are… they are all dead!”


Poysha burst into tears and embraced her sister tightly. The females were crying and hugging each other as well as Tarifa moved among them carefully scanning each of them. She had had doubts in the beginning that they could pull this off. Both her and Jalersi, yet they had worked tirelessly with Ckaoa, Avi and 341 to get the exact carrier signal of the explosives and then adjust the wave of Reverse Fractal Energy in order to short out the receivers. Isra had left them to their work, for while she was a politician by duty, Tarifa also had two different degrees and was almost as smart as her younger sister Zaala who was a genius as far as Tarifa was concerned. Jalersi and Ckaoa did not have the same education level as Tarifa but their knowledge of Kavalian machinery was precise and extensive.


Tarifa turned to Isra by the door and nodded. “It worked Isra! They are all deactivated!”


Isra nodded and turned to Dario. “Time to go.” He stated immediately. He lifted his hand to his jaw. “Snatch Leader to Strike Leader. We are moving now!”


Vonis’s voice answered instantly. “Two minutes ahead of schedule. Impressive Isra my friend. We’ll wait a full sixty count and then begin withdrawing as well. Move swiftly… the sun is coming up faster than we anticipated.”


“Understood.” Isra spoke turning to Ckaoa and Poysha. “Gather them quickly. They need nothing. They will have all they desire when we are safely back in Union space. Quickly now!”

Ckaoa and Poysha nodded and began to reach out for the females, grabbing hands and arms and pulling them to their feet. Isra turned to the window that faced the wall they had come over. “Angar! Unsla! Blow the wall now! Blow it now!”


Isra’s violet eyes grew wide when before he had finished giving the order, a massive wall of fire lit the dawn sky. He could just detect a huge cloud of dust rising into the air and Isra would later swear he saw huge pieces of the wall landing nearby. He shook his head and looked at where Ckaoa, Channa, Tarifa and Poysha were helping the Kavalian females out of the two windows.


“Durcunusaan Strike Leader… we are moving now. Prepare to cover us!”


“We are ready Colonel.” The stern voice echoed. “Come to us and do not spare the speed Colonel. The faster we are gone, the better.”


“Sadormacah!” Isra hissed watching as Tarifa turned to him instantly. “Have them run Sadormacah! Just as fast as they can! Two point eight kilometers! Slow down for nothing!”


Tarifa nodded her head without question.

KELERU’S HOME 

2.7 KILOMETERS FROM THE COMMAND COMPOUND


Keleru was an early riser and he was sitting in his high back chair reading reports from the previous day when the flash of light to his west snapped his head up, causing him to spill his rich morning tea. Then the roar of an explosion reached his ears and finally the windows in his home vibrated madly as he came to his feet, the data pads scattering all around his feet. He rushed across his main room to look out the expansive window that faced west and he saw flames reaching into the sky from the Command Compound his eyes wide in disbelief. He heard the door to his home open and he turned as half a dozen Puma Bane troops poured into his home.
 The senior officer on duty rushed across the room towards him.


“What the fuck is happening?” Keleru barked out.


The Puma Bane Troop was skittish and very anxious. They had trained for this of course, but never in all his years did he ever think they would actually need to use the escape route. 


“Prefect we must get you to the Command shelter!” He almost shouted.


“That was at the Command Compound!” Keleru snarled.


“We have lost COMS with the Command Center Prefect! I can not raise them! The explosion came from within the compound along the north facing wall from what I can tell!” The Puma Bane Major barked. “Prefect let me get you to safety!”


“Within the compound?” Keleru gasped. “An accident?”


“We don’t know Prefect! It could be an accident! It could be some sort of attack! We must go!” The major snapped.


“An attack by who?” Keleru demanded a small stab of fear tugging at his stomach. “The Union would never be able to reach this far into Kavalian space! And neither would the Coven! They are not fools!”


“I do not know Prefect! My duty is to protect you!” The major snarled. “We must move to the Command Shelter until we discover what is happening.”


Keleru paused for only a second. “Leave the others!” He barked moving to grab some of the pads he had dropped. 


The major nodded without hesitation hoping that this act did not come back to bit him in the ass. The others Keleru’Puat was referring to were his long time wife and his loyal staff, all of whom stayed in the opposite wing of Keleru’s home.


The major gripped his Prefect’s arm tightly. “This way Prefect.” He spoke as he began leading the man out.


This action would not become known right away but in the coming months it would be discovered and it would prove, without doubt, one of Androcles Leonidas’s statements to his grandfather Riall.


That statement.

Keleru’Puat was a coward at heart, for only cowards ruled by fear.


Poysha waited until the last female had exited the building. It happened to be Cvea and she took her hand quickly. “Do not let go of my hand Cvea!” She barked. “Freedom is almost upon us!”


Then with Poysha gripping her sister’s hand the three of them ran.


They had come this far and would be killed regardless if they turned back. In a display of trust, faith and hope, not one of the Kavalian females even slowed when they reached the wall. With Angar and Unsla waving them through, they ran in groups of two or three, always keeping the large Lycavorian Dario and his Kavalian wife in their eye sight. Even with the biogenic treatments, they all retained their feline genes, and this served them well this day. Running was actually a pastime among the Kavalian people, and now these Kavalian females ran just as fast as their legs would carry them. They easily kept pace with the much larger Lycavorian leading them, and the Kavalian rebels who ran alongside their flanks. They rapidly left the still smoking wall behind them, not seeing Vonis blurring among the surrounding trees, racing ahead and then stopping several times to insure everyone was keeping the pace. His keen vampire eyes would wait until he saw Isra’s large form bringing up the rear and then he would blur once more. Vonis had never run from a fight before in his life, but the fight now was to escape with these females who had been suffering and abused under the Kavalian dogs. Vonis had also never failed in a mission given to him and he had no intention of failing now.


It seemed like they ran for hours but in reality it was only a little less than four minutes and then Ckaoa could see the STRIKERS in the clearing five hundred meters ahead. She pulled on Poysha’s hand frantically. “There! There!” She screamed.


The unintentional yank by Ckaoa threw Poysha off balance just enough to jar Cvea to the side. Their fingers released as Cvea stumbled and then fell crashing to the ground painfully.


“Cvea!” Poysha screamed even as Ckaoa pulled her harder.


Cvea rolled over several times through the loose dirt and rocks that dotted the ground. She screamed out in pain when her knees collided with a large rock and sliced them open. Blood splashed the ground as she slammed into a stump and her wide eyes saw Poysha pulling away from her. “Poysha! Poysha don’t leave me!” Cvea screamed at the top of her lungs.


Cvea heard the crashing sound and her head whipped around to see the golden brown blond color of the hair on the huge wolf that skidded to a halt in front of her. Stunned, she watched as there was a flash of silvery white light and then she was staring at the very large Lycavorian Spartan with blazing ice blue eyes. He stood well over six feet tall and Cvea had seen enough Kavalians in armor to know that he was exceptionally well built. His face betrayed his youth, but his eyes held wisdom and confidence within them. And they held warmth and a kind of desire she had never seen before.


“We will not leave you Little One.” He spoke in a warm voice that caused Cvea to shiver, but not in fear as she saw the tips of his flesh shredding fangs from under his upper lip. “To lose beauty such as yours would be a great crime. That I can not allow.”


Cvea watched as he bent down in front of her and she attempted to scramble back away from him. He looked so formidable in his armor and the weapons dotting his body frightened her even more. He held up his hands in front of him. “I will not hurt you Little One.” He said.


“My name… my name is Cvea’Ortel!” She hissed at him.


“Well Cvea’Ortel… my name is Ridor Lethon. Ridor after my father’s father, and Lethon after my mother’s father. They wanted me to have two names, though I know not why. I am a son of Sparta and a Durcunusaan. I will not leave you here.” 


Cvea heard the warmth of his voice and felt it quiver across her skin. Feelings she had never experienced in her twenty-three years of life rippled through her and they made her feel wonderful. If not for the pain of her knees. She winced suddenly as her injuries once more occupied her attention and she leaned forward to look at them. The rock had slice open her right knee to the top of her kneecap, and put a good one inch deep laceration in the side of her left knee that came close to severing her ligaments. She tried to stem the flow of bleeding with the rags from her pants until she saw his hands hold out a small tube of ointment. She looked up at him.


“The others are leaving us behind Little One… we must go.” He stated. “Spread this on our wounds and I will carry you.”


Cvea didn’t hesitate and uncapped the tube quickly, spreading the cool salve on the open wounds. She watched in amazement as the wounds stopped bleeding almost immediately.


“We do not have an Hadarian to heal you so we will have to make do until we reach our ship.” Ridor told her as he pushed his P190 further back over his shoulders. “I do not wish to be too forward, but I need to pick you up. Unless you would rather we remain here and be captured by the Kavalians who will no doubt follow.”


Cvea looked at him. “You talk funny! Are you crazy?” She spat at him in shock. “No I don’t want to remain!”


Ridor smiled. “My brothers remind me all the time that I am odd.” He said as he slowly slid his arms under her legs and around her slim waist. Cvea watched his face as she slid her arms around his shoulders, taking in the most incredible blue eyes she had seen in her young life. They were ice blue eyes with a thick black ring around them, and they gazed at her with a piercing glow that made her tremble in his arms. “I like to think of myself as unique. If you would somehow secure your fascinating tail, I do not wish to trip and have you injure yourself further.”


Fascinating. He had called her tail fascinating. Cvea quickly curled it around his waist and let the tip settle into her lap. Ridor looked at what she had done and then met her eyes again. “Interesting.” He said. “Hold on tightly now. I run very fast.”


Cvea gasped as dug his booted feet into the soil and exploded forward towards the ship.


Poysha turned to face the rear of the ship as soon as Ckaoa released her arm. She watched several more females run up the ramp followed by a handful of the Kavalian Rebels. Her eyes could not find Cvea and her heart filled her throat.


“Ckaoa we have to go back!” Poysha screamed. “I can not leave her! Cvea! I can’t leave her! She must have fallen!”


Ckaoa shook her head adamantly. “No!” She declared forcefully. “We can not! We would lose our chance to escape! I’m sorry sister!”


“She is the youngest of us Ckaoa!” Poysha pleaded. “They almost broke her! I promised her I would not leave her behind for anything!”


Ckaoa held her arms. “No!” She ordered. “I will not lose you!” She barked as Isra appeared at the bottom of the ramp now. They both turned to look at him.


“Vonis?” He barked out looking at the other STRIKER.


“We are all aboard!” Vonis answered from across the field.


Isra looked skyward. Aelnala! All of you return now!


In we come. Aelnala answered instantly. 


Isra’s eyes quickly picked them up in the brightening sky and they were coming in fast. She and Roluth flared their wings barely fifty meters off the ground as Mirra and Sorran did the same behind the other STRIKER. All four dragons folded their wings and to the fearful gasps from the Kavalian females they began moving up the ramp into the STRIKERs to secure themselves in their harnesses. Aelnala bumped her massive head against Isra’s shoulder as she climbed the ramp. 


We have done a great thing this day my brother. She spoke as she moved past him.


Isra nodded. We’re not completely clear just yet sister.

I know. But I have faith in you. She answered. 


Isra turned and saw the last Spartan slow from a dead sprint to a half jog, carrying the Kavalian female in his arms. Isra’s eyes grew a little wider as the he recognized the young Durcunusaan sergeant. “Medic!” He shouted into the rear of the STRIKER before turning to look at Ridor as he trotted up. “Are you insane boy?” Isra screamed. “I told you to remain on the STRIKER! Your father will have my ass if you get hurt!”


Ridor smiled as he came up to Isra. “My father would expect me to act like this Colonel. No son of a General of the Union shirks his duties.”


Isra shook his head as the medic came up. “I need to have a talk with Vistr about you.” He stated. “You’re too damn good.”


“I’ll take her sergeant.” The medic spoke reaching for Cvea.


“No!” Cvea barked clutching Ridor tighter, her tail squeezing him powerfully around his waist. This did not go unnoticed by Isra but he remained silent. “No! Don’t touch me!”


Isra motioned with his head. “Get her settled. It’s time to go.”


Ridor nodded as Poysha pushed the medic aside and grabbed for Cvea’s hand. Ridor carried Cvea into the rear of the STRIKER as she and Poysha chattered away. He stopped and turned his head, all of them watching as the ramp began to come up. Ridor Lethon, son of General Vistr, looked down at the stunning Kavalian female in his arms. He was having quite the time keeping his wolf instincts from overwhelming him while he held this beauty tight against his body. He was only twenty-five years old himself, Vistr’s youngest and most daring son from his mate of seven millennia. They had decided to have another child after he had returned from Ukwav and the wave of pride was sweeping the entire Union. Ridor was that child, and so far he had surpassed all of his older brothers in skill, though he would never his six older brothers openly admitted it to everyone they knew. His brothers were almost as proud of him as his father was. Ridor had already begun to make a name for himself and Vistr could think of no one better suited to further his son’s skills and watch over him than Isra.


Cvea’s sweet cherry scent was driving him crazy, and the feel of her lush, warm body against his was almost more than he could bare. As the ramp locked into place he looked down into her face and discovered her staring up at him. He smiled at her beautiful pale sky blue eyes.


“You are free now Anocahs.” He spoke softly as he moved to the bench and very gently lowered her to the seat. “Let them treat your legs. You will need them to walk the paths of Sparta and see her beauty. It matches your own.”


Cvea unfurled her tail from around his waist and released her arms from his shoulders. She watched him stand back up and continue to gaze at her. “Thank… thank you.” She spoke softly.


Ridor bowed his head to her, every single Lycavorian on the STRIKER able to sense his interest in Cvea. His aura burned brightly as he looked at her and the word would pass among the others that the young Kavalian was very much off limits now. Especially when they reached the RAGE OF ACHILLES. He may have been the youngest Durcunusaan among them, but he was one of them, and they looked out for each other.


Cvea looked at Poysha and Ckaoa with wide eyes. “What… what did he call me?” She asked quickly. 


“Soul eyes.” Tarifa’s voice answered as she came up to them with a medical kit and settled on the bench next to Cvea. “He called you Soul eyes.”


Cvea turned to watch Ridor’s back as he was greeting his fellow Durcunusaan with hugs and handshakes after a successful mission. “Soul eyes.” Cvea said softly.


Tarifa smiled as she began to treat Cvea’s knee injuries. “You have acquired an admirer Cvea’Ortel. Word will spread quickly that he has called you this. You will have no fears going into your new life Cvea’Ortel, for a Durcunusaan, a member of the Wolves of the Blood now watches over you.” Tarifa looked at her. “That is no small feat I will tell you. Well done young one. Well done.”

RAGE OF ACHILLES

TWELVE MINUTES LATER


“… Me full power to sublights! Spool up the main drive core and let’s get the hell out of here while the getting is good!” Fang declared as she rose from her chair. “Pursuit?”


“Negative Captain!” The sensor operator declared. He turned in his chair. “I don’t think they ever thought someone would get close enough to do something like we just did. None of the ships in orbit are even charging weapons.”


“Well let’s not wait around and give them a chance.” She replied. “And send the signal to Prince Androcles on Earth, Prince Resumar and Captain Pian that we are clear and headed home. No casualties and a lot of happy Kavalian females.”


“Aye Captain.”

KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PUMA’S PRIDE

PUSINTIN’S COMMAND SHIP


Popal made his way into the Kavalian medical bay. Though very large and stocked with some of the best Kavalian medical technology that existed, it did not even come close to Union medical equipment
 which was all based on Hadarian tech. With them now controlling Hadaria Popal had no doubts that would begin to change, but it would be a long process. As he entered the medical bay, his eyes took in the damage done by the unknown Union warship. Even though scans told him PUMA’S PRIDE was larger than the ship that had attacked them, it had caught them unaware. It’s weapon systems had pounded PUMA’S PRIDE mercilessly, killing hundreds and effectively nearly every system. They had only just been able to get their sensors and long range communications back, but their engines were still severely damaged. They had lost half of their Task Force to the unknown ship and Popal truly had no desire to meet this ship in combat again. When it vanished, taking the odd civilian ship with it, Popal concentrated on getting things back under control.


And saving his Marshall’s life.


His eyes fell on where Pusintin laid on the medical table while the doctor and an assistant tended to him. Popal was quite certain he had never seen his Marshall in such a condition. It looked as if someone had used him for punching bag, though Popal would never known how correct he was in that assessment. There were bruises and cuts all over his body, and a large, very deep laceration across his abdomen. They had not found the remains of three Puma Bane troops who had accompanied him, while Kalis they discovered some six hundred meters away from his father severely wounded but not in as bad a shape as his father. Popal’s eyes detected Kalis on a bed further down the row while another medical tech treated him. The doctor or senior medic really, since Muton had been the ship’s doctor for so long, saw him enter and he broke away from the bed to approach him.


“Report.” Popal ordered.


“His injuries are severe.” The Kavalian officer answered. “Nearly every rib is broken. His collarbone is fractured in two places. His cheekbone and jaw are broken, his nose and left shoulder are crushed. His right orbital socket is fractured.” The medic shook his head. “Those are just the broken bones. I have stabilized him but the wound in his abdomen concerns me. It is very deep and the blade nicked the lining of his stomach. With the damage to the Medical Bay, only half of our equipment even works. How soon before we get main engines back?”

Popal shook his head. “Not for another day at least.” He replied.

“He will not survive the return trip to Cabelir for treatment Senior Commander.” The medic replied. “What… what kind of ship could hurt us so bad so quickly?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never seen anything like it before.” He replied. “And it doesn’t match anything in our database for Union ships. It must be something new.”

“Po… Popal!” The voice croaked out.

His eyes wide in disbelief Popal and the senior medic dashed to the bedside and saw Pusintin’s uninjured eye turn to look at him. “Marshall!” Popal gasped.

“Dam… damage?” Pusintin hissed.

“It is bad Marshall.” Popal answered. “The ship came out of Shroud almost within our Shield envelope. The weapons it used… it decimated us before we could act. Half of our Task Force is gone. The remaining ships have varying damage. PUMA’S PRIDE is hurt but we are repairing systems as fast as we are able.”

“Con… contact Keleru!” Pusintin croaked. “Warn… him. Trap. Others. Will not bow.” Pusintin closed his eye and a raspy breath escaped his lungs.

“I will Marshall.” Popal spoke.

“Tal… Talbor Seven.” Pusintin gasped. “Hadarian… Hadarian clinic there.”

Popal’s eyes grew wide. “Yes! I remember!”

“Must… must go after her… must save…” Pusintin’s voice drifted off and his good eye closed as he drifted back in unconsciousness.

The senior medic looked at him. “Talbor Seven?” He asked.

Popal nodded. “There is a free Hadarian clinic there. Two Hadarians run it. A husband and wife.”

The medic nodded. “An Hadarian could heal him in hours.” The man said. “What did he mean by trap?”

Popal shook his head. “I don’t know. Right now I need to contact the Prefect and let him know what has happened. At the very least the Union now has ships that we were not aware of.” He looked at the medic. “I will set course for Talbor Seven. It should take us perhaps sixteen hours without our LSD coils. Will he make it?”

The medic nodded. “I will keep him alive Senior Commander.” The man said.

Popal nodded. “Do that.” He ordered before turning and exiting the medical bay.

No one saw Kalis’s head turn to look at his father from six beds down. He had heard every word that had been spoken. There was no question about him, no inquiry from his father as to his condition. Kalis looked back at the lights of the medical bay as his head pounded with that single statement.

“So nephew…” Martin spoke softly gazing at Kalis’s dark blue eyes. “Your father stands there. He will not come for you Kalis. He will not try to protect you from me. In truth… he does not care what happens to you!”

ADMIRAL ZESICO’S COMMAND SHIP

LEONIDAS IIA-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER


“… Remind the fighter crews that they are to adhere to standard Union attack profiles. We do not need them going off and trying to do something stupid.” Zesico told his XO.


“Understood sir.”


“Tactical!” Zesico called out.


“Systems are synced with SPARTA’S WRATH sir!” The woman answered. “We’re sending updated position profiles and will coordinate with Prince Resumar!” 


“What is their ETA?” Zesico barked turning to look at her. “We’re cutting it close!” When she didn’t answer right away his eyes narrowed. “Lieutenant! What is their ETA?” He barked again.


He watched as her eyes turned to face him and he saw how wide they were. “I think… I think they are here Admiral!”


Zesico came to his feet. “What!”


“Admiral… sensors are detecting a massive Quantum Fusion Reversion field off to port! Distance one million! It’s… it’s fucking huge sir!” The man gasped aloud unable to contain his obvious disbelief.


“View Window!” Zesico barked. “Now!”


The large view window towards the front of the bridge was normally covered with armor during combat, but now that armor retracted slightly and exposed the large, clear view window to their front.


And turned every man and woman on the bridge of Zesico’s flagship into true believers.


The seven kilometer long shape of SPARTA’S WRATH exited its light speed jump and announced its existence to the Kavalian fleet by shattering two Kavalian PURUSIAN-Class frigates against it’s armored hull, blotting them from existence before they even knew they were dead. The ship was unlike anything they had ever seen before. Dark gray in color, with a thick rear portion that sloped gracefully and became narrow in the front. There were jagged lines along the hull, so unlike the smooth, symmetrical design of Union ships. Yet the thing that stood out the most were the hundreds of slots that opened along the sides of the ship and extended sharp, spear like turrets from just about every centimeter of the ship it seemed. And then those turrets lit the sky around them as they all fired at once. 


“Son vada carians!” Zesico muttered to no one in particular. 

SPARTA’S WRATH


-Eleven seconds until reversion. Brace for deceleration- 341’s calm, synthetic male voice echoed across the bridge.


Resumar Leonidas would swear until the day he died that when SPARTA’S WRATH shattered the mountain it had lain under for ten thousand years and reached for the stars once more, that he heard happiness in Avatar 341’s synthesized voice. 

All Resumar had to do was give the orders and the two Avatars and three hundred crew that had been secretly sent from Dreamland did the rest. Avi had been pleased to see the engineers and techs from Dreamland arrive two weeks ago. He explained to 341, though the Avatar already knew from working so closely with Avi, that these men and women were the closest to a trained crew he could possibly want. Thanks to Avi himself and Zaala Randall, they were the men and women with the most knowledge on Pralor technology and how it worked. 341 saw this as a much added advantage. He was a warship, and with even a partial crew on board monitoring systems and conducting other tasks, he could devote most of his computations and calculations to killing the enemy. Like Avi, 341 was programmed to follow the most senior Pralor fanatically. While Shiria was a pure Pralor, the traces of Sumar’s blood that ran within Resumar Leonidas were even purer. He knew immediately who Resumar was when he came on board this ship, and there was no hesitation or doubt in the Avatar’s cognitive programming that Resumar was who he would follow.

-Receiving updated targeting profiles from Admiral Zesico- Avi spoke from in front of the three console podium he stood in front of beside 341. –Adjusting protocols to compensate-

It was obvious the two were working in concert with one another, though it appeared Avi had made the decision to allow 341 to control all weapons and defensive systems.

-Updated profiles locked- 341 answered. -Defensive systems fully online. All batteries beginning to power-

“All Fighter Drones powering up!” The elven female called from across the bridge. “All systems nominal!”

-Understood elven female La’taian. Release Fighter Drone control to me on my mark- 341 answered. –I will initiate a Class One Barrage with all batteries immediately upon reversion into normal space. This will target all ships designated GREAT SOUL or larger. Nine point two seconds after the death of the last GREAT SOUL Class ships I will call for the APOC Drones. Target list as given by Resumar Leonidas will commence at that time-

“Standing by!”

-Achieving target coordinates and lock from all active X2 Guided Phased Fusion missiles- 341 continued.

-Disengaging Quantum Drives- Avi spoke. –Reverting to normal space-
-I have control- 341 chimed in. The slightest movement of the deck beneath their feet told them they had just come out of their jump. Resumar looked up when they felt a slight shudder run throughout the ship.

-Impact- Avi called. –Two PURUSIAN-Class Frigates have impacted the hull in sections thirty-seven and fifty-nine. Minor damage to hull plating and armor. Repair drones nineteen through thirty are responding. Ships have been destroyed-

Resumar stepped forward. “Are you saying we just hit two ships?” He nearly screamed. 

-SPARTA’S WRATH is designed to withstand impact of substantially larger solid objects against it’s Quantum Kinetic Shielding and hull Resumar Leonidas- 341 told him turning to look at him. –The two ships happened to be in the way and I did not see the need to alter our flight plan to save them when we will kill them in four minutes regardless of what they do- 


Resumar held up his hands. “Don’t let me interrupt you 341.” He stated before turning to look at Athani with wide eyes.


-You are not- 341 assured him. He turned back to look forward. –All batteries signal ready. SPARTA’S WRATH is now engaging-

-Acknowledge- Avi spoke.
KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL-DREADNOUGHT

INVASION TASK FORCE COMMAND SHIP


The alarms that were chirping all across the bridge were loud and confusing as he came to his feet and heard his crew barking at him.


“…sort of Quantum field!” His sensor operator shouted. “It’s massive!”


“Where?” The Kavalian Admiral screamed. “Where?”


“Off our Starboard quarter!” The operator shouted. “It’s some… it’s some sort of ship I think! Readings are fuzzy!”


“What the fuck does fuzzy mean?” The Admiral screamed. “No one is suppose to know we are here!”


“Admiral! It’s a ship! A huge fucking ship!” The sensor operator screamed. “Massive power readings! Quantum signatures like I have never seen before! It’s…”


“What?” The Admiral snarled.


The sensor operator turned to look at his Admiral for the last time just before a sustained volley of nineteen Quantum Reactive Matter Pulse Guns impacted the proud hull of the GREAT SOUL Dreadnought and ripped it open like a paper bag.


“It’s firing Admiral! At us!”


Avatar 341 had been built and designed to be the heart and brains of SPARTA’S WRATH, and along with his five identical Avatar brothers, they could have operated the ship completely by themselves. That was not what they were designed for however and he knew that. They were designed to integrate seamlessly with the crew of each warship and give the large Pralor crew advantages others did not. 341 knew that his computation skills and general knowledge were far superior to any Pralor, but he was also programmed to know that he could not react with any emotion to given situations. His Neural Processor allowed for him to learn and grow from these experiences, but he knew that the emotional portion was just not there. In the weeks leading up to this moment, 341 had begun to learn what Avi already knew after his many long years among them. He was not treated as an object or piece of machinery. He was considered a member of this crew. An important member of this crew. In many ways he was SPARTA'S WRATH. He was the heart and in many cases the brain, just as he had been programmed to think, but these Spartans and Elves and Kavalians. They were his arms and legs and lungs and veins. They were what made him strong. Resumar Leonidas had the blood of the Master Pralor Sumar flowing through him, a man who had treated Avi as a dear friend. That is how Resumar Leonidas treated 341, and ultimately that is what made it’s way into the core processing unit of 341’s Neural Network.  



Now 341 unleashed the full, shattering power of the ship he was built to be. And he did it in protection of his charges.


Three hundred and twenty batteries, a mix of Category One and Category Six Quantum Reactive Matter Pulse Guns, opened up at the exact same moment along the entire length of both sides of SPARTA'S WRATH. Instead of the normal Plasma beam weapons aboard most Union ships, the QRMPGs released only a thin beam of concentrated power that was more off white in color. Though they were simply called Quantum Matter Pulse Guns, the Reactive portion left out, this was what made the turrets so powerful. Concentrated, tightly bound beams of intense Reactive Quantum energy that caused an instantaneous effect upon contact with other matter and power sources. That effect was the detonation of tiny particles of Quantum energy within the focus of the beam, that destabilized a ship’s hull and acted in a ripple event. As the naked eye would see an explosion, the real effect was the near instant melting of the ship’s hull and implosion of quantum particles that became too large to be contained within their individual energy spheres and thus expanded. Explosively. 


The Kavalian command ship disintegrated in a blinding white flash of quantum power, great swaths of the ship fragmenting away in explosive reaction.


Given that SPARTA'S WRATH used a Pralor engineered Seventh Tier Phased Quantum Fusion Resonance Reactor, the pinnacle of engineering design by the Pralor species, the range of her weapons was nearly triple that of a LEONIDAS IIA-Strike Cruiser and almost double that of an ARIZONA-Class Strike Carrier. As 341 indicated, his first Class One Barrage targeted every GREAT SOUL within his firing envelope. This amounted to thirty-six GREAT SOUL-Class Dreadnoughts. Because the composition of the Farnuri Expanse, the Kavalian Admiral had decided against the use of shields to keep their power signature to the barest of minimums. This decision only hastened their destruction as 341’s initial barrage obliterated all thirty-six unshielded dreadnoughts in seven seconds. Their shields, had they been active, may have given them precious seconds to begin to maneuver, but in the end it would not have mattered. The surprise was complete, and they were facing a ship with more firepower than over half their task force combined.


And Avatar 341 was fighting for his crew.


-Initial barrage complete. Thirty-six targets destroyed. Follow on barrage to initiate in four point two seconds- 341 droned on. –Avi… please adjust course five degrees port-


-Signaling Admiral Zesico to begin his portion of the attack on Kavalian Task Force in forty-two seconds- Avi broke in. –Power levels steady. Weapons cycling within point two of recommended perimeters. Adjusting course five degrees to port-


“Minor fluctuation of Kinetic Shield Grid in Section twenty-two!” One of the six vampire crewmen on the bridge called out. “Compensating with increased generator output from Section Twenty-One and dispatching Repair Drones to investigate!”


-Excellent work Crewman Voostan! - 341 declared not turning away from his combat podium. -My internal schematics did not show this-


“Hah! I love my job!” Voostan exclaimed. “Kick some more Kavalian ass 341!”


-Commencing secondary barrage- 341 spoke in answer to his shouted request.


Resumar stepped up to where Athani sat at one of the unused sensor stations. “Athani?” He asked.


Athani shook her head, her golden blond hair flowing around her face. “It’s… it’s… I can’t keep track of how many ships are dying Resumar.”


He placed his hand on her shoulder. “I know this must be hard for you my love.” He told her softly.


Athani looked up at him. “Resumar this is amazing!” She exclaimed with wide eyes. “I am your wife and mate now! These people may be the same species as me, but they are our enemies! Every one we kill now means we grow closer to the end!”


“Athani… this is only the beginning.” Resumar said.


She nodded her head. “The beginning of our fight to free my people from my father’s twisted ideals.” She stated with pride. “And I help end it as a Princess of the Lycavorian Union! As your wife!”


-Powering Quantum torpedo launchers nine through twenty-one- 341 continued. –Firing torpedoes-


-DIEROY-Class Kavalian Heavy Cruiser turning to starboard one million kilometers distance. Attempting to bring Spinal Mount Mass Drivers to bear- Avi reported.


-Acknowledged. Shifting fire cone of turrets forty-nine through fifty-seven- 341 chimed in. –Ship destroyed-


“Kavalian ships attempting to initiate COMs out of system!” A Lycavorian officer shouted. “Activating jamming pods and frequency overlapping! Now try and talk to your people fools!”


Resumar couldn’t help but smile at the obvious enthusiasm the crew was showing but he also knew the tide of battle could turn instantly against them. He stepped up beside 341 without pause. “341… we can’t play with these idiots any longer. We need to wipe them out so that they can’t invade. None of them can escape.”


341 glanced at Resumar and nodded. –Understood Resumar Leonidas- He turned back to his podium. –Initiating launch sequence of APOC drones-


“All drones signal ready!” La’taian shouted form her station. 


-Activate launch protocols and release control to me La'taian- 341 ordered.


“APOC Fighter Drone Launch Protocols initiated! Control is released to 341! Let them have it!” She barked.


-Acknowledged. Launching APOC drones. Initiating launch of X2 Guided Fusion Binary missiles! Programming for impact detonation! Targeting coordinates for all ships locked. I am Firing-

ADMIRAL ZESICO’S FLAGSHIP


“… three… two… one!” His Xo called out. “Mark!”


Zesico came to his feet. “All ships drop shrouds! Lock and fire all Mark 22s! All batteries weapons free! Hit them! Hit them! Hit them!”


Zesico’s entire two hundred ship task force had closed to within weapons range of the much larger Kavalian Strike force. Zesico and the others were not prepared for the sheer size of SPARTA'S WRATH when she appeared, but now his Task Force was in perfect position to hit the Kavalian ships as many of them not caught in 341’s initial barrage began to turn and face the enormous ship. Shooting an enemy in the ass was always fun and that is exactly what the smaller Lycavorian Task Force did. With stellar results.


Mark 22A ZMF missiles rippled away from nearly every ship in Zesico’s Task Force, Type I and Type II plasma batteries began to pound the typically weaker rear shields of any ship, and every ship capable of carrying TEMPEST fighters and fighter/bombers was spilling them into the stars just as fast as they could kick them out of their launch tubes. It wasn't pretty by any means, but it was certainly effective. The ZMF missiles added to the carnage and confusion and mixed in with the X2 Guided Fusion Binary missiles. The Kavalian Task Force commander, a man who was already dead, had made the fatal mistake of bunching his ships too close together. Maneuvering space was at a premium and the much large Kavalian ships did not have the space they needed to make turns. And they died because of this.


The frigates and medium cruisers fared better because of tighter turn radiuses, but the ultimate outcome could not be changed now. APOC Fighter Drones and TEMPEST squadrons would dart around and between and over and under the smaller cruisers and frigates and simply whittle them down until they were destroyed. The few DIEROY-Class Heavy Cruisers who managed to get off shots at SPARTA'S WRATH or other Union ships usually were killed before they fired more than two rounds from their Spinal Mount Mass Driver cannons. They did score kills however, as five NOVA-Class cruisers, one MOONBEAM-Class cruiser and one LEONIDAS IIA fell prey to those devastating weapons. Another sixteen Union ships fell to assorted Kavalian warships, but the rout was clearly on only a hundred and eighty seconds after it began. 


When the Task Force Commander died, every Kavalian ship was left to fend for itself. Large scale Kavalian operations were always directed by senior officers far behind the main forces. The Kavalian way of thinking and warfare. They did not allow a whole lot of freedom to single ship commanders when it came to such operations, and they paid the price today. The attack was a complete surprise, the Kavalians having no warning whatsoever. The crews had become slack and unprepared. They had been waiting; many of them for weeks, to either launch an invasion into Union space or be greeted as allies and friends when Marshall Pusintin took the throne. Neither of those things would happen this day. 

Now all they would do was die.

SPARTA'S WRATH 

SIX MINUTES INTO THE BATTLE OF THE FARNURI EXPANSE


It would officially be called the Battle of the Farnuri Expanse by the Lycavorian Union and the Farnuri Expanse Massacre by the Kavalian Federation. By either name, the battle was one of the quickest in the history of either species. And one that carried a staggering loss of life. 

Nearly two and a half million souls and fully one fourth of the KFI’s most advanced and battle ready ships were annihilated in just six savage minutes. It would stand as their worst defeat in history.


At least for eight days.

It would not earn, Androcles Leonidas for ordering it or his brother Resumar Leonidas for leading it, any popularity points among the Kavalian people at first. However, it would earn both of them a reputation as Union officers and Spartan Princes who would do anything it took to win a battle and protect what they believed in. And it would cause many Kavalian military officers to take pause in the future, out of both fear and respect, before engaging one of the brothers in battle ever again.

Of the six hundred and nineteen Kavalian warships that had been hidden in the Farnuri Expanse, only twenty-three made it out alive. All of them were PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigates that had been on the far reaching edges of the Task Force when SPARTA'S WRATH had appeared and unleashed hell upon them all. 


All twenty-three ship captains would be executed for cowardice when they returned to Kavalian space.


“… Debris field is so thick you could walk across it!” One of the engineers on the sensor stations commented as Resumar moved up between 341 and Avi.


“Report 341? Avi?” Resumar asked.


-Sensors indicate no targets remain Resumar Leonidas- 341 answered.


-We are only picking up intermittent power readings among the debris- Avi reported as the silence on the bridge was telling. The events that they had just wrought were beginning to sink into the heads of the men and women on the bridge. 


“Survivors?” Resumar asked softly.


-The debris field is too cluttered with power emissions to determine if there are survivors Resumar- Avi answered. –Should I direct Admiral Zesico to begin rescue operations?-


Resumar Leonidas suddenly knew what Andro felt when he gave the order to destroy the Jump Gates around Hadaria and condemn million to death. His orders did the same thing here today. Enemy or not, he would have those deaths on is shoulders for the rest of his natural life. He turned his head and looked into the blue/green eyes of Athani when he felt her touch his arm. She was so beautiful to him, so precious. And she represented all the future could hold for him.


-Resumar… Admiral Zesico is now requesting if we should search for survivors- Avi spoke.


Resumar turned back to him. “Let’s see him Avi.” Res answered.


-Initiating COM channel- Avi spoke. The image of the older Admiral appeared just to the side of 341 who turned to look at him. –Channel open and secure-


“Milord Prince!” Zesico declared. “This is a great victory! An Amazing victory!”


Resumar nodded his head. “Yes it is.” He said. “It is also a crime. Another crime to add to the list that has been committed by Prefect Keleru and his cronies.”


Zesico sobered immediately and slowly nodded his head. “Milord… we should begin the search for survivors. We…”


“No.” Resumar spoke the word firmly causing heads to turn to look at him from across the bridge.


“Milord we have won!” Zesico said. “It is the honorably thing to do now.”


“Was it honorable to try and kill my father?” Resumar snarled softly. “Was it honorable to rape one of my mothers? To beat and attempt to rape another? Was it honorable to kill nearly two hundred of our children? Innocent children? Was that honorable?”


“Milord… we are not like them.” Zesico said gently.


“You’re right Admiral… we aren’t.” Resumar said. “Would my… would my brother look for survivors?”


“Prince Resumar… you are not your brother.” Zesico said.


“I asked you a question Admiral.” Resumar told him. “Would Andro search for survivors among the wreckage?”


“Given… given what I know of your brother Milord… no, I don’t believe he would.” Zesico answered. “I just thought…”


Resumar moved closer to the transmission. “I know what you meant Admiral Zesico.” He said. “I am only half Lycavorian and most elven officers would do what you suggest… but I am my father’s son first and foremost. I am a Spartan and a husband before I am an elf. Before I am anything else. Leave them to the cold of space! The Kavalian Federation began this… not us. And like my father and my brother I will not show one ounce of mercy or pity for them! Not one ounce! Not after what they have done. Nubou them! Let the vacuum have them!”


Admiral Zesico stood up straighter and a small smile split his lips. He bowed his head with just a little more pride and respect this time. “It will be as you order Prince Resumar of Sparta! And a son of our King you are! A son of our King you are!”


“Your casualties Admiral?” Resumar asked after a moment and Athani stepping up beside him to press her firm body against his side and grip his arm with loving eyes.


Zesico paused himself and lowered his head slightly. “Twenty-seven of my warships lost Milord. No survivors.” He answered. “Seventy-six fighters as well.”


Resumar paused for another moment before nodding. “We have spent enough Spartan blood here this day Admiral.” He said looking at him.


Zesico nodded. “I agree Milord.”


“Let us go home Admiral.” Resumar spoke. “I wish to see my brothers and sisters after so long a time. Let us go home… for the war is only just beginning.”

EARTH

THERMOPYLAE 

KING LEONIDAS MEMORIAL


Sheva Juconi watched with keen dark eyes as the thirty-five Durcunusaan kept the many Netnews reporters away from the bleachers where Sadi and the others sat with Gorgo and Dasha and the smaller Leonidas children. The not so small anymore dragon hatchlings of Retta, Calyb, Deion and Nara rested on the smooth marble surface with their older sister Elynth, Majeir, Tharua, Anthar and Ryner. They were much calmer than they were six months ago, partly because they were growing and partly because of the sacred ground they rested on. Sheva took several steps to come up beside Jomann, his left leg bent with his foot on the lowest bleacher. His right hand rested on the holster that held the K14 KM, his P190 secured to his back. His eyes were also scanning the crowd that had gathered once they discovered almost the entire Leonidas family had come to Thermopylae.


“Is it always like this?” She finally asked looking at Jomann.


Jomann turned to meet her gaze. “Yes.” He answered. “He hates it.”


Sheva looked back to where Androcles was standing in front of the Leonidas Memorial, Dorian beside his brother. She turned back to Jomann. “You speak like you have known him for years Captain… but you have only been his Captain for weeks.”


Jomann nodded his head. “A lot has happened in that time. Before you joined us and Queen Isabella appointed you the protector of Prince Dorian. Much of which even Andro does not understand. And it’s far too confusing to try and explain. You will see what I’m talking about as time passes.”


“War is coming.” Sheva said softly.


Jomann looked at her. “War is upon us Commander. It has already begun.”


“Already begun?” Sheva exclaimed.


“You will see when we arrive at the Senate vote.” Jomann said. 


“Why did we come here?” Sheva asked.


Jomann straightened up to his full six foot three height and he towered over her. “There is always time to seek the blessings of the honored dead.” He said softly. 


Sheva watched as he turned and walked across the bleachers to where Eliani sat next to Gorgo on the bench, Normya and Tir'ut making room for him. Eliani greeted him and pulled him close to her as Gorgo rested her hand on his shoulder. Sheva swore they were all talking within Mindvoice… the tremors were there… but she could never break the combined shields of so many powerful MV users. She turned back to watch the crowd then, making a note of this fact.


“Our father came here the night before he declared war on the Evolli.” Andro spoke softly as he stood beside Dorian.


Dorian had now finished growing, much quicker than anyone had expected to be sure. He appeared as any other twenty-three year old male would appear, but he carried his father’s black hair and incredible good looks like all his brothers. His hazel/green eyes were a gift from his mother and just as expressive. He stood one inch shy of Andro’s six foot one, but his body was two hundred and ten pounds of impressive muscle and bone. He sported the same ripped definition of all the Leonidas men, as well as the dual fangs unique to the Leonidas bloodline. Though he was half vampire, like his sisters Zarah and Carina, his fangs were longer and thicker than normal vampire fangs and the smaller, inner fangs were more ferocious looking on the men in the family by far. When he wasn't with Andro now, he was training with his Bonded Brother Ryner. Each lesson Andro and Elynth gave to them they conducted until they could do it perfectly and without thinking. Their bond was nearly as strong as Andro and Elynth’s, shaped this way because Dorian was still within Isabella’s womb when he and Ryner bonded together. Now they shared the memories of their fathers and mothers and all they had experienced in their lives. Just as Andro and Elynth.


The only two men and dragons who had bonded in such a way in all the history of the Union and dragons.


“I can… I can feel and see all grandfather passed to him Andro.” Dorian said. “The images and sensations. All they did and have done.”


Andro nodded his head and turned back to the monument, looking up at the statue of his grandfather. “In time Dorian… you will begin to see what grandfather Resumar saw and did. I have caught fleeting glances of this at times. Father sees them more and more now. With age and the use of our abilities, these images and sensations will become more clear. And the bond between us will become stronger. Just as it has between Zarah and I. Just for different reasons.”


“I did not see him enough.” Dorian said with a sad tone of voice. “I miss him. And our mothers.”


Andro nodded. “So do I.” He agreed. “What they do now however, it could have untold repercussion on our future fervon. Our father would not do this if he didn’t think it was needed. If it wasn't important.”


“He trusts you.” Dorian said.


“He trusts us.” Andro corrected him. “This is… it is not how he wanted you to grow and learn Dorian. Nor is it what I wanted.”


“I do not regret what has happened Androcles.” Dorian told him. “If my mothers had not done what they did I would have died. I’m very glad that did not happen.”


Andro chuckled. “So are we.”


Dorian turned and looked intently at his brothers and sisters in the bleachers with his grandmothers. “Will it always be like this Andro?”


“Being able to feel them you mean?” Andro asked looking at him.


Dorian turned back to him and nodded. “Yes.”


Andro nodded his own head again. “Elynth and I will teach you and Ryner to block most of it as the Feravomir taught me and Elynth… but yes.” He replied with a small smile. “Being born fully aware as you and I were is not the great thing people believe it to be sometimes. We are more sensitive to the emotions and feelings of others, especially those in our family. It will be the same for you and Ryner. It is a gift… but it can also be a curse.”


Dorian turned his eyes back and watched them for a few moments before moving his to settle on Sheva Juconi. His wolf blood surged at the sight of her, taking in her petite but tightly packed body, and his loins stirred. She had enticed him from the first moment. A few hours into his awareness and of all the females he had felt around his mother, Sheva Juconi stood out like a beacon. Her less than shoulder length blond hair was cut and angled in a way that had her hair almost falling over her right eye. Dorian didn’t care for it because it hid her eyes, which were a delicious reddish brown. The body armor conformed to her figure which was perfect as far as Dorian was concerned. Even from this distance he could smell her scent, faint as it was with most pureblood vampires, but her butterscotch and walnut scent was like…


[A drug?] Andro’s voice in his head offered.


Dorian turned back and looked at his brother with a grin. [I was thinking too loud huh?] He spoke.


Andro chuckled once more. [Don’t worry… I don’t think anyone heard.] He said. [So this is the girl you were talking about?]


Dorian nodded. [She smells so damn good!] He exclaimed. [When she is close by… and the wind shifts… I want to lose myself within her.]


[I do know the feeling brother. I have that same problem. Only four times worse than you.] He answered.


[May I ask you a question Fervon?] He asked.


[Always Dorian… you know that.]


[I know Sadi is your Anome. That she will always be the one to stir your blood the most. But do you prefer one of your other mates the most after Sadi?] Dorian asked. [Does one stir your blood even remotely like she does?]


[They all stir my blood Fervon.] He said. [In their own way… with their own scent.]


[So you aren’t going to answer my question?] Dorian asked.


Andro turned and put his arm over Dorian’s shoulders. [Come Fervon… we have a task ahead of us at the Senate meeting.]


Dorian grinned and shook his head. [I told them you wouldn’t admit to anything.] He said as he put his arm around his brother’s back.


[Ah… so our siblings put you up to this? It had to be Eli.] Andro said.


[Cannon fodder Eli called me.] Dorian spoke with an infectious grin. 


[Don’t worry… we’ll get back at her.] Andro told him. He looked at Dorian. [If you must know… and I will only tell you… I could not choose because I want them all.] He spoke. [Now if the question is who will I reach for first after I have exhausted Sadi…] He said with a smile. [The answer to that is Ne'Veha. Her elven ears are delightfully tasty and she is… let’s just say she is considerably more adventurous than I thought a female elf raised on Elear would be. She and Sadi… when they work in unison…] Andro shook his head. [Wow!]
 
Dorian couldn’t help but laugh at Andro’s expression. [That good?]

Andro nodded. [Oh yes. That good.]


[It… it is good to see you smile fervon. You have done so little of it these last weeks.] Dorian told him seriously.


Andro met his eyes. [And that is the strength of our family Dorian.] He said. [No matter what takes place… we will always find laughter and love with our family. Never forget that. These are who we surround ourselves with and Sparta is where we come to heal all wounds. No matter if they are physical or emotional. This is what Sparta means to us.]


Dorian nodded as they stopped in front of the bleachers. [I won’t forget Andro. I will never forget.]


Andro nodded and turned his eyes on the rest of his family. He glanced at Gorgo and Dasha his grandmothers, the Matriarchs of the Leonidas family. His brothers and sisters. Their bonded ones who were tied more tightly to their lives than any dragons across the Union.


“It’s time family.” He said softly. “And forgive me for what all of us will see.”


Gorgo stood up slowly and looked at him holding Nara and Retta’s hands. “We are the Leonidas family.” Gorgo spoke with pride and conviction in her voice. “We will always stand together.”


“Avoi.” Dasha spoke as she rose.


Eliani, Sadi, all of them followed suit. “Let’s get this done Andro.” Eliani spoke finally.

BETA QUADRANT

ROTHRYN EMBASSY

AUSTROVA 


“… Heard about what was happening with the Board of Regents and made the decision to have you visit us sooner.” Dyack was explaining as Denali, Lisisa and Arduri followed him down the gigantic main hallway of the Rothryn Embassy. “I’m am pleased that you accepted.”


“And what did you hear?” Denali asked as they walked down the corridor. 

The ceilings had to be twenty feet high with what appeared to be expensive artwork on both sides of the main corridor, spaced evenly on the walls. The embassy appeared immaculate as Deni glanced into a room that had a roaring fireplace against the wall and several couches from what he could see.

Dyack turned to look at Deni. “We have had diplomatic relations with the Vanari for many centuries. I’m surprised Director General Dutkne did not tell you about us.”

“In his defense… we’ve been dealing with quite a bit back home and there hasn’t been time to really sit down and discuss things in that manner.” Denali answered honestly.

“I see.” Dyack spoke. “Well… we have many trade pacts with the Vanari and either I or our ambassador meets with the Board of Regents once a week. We maintain a very open relationship with them.”

“Dutkne told us the Rothryn were a reclusive species.” Lisisa asked now.

Dyack smiled and looked at her now. “It may seem that way to some. We have relations with every species within the Beta Quadrant for the most part. Those we choose not to associate with are few.”

“Do you do business with the Eridiani and the OSG?” Deni asked.

Dyack stopped and looked at him. “The Eridiani are an insular species. They choose not to associate with us for whatever the reason and we do not lose any sleep over it, for lack of a better term.” He said. “We are aware however, of the relationship between the Vanari and the Eridiani. And now the involvement of the Protectorate and the Union it seems in assisting them. Slavery is a nasty business.”

“The Lycavorian Union despises slavery of any kind. We have many laws against it in any form.” Lisisa snapped gently. “The scum who helped the OSG from the Union will be found. And they’ll be executed. The Protectorate is no different.”

Dyack nodded. “Good.” He said. “The Vanari will not be so easily convinced I’m afraid.” He looked at Arduri. “Forgive me for saying so Arduri Re Mydala.”

Arduri nodded her head to him. “You would be correct in that assessment Praetor Dyack. But I do not share the same reasoning as the SBR or my father.”

Dyack nodded. “So it would appear.” He said. “You are Prince Denali’s mate then?”

Lisisa grasped her hand. “Our mate.” She stated. “And we could not be happier.”

Dyack’s eyes narrowed for just a instant when Lisisa and Arduri smiled at one another and pressed their bodies close. He quickly dismissed what he felt while he was looking at them and then he turned to Denali. “Taking more than one mate and wife is accepted in the Union?” He asked.

“It’s by no means normal or common… no.” Deni replied. “But it is accepted.” He answered as Lisisa and Arduri moved to stand on either side of him. “For my father and then for my brother it was a little different… but our people are very open and understanding. As are many of the species who live in the Union.”

“Interesting.” Dyack said. “The rest of your family?”

“I have six mothers…” Deni answered. “All of whom I regard as my mother. My brothers and sisters do not draw a distinction between our mothers. We never have. They all speak with one voice. My brother Arrarn has two wives and mates, my brother Resumar one. Andro… Andro has five.”

Dyack’s eyes grew wide. “Five! And your father had six mates and wives?” He spoke stunned. “That is incredible. How many children did your mothers bear for your father?”

“There are eighteen of us at the moment.” Denali answered. “Five of my siblings are too young to take part fully in the military or government.”

“And all of you are bonded to these cre…” Dyack stopped himself. “Forgive me… to dragons?”

Lisisa nodded. “Almost all of us yes.” She said.

“And you are not fully Lycavorian?” Dyack asked her. “You are half vampire.”

Lisisa nodded again. “Yes… but my wolf genes are dominant to a great extent. I can shift and I have the senses of both, though not as powerful as Deni’s since he is a pureblood.”

“We have never seen such magnificent animals as your dragons.” Dyack said with a touch of excitement. “Ardan has told me they are benevolent for the most part? And that within your family is only one line of these dragons.”

“That’s not entirely true.” Denali spoke. “Most of us are bonded to dragons that are the children of one pair. My father and mother’s dragons. My sister and two of my mothers have dragons that are not within that cycle of life, but are considered members of our family.”

“I must… I must extend my condolences to you on the loss of your father and mother.” Dyack said somberly. “I was older than you when I lost my father and mother… but it hurts nonetheless.”

Denali nodded his head towards him. “Yes it does.”

Dyack began walking again. “I understand the Vanari are not very receptive towards the information you have brought them.” He said. “That their own people may be involved with the OSG and taken part in selling their females.”

“You are well informed Praetor.” Arduri spoke now.

Dyack nodded. “I have made good friends within the SBR and the full Board of Regents. And as a trading partner, they do not keep information from me that may impact out future contracts or negotiations. As I said… we are very open with each other.”

Arduri looked at Deni before answering. “Some would say too open considering what you know.” She said.

Dyack did not take offense and he smiled. “Perhaps.” He answered as he led them into the huge room now. 

There was a massive table that was elaborately set with fine china and candles and tall wine glasses. The room had two levels to it, a balcony extending around the upper floor, the walls filled with scrolls and books like the libraries in Sparta Deni noted. The windows had flowing curtains that appeared to be made satin, the setting sun outside casting a stunning silhouette as it pierced the glass of the windows. The room was very well lit, nearly a dozen intricate light globes station all around the room. 

Dyack moved forward. “Please… allow me to introduce everyone.” He said moving to the side of the stunning dark blond haired woman. She appeared older but her skin was flawless and her body still very enticing. “My wife and mate Aleatia.” He spoke.

Aleatia appeared to be very refined and her scent put her between seven and eight hundred years old. She wore a violet colored dress that hugged her lush body and her dark blond hair flowed elegantly around her face and blue eyes. She was comfortable and all smiles as she came up to Denali first and held out her hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you Prince Leonidas.” She said.

Denali took her offered hand and smiled. “And you ma’am.” He answered.

Aleatia turned next to Lisisa and Arduri. “Princess Leonidas… a pleasure.” 

Lisisa smiled and took her hand. She seemed genuinely warm and open and this was refreshing for Lisisa. “Ma’am… I don’t know… should we call you by a title?”

Aleatia laughed softly, a humorous laugh that was sincere. “No… no. I prefer Aleatia. I have no title. I leave that to my husband.” She said playfully looking back at Dyack who smiled at her.

Dyack held his hands out for the two younger females and they moved up next to him. “These are my daughters… Ibani and Osbela.” He said as he urged them forward.

Denali smiled and nodded to both of them but did not extend his hand to greet them. “Ladies… it is an honor.” He said.

Osbela was the blond one and Ibani the dark haired female. Both of them were equally as stunning as their mother in beauty. Both had her long, shiny hair but Ibani must have gotten her father’s dark hair coloring. Their eyes were bright and intelligent and their scents were clean and pure.

Dyack turned. “You know my sons Anroth and Kelelm. The beautiful young woman beside Anroth is his wife and mate Tynitia.”  

Denali nodded to them. He already didn’t care for Anroth in the least. The man had almost gotten himself beaten down. His father had stopped him before he had said anything stupid.

Dyack motioned to the table. “Please… dinner is almost ready. Why don’t we sit and begin to discover what we have in common. I’m sure we all have questions for each other. And if possible… I would like to hear about the history of the Union after the Black Day as those among the Protectorate and yourselves call it.”

Dinner was superb.


Thick, juicy slabs of what would be steak within the Union and seasoned with a slight cinnamon flavor to add sweetness and cooked to perfection. Large loaves of warm bread slices, with large, round vegetables that resembled Greek Yemista. The large stuffed Yemista, basically peppers, were something that Denali loved and these vegetables were filled with a thick sauce and what appeared to be the Rothryn version of rice. The diagonally sliced chunks turned out to be very similar to potatoes and they were cooked to a crispy outer skin and very soft inside. The wine was a three hundred year old bottle, aged in the many wineries on the Rothryn homeworld since this was a major export of their people. It was sweet with a tangy touch to it and went down very easily. The conversation was light in the beginning, mainly about life within the Union and how it compared to Rothryn society. Denali and Lisisa paid close attention to the body language of everyone at the table, but based on their earlier meeting with them on the landing pad, they kept their MV shields very high and even helped Arduri to reinforce her own developing MV shields. 


Aleatia was genuinely open and talkative, often times Dyack allowing her to ask the questions as he listened. Of his two daughters, Osbela was the most chatty, asking of what entertainment and exciting things there were to do in the Union. Ibani was reserved but friendly, interested more in the Leonidas family as a whole, and their history. Ibani was the oldest of Dyack’s daughters it appeared.


Kelelm asked pointed but thoughtful questions and both Deni and Lisisa liked him from the outset. He was more easy going and did not seem to regard them as a threat. It was obvious from the outset that Lisisa answering many of the questions surprised them and though it appeared as if Aleatia asked whatever she wanted, it was Arduri who pointed out to them in Mindvoice that her questions seemed directed and pre-planned. Anroth simply stared at them for the most part, his beautiful wife and mate beside him doing the same. Neither spoke much until Anroth finally could no longer contain himself and opened his mouth, asking the questions that they had been avoiding.


“The ship you arrived on is quite impressive?” Anroth asked. “Do you have many of them in your fleet?”


Denali lowered his fork and finished chewing the meat in his mouth before wiping his lips with his napkin. “The ARCHDEMON?” He spoke. “She is a LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser. It is our standard command ship. The ARCHDEMON is four months out of dry dock.”


“Does your brother have his own ship?” Ibani asked quickly.


“Androcles’s ship is the SCIMITAR.” Lisisa answered her question. “He co-commands it with Captain Sa'sur. A female elf. She’s a bit bigger than the ARCHDEMON, two hundred meters or so, but that is because she often carries more dragons than normal.”


“The SCIMITAR?” Ibani said softly. “That sounds very intimidating.”


Kelelm leaned forward. “A female elf?” He asked.


Lisisa nodded. “We have many ships commanded by female elves. Their reflexes and ability to adapt make them some of the finest fighter pilots in the Union.” She told him.


“Your women… your women fight?” Aleatia asked surprised.


Denali chuckled. “They fight. Hell… some of them are downright mean.”


Lisisa slapped his arm. “Deni… your language.” She hissed.


“My apologies.” Deni said quickly.


Dyack smiled at this action and though he wanted to scold Anroth for beginning this, it seemed like a comfortable enough topic to his guests at the time and he would allow Anroth to pursue it. “I slip up all the time.” He said to Deni.


“That doesn’t answer my question.” Anroth continued when his father did not stop him. “Do you have many of them within your fleet? How large is your fleet by the way? Will your ships be coming here? What can you tell us of your ability to manipulate Flatspace? What are your brother’s intentions and what…?”


“That is enough Anroth!” Dyack spoke quickly.


“No… it is ok.” Denali told him looking at Lisisa quickly before turning to Dyack. “They are legitimate questions sir. I am not as politically adept as my brother but I will answer what I can.” He looked at Anroth. “The LEONIDAS IIA is our standard command cruiser as I said. As to exact numbers… I can’t comment on that. The overall Union fleet is in excess of fifteen thousand ships. Some of them older and less used… but we try to upgrade or refit them often.”


“Fifteen thousand?” Kelelm gasped in shock. “How… how large is the Lycavorian Union?” He asked.


“At the moment… there are nine hundred and seventy-three different species that call the Union home.” Lisisa answered. What she was going to tell them was easily accessible anywhere within the Union and used all of the time in public forums. “Our father was able to get twenty-seven of these to join the Union after he became King. They previously did not want to be part of the Union before he sat down and spoke with them and showed them his visions of the future. Of those different species, there are four hundred and nineteen governments ranging in size from a handful to several thousand as is the case with the Elves and Lycavorians. Each species has five permanent seats within the Union Senate regardless of the size of their civilian population, the larger governments like the Elves and Algolians and Lycavorians have between two and five additional seats. There are a total of three thousand two hundred and twenty-three Union Senators in the government as it stand right now.”


“They all have a say in the government and what you do?” Dyack asked.


“There has to be a very clear majority for anything to get passed within the Senate. At least seventy percent of the Senators have to agree to it.” Lisisa answered. “We won’t impose something upon our people if the majority of them do not want it. A fifty-one to forty-nine percent majority doesn’t happen within the Union.”


“Doesn’t this cause things to take excessive time?” Aleatia asked.


Lisisa shook her head. “Not really. The majority of the species within the Union were part of the oppression of the High Coven right alongside our people. It’s amazing how fourteen thousand plus years of slavery can make people think and act toward a single goal. The Senators within the Union have differing ideals and such, but for the most part they believe in the same things.”


“And the government controls the military?” Kelelm asked.


“In a manner of speaking.” Lisisa replied. “The military falls under the King’s purview. That is our brother Andro now… but neither he nor our father have ever or will ever go against the majority of the civilian government.”


“The technology of the Union took the Vanari by surprise.” Dyack said. “Your engine technology, your ability to manipulate Flatspace. How did this come to you? Is it true?”


“How it came to us is probably something that Andro would not want us to share.” Denali said as he shifted his body and got to this feet beside his chair. “As to if it is true?” He lifted his arm and summoned his Shi Viska. The shield burst into existence causing the Rothryn at the table to lean or push back from the table in shock as the shield hummed softly on his arm. Just as quickly Deni dismissed the Shi Viska and the shield vanished into Flatspace once more and he returned to his chair. “Sorry… it was just easier to show you.”


Dyack leaned forward quickly. “Do all of your people have this ability?”


Deni nodded. “Lycavorians who choose to enter service… yes.” He answered. “We seem to be the only species who are able to survive the use of Flatspace technology. The Shi Viska… my shield… it is awarded after the individual completes his Agoge. His training Ritual and Rite.”


“Awarded?” Anroth asked.


Deni nodded since this too was public knowledge. “When you complete your Agoge… Lycavorians are awarded your Bridle if you intend to enter service in the Union.” He lifted his left arm and pulled the sleeve up just a little to reveal the thin, flesh colored leather looking wrap that curled around his wrist and his upper forearm and was connected by a similar piece of leather looking material. “The Bridle is branded to your arm and allows you to call your shield.”


“Branded?” Aleatia asked in horror.


“It is not as the word sounds really.” Deni said quickly in response to her reaction. “In the old days of my grandfather in Sparta that is what they did. Now however, your Bridle is gene encoded to you. It will only work for the individual it is encoded to. And then you have to have the ability to call it. That can only be done by someone within Mindvoice. We have refined the technology some in the last twenty-five years.”


“Refined how?” Anroth asked him. “Since you discovered the Pralor ship on your old homeworld?”


Denali looked at him as he lifted the glass of wine, his face not betraying his surprise that Anroth knew of that. It made sense though since Wayonn was a member of the Protectorate and the Vanari undoubtedly discovered over the last centuries what he really was. If the Rothryn were as well connected as they allowed, there was no reason to believe they didn’t know about his father finding CS41 and taking it to Earth. Wayonn obviously knew about it and passed this information to the Vanari at some point.


“You’ll understand if I choose not to answer that question.” Deni said pleasantly.


“We’ll find out!” Anroth said.


Denali smiled and lifted his glass to him. “Good luck with that.” He said.


Lisisa decided to change the subject before Anroth provoked Denali. He was becoming more and more like Andro and their father in his distaste for arrogant people and his reaction to them. “You are Lycavorian.” She spoke quickly. “How is it that you came to be here in the Beta Quadrant?”


“We are not Lycavorian!” Anroth spoke with heat in his voice. “We can not shift our forms as you can!”


Dyack leaned forward once more. “Aleatia… you can explain it better than I.” He spoke to his wife and mate. “Our scientists have determined the how… but not the why it happened.”


Lisisa turned to her. “I’d like to hear it.” She said.


Aleatia smiled at her. “It has to do with genetics.” She said. “Yes… essentially we are genetically no different from Lycavorians, except that the gene code that allows you to shift your physical forms is not present within our people. The Rothryn. We have all the same skills, the enhanced senses, speed and strength, as well as the longevity. It seems that somewhere down the evolutionary ladder however, that particular gene was bred out of our people. At least that is what the common consensus among our scientists is.”


“You are a scientist?” Lisisa asked.


Aleatia nodded. “I have a degree in Biological Engineering and Genetic Mechanics.” She answered.


Denali smiled. “Wow! You and our mother Anja would get along great.” He said. 


Aleatia laughed softly. “Your Hadarian mother? I would very much like to meet her. Dyack has told me what we have been able to discover about the Hadarian people from the Vanari.” She said. “We are advanced medically, as are the Vanari and others, but we apparently do not come close to the Hadarian people. Is it true that their bodies are infused with a healing form of radiation?”



Lisisa nodded. “Yes.”


Aleatia shook her head. “That is fascinating.” She said.


“I’m sure our sister Eliani would love to talk with you.” Lisisa said. “Andro never goes anywhere without her and she’ll be with him when he arrives in seven weeks. Eliani is almost as knowledgeable as our mother.”


“I would like that.” Aleatia said.


“What is the purpose of dissolving the Protectorate if the Union does not plan on moving in and taking their place?” Anroth spoke once more. “You still have not told us what your purpose for doing this is.”


“They are our people.” Denali said. “We were separated by the events of The Black Day and now we have been reunited. We have no other purpose besides that.”


“We are supposed to believe that?” Anroth asked.


Deni looked at him. “What you believe is not a concern of mine.” He answered. “The truth is the truth.”


“The truth is one person’s view.” Anroth snapped.


“Perhaps in your limited view of things.” Denali told him bluntly. “Not in ours.”


“Are you always so rude and disrespectful to your hosts?” Anroth’s wife Tynitia blurted out.


“Tynitia!” Aleatia demanded.


“I am only expressing an observation.” Tynitia snapped. 


Denali didn’t back down and looked at the beautiful young woman across the table who had arrogance pouring from her pores. She obviously thought she was far more important than she actually was because she was Anroth’s wife. “Respect is not something given because of one’s position Lady Tynitia. It needs to be earned and given in order to be received back. My brothers and sisters and I were raised to give respect where it is due, not cater to those who believe it is owed to them. As you and your husband believe.”


Anroth snarled and sat forward. “I am the son of the Rothryn Praetor and Tynitia is my mate!” He snapped. “You would do well to remember that!”


“And I am a Prince of the Lycavorian Union.” Denali spoke not taking his eyes from Anroth and not appearing flustered in any way. “That does not make me better than anyone else. It is simply a title.”


Dyack held up his hand. “Please… we…”


The soft chirping sound caused all of them to look at Deni who lifted his right hand to his lips.


“ArchDemon actual.” He spoke softly. “I left instructions not to disturb us unless absolutely necessary.”


“Milord… it is Captain Chelios!” The urgent voice spoke. “Sire… it is happening.”


“What?” Deni gasped as Lisisa’s head whipped around to look at him. “Now? They weren’t supposed to finish until tomorrow!”


“I know… but I initiated a Quantum Relay Data Connection to download daily reports and it came over on a secure channel. It’s happening right now! Which means that it has already begun! The Senate vote is being broadcast all over the Union.” Chelios reported. “You have to return to the ship! I will send a shuttle for you!”


All of them had heard his voice from the small receiver Deni wore and Dyack came to his feet. “You… you have Quantum Communications ability?” He gasped unaware of this fact. It was a new technology still, barely fifty years old in the Beta Quadrant. “You… we have our own relay here. You are more than welcome to use our relay Prince Leonidas.”


Deni glanced at Lisisa and Arduri quickly. Lisisa shrugged after a moment. “The QCC was never meant to be secret my love and they will find out sooner or later.” She said.


Arduri nodded. “Andro gave my father a direct link to him. He is probably watching even now.” She said.


“Chelios… can you sync with the Rothryn QC relay here in their embassy?” Deni asked.


“I just need their transmit and receive code.” Chelios’s voice answered.


Dyack nodded quickly. “Come.” He said.


“Father… that is secure communications equipment!” Anroth protested.


Dyack took Denali’s arm. “Come! All of you come!”

EARTH

SPARTA

UNION SENATE CONVOCATION MEMORIAL 


Construction had begun on this facility some six years earlier on the site of the old Spartan Senate Rotunda. It was a project approved by the Spartan Senate after being presented by Panos and Dilios. Given that Martin and the royal family would call Sparta home for six months of every year, Panos wanted to make sure that everyone knew that Sparta was their city as well. The Convocation Memorial included trappings from every known species within the Union. The huge domed structure took up nearly the entire skyline to the north of the city, able to accommodate all three thousand two hundred and twenty three senators when needed and equipped with holo projectors for those who could attend only via Holo Image. The structure would eventually house offices of all those who wished to have an office here in Sparta, as well as several libraries and food courts featuring food from across the Union.


The main Senate Chamber was shaped like the ancient Spartan Senate chamber. It was a massive oval shape room, with an elevated shell the rose up at an easy ten degree angle. Each level held comfortable box suites with knee high walls and either chairs or couches to sit upon. Each box suite could hold every individual Senator and their two closest aides. The suite boxes were arranged so that all of the species within the Union were featured, and all of the Senators would be heard and seen if they chose to speak to the other members. All of the box suites faced the row of Chairmen Suites which held the Senator who floored the Senate as well as the Deputy Prime Minister and his aides. As dragons were now a permanent fixture within the lives of so many in the Union, a large suite box was on the bottom floor nearest the grand hallways to provide easy access to the Suite Box from the outside. At the moment it was filled with Elynth and the remainder of the dragons who were part of the Leonidas family. A large Box suite diagonally to the left of the Chairman’s suite held Gorgo and all the others from the Leonidas family who were present on Earth. Ambassadorial Suites lined the second floor of the Chamber and all of these were full at the moment. A dozen Netnews suites along the second floor were also full with every channel within the Union.


Panos sat in the Deputy Prime Minister’s box speaking with several aides while Deia sat between Gorgo and Dasha. She was a member of this family and she would no longer try to hide that fact or the pride it made her feel. Androcles sat in the first row with Sadi on one side of him and Dorian on the other. Ne'Veha sat beside Sadi with Carisia and Lu'ria to her left. Andro was pointing to different men and women and whispering to his brother while Eliani sat on Dorian’s right and commented occasionally. Zarah and Lucia sat with Retta and Calyb between them, Nara and Deion sitting between Normya and Tir’ut.


Ambassador Matuur and Qurot sat in the small temporary suite down on the ground level and away from the other ambassadorial suites. Matuur had a severe scowl on his face and was fidgeting in his seat, holding a data pad in his hand. Dilios made some final adjustments to the data pads and scroll son his desk and then took the final scroll from his aide when he came up. He glanced at it quickly, typed a small note on the computer console on the desk top and then looked at Panos and nodded.


Panos rose to his feet and let his eyes sweep across the two thousand six hundred and fourteen men and women from hundreds of species across the Union who were physically present. Six hundred and nine holo images occupied the remaining suite boxes, men and women who could not attend this meeting physically, and were present from their offices in different locations across the Union. The importance of these votes was too much for them to just dismiss them and they all knew it. The members who were present were very impressed with how the Convocation Memorial had been built and the stock of the billions of humans across the Union went up immeasurably in their eyes for this building had been built almost entirely by the human citizens of Sparta.


Panos lifted the polished oak gavel and brought it down on the old fashion bell. The sound resounded throughout the entire chamber and immediately all talking between Senators stopped.


“I call the 1st Session of the Lycavorian Union Senate in our new Convocation Memorial to order.” Panos began. “On behalf of President Charles Taylor and Prime Minister Selene of Earth, I welcome those of you who have never visited our fair planet. It is a distinct honor to all citizens of Earth to be able to hold this First Session in the very place where King Leonidas and the Spartan Senate met over three thousand years ago. It is my hope that those of you unable to attend physically and who join us now via holo emitters from your offices can soon come to Earth and enjoy what we offer.” Panos saw many hundreds of nodding heads among the rows of Senators and it pleased him to see the acceptance of those members present. “I will now turn the proceedings over to the Senate Chairman for Earth. He sat with Sparta’s King Leonidas on many occasions all those years ago, and he had an important role in guiding our Crown Prince as he grew. Senator Dilios of Sparta and Earth.”


There was a loud round of applause from the gathered men and women as Dilios stood and bowed his head respectfully. He waited a moment and the reached up to tap his narrow jaw activating the COM implant there.


“I am… I am humbled by your welcome fellow Senators of the Lycavorian Union.” Dilios took a deep breath and moved around in front of his desk handing his aide a pad. “I had… I had planned to give a speech about what we must do this day, but I have never been a very good speaker. I was shocked when the Crown Prince and Prime Minister chose me to be the Chair of the Senate today. I spent many hours trying to write a speech that would come close to the importance of what this day means. I could not.” Dilios stopped and looked at the thousands of faces arrayed before him. “I will only say this… King Leonidas was a man of many faces. The history books speak of his accomplishments and the battles he won in combat. Rarely do they mention the other battles he won. I was there to witness them. Every single one of them and I can tell you… like all of us… his only purpose was to the betterment of his people. That is what he lived for…” Dilios looked at Gorgo. “And of course his beautiful Queen Gorgo.”


Gorgo smiled and nodded her head to him as her eyes flooded with tears. He looks over you always Dilios. Gorgo reached out to him.

Dilios smiled in return and bowed his head to her. He watches even now. And I feel he approves of what we will do. 
He will. He will. Gorgo answered as she squeezed Deia’s hand within hers.

Dilios looked back up his eyes bright and fearless. “If what the senate took up was not to the advancement and prosperity of the Spartan people… he wanted nothing to do with it. As his father before him, King Resumar, as he asked many of you to act in the same way long ago out among the stars, I ask you to do so again today. As Lycavorians. As Elves. As Algolians. As vampires who now call the Union home without question. All of you present today. We have debated and spoken for four days now. Almost five. Now it is time we make our decisions.” Dilios turned to where Matuarr sat. “The Kavalian Ambassador asked me this morning that he be allowed a brief statement and to allow Prefect Keleru to view our proceedings from the Kavalian homeworld of Cabelir. I have agreed.” Dilios motioned to the holo image of Keleru’Puat as his figure appeared next to the Kavalian suite. “Welcome Prefect.”

Keleru’Puat nodded but said nothing at first. He looked a bit flustered which was unusual and he appeared to be inside a steel room and not his home. “I thank you for allowing this.” Keleru finally spoke. “It is in all our best interests.”

Dilios nodded. “I will delegate the floor to Ambassador Matuarr at this time.”

Matuarr nearly popped to his feet. “Senators of the Union… I come to you today to ask that you consider carefully what you will decide and to protest vehemently the course of events concerning the High Coven. We have proven that the son of Marshall Pusintin does indeed have a right and claim to the throne of the Union. It is his throne by your own law… not this boy King who will succeed his hated father.” Matuarr extended his arm and pointed at Androcles across the floor from him. “The future of the Union is at stake here and yet even with this vote looming on the horizon, this imposter has placed the Union precariously close to the edge of a great abyss. He has aligned the Union with your traditional and hated enemies. He has chosen to embrace the foul vampires of the High Coven and has gone so far as to declare you allies!” He looked around at the many faces and could only watch as Andro leaned over purposefully and laid a lip locker on a beaming Carisia to show what he thought of Matuarr and his speech. “This action can not be allowed to stand. I ask… no the Kavalian Federation demands that you do what is obviously the lawful course of action here! The Galactic Court that this Union proposes to follow has already voted for this very thing. We demand you do the same!”

The door to the side of the chamber reopened and two Durcunusaan led three individuals into the massive chamber. Many in the chamber gasped in surprised and Dilios turned to look at Zaniai and Eurin standing with another female Hadarian that all of them knew.

Sivana.

Dilios looked at them surprised. “Prefect Zaniai? Divine One Eurin? Princess Sivana? What is this about?” He asked.

Zaniai stepped forward and held out the data pad. “I have been appointed by the over one million Hadarian citizens who live and work here on Earth to speak for them. We do not accept the outlaw government of Buonau and her Kavalian Masters! We have named our own Council here on Earth as the representatives for the true Hadarian government! The one ruled and guided by Anja Leonidas our Queen and her sister Sivana for the last quarter century. Princess Sivana stands with the Divine One and myself as defacto ruler in her sister’s stead. We petition the Union Senate to officially recognize us so that we may take our place with our friends and brothers. The Hadarian people have NOT abandoned the Union! No Hadarian Healer heeded Buonau’s false call of leadership. They remain among our fleet and hospitals and continue to this day to do their duty for the Union that we helped to form. We…”

A single figure rose among those who were physically present and all of them recognized him as L'tian. Father of Queen For'mya and grandfather to all of her children. “The Delegation from Elear recognizes this petition and Motions to accept Prefect Zaniai’s Petition.”

Another figure stood now. “The Delegation from the Algolian Republic seconds this motion.”

Then another figure. “The Folcani Delegation thirds this motion.”

One of the holographic figures spoke now. “The Nodon Imperium moves that this motion be passed immediately.”

“Aye.”

“Aye”

The word continued to float outward until it became a low rumble within the chamber. One aye cascaded upon another for several minutes until the echo had died away, leaving Sivana standing there in tears and Eurin holding her arms. 

Dilios turned back to Zaniai with a smile. “The Union Senate has spoken Prefect Zaniai. We welcome our Hadarian brothers and sisters back.”

Zaniai was almost in tears himself and his chest swelled as he stood there. “Chairman… may we take our place?” He spoke with a breaking voice.

Dilios motioned to the lone suite that had been empty with no holographic projections. “It would honor this chamber Prefect.”

“The Kavalian Federation protests this action!” Matuarr barked out returning to his feet. “The new Hadarian government has been sanctioned and recognized by the Galactic Court and the Kavalian Federation.”

Dilios looked at him as Zaniai and the others moved to the suite box quickly, greeting the Algolian Senators with smiles and handshakes for they were the closest to them. More would come later Dilios knew.

“The Lycavorian Union does not.” He spoke the simple words. He turned back to the chamber. “We have debated and argued long enough!” He barked out and his voice carrying throughout the huge hall. “We have four matters of law to vote on now my fellow Senators. All of us know what they are. Now is the time to tell our people what we have decided on their behalf. Your votes please. You have fifteen minutes for each decision you have to make.” Dilios looked up towards the upper level. “I will remind the Union Netnews crews that your presence here is a gift ordered by Prince Androcles. Do not abuse this gift and refrain from any comments or questions to individual Senators until this session is over.”

Dilios returned slowly to his own seat and began typing on his console, similar to all the computer consoles in every suite and wherever those who could not attend were. He had known his votes from the very beginning and he deftly made his choices and then sat back to wait. The debating was over; the harsh words in most cases would be forgotten. This is how they did things now and it was so much more effective and efficient than how it was done before. He took the pad his aide offered to him and was just beginning to read when a single loud chime echoed within the chamber indicating one vote had been completed by all the Senators. Three minutes after that another chime sounded with the third and fourth only seconds behind that. Dilios looked over at Deia quickly and saw a similar stunned expression as his. The Union Senate had never voted so quickly on one Bill or Law, let alone four. Dilios quickly gathered his thoughts together and came to his feet as his aide swiftly transferred the results to his main data pad.

“I have heard four beats of the drum.” Dilios spoke loudly now. “Does this mean the Union Senate has completed its voting?”

Matuarr looked at Keleru’s image from Cabelir. “A speedy vote favors us Prefect.” He spoke confidently. “Are you alright?”

Keleru looked at him. “Let’s get this over with quickly.” He stated. “I have other matters to attend to.”

Dilios took the pad from his aide when no voice of descent came forward and his eyes grew a little wider. He looked at Andro, who was leaning forward his hands spread out across the knee high polished oak railing. Dilios turned back to the chamber. “This is the decision of the Union Senate? There are no dissensions!”

The silence was all the answer he needed.

Dilios turned to face Matuarr. “At this time I will read the decisions of the Union Senate for all to hear. These are the representations of the people of the Lycavorian Union” He lifted the pad. 

“With a vote of three thousand one hundred and sixteen to one hundred and seven, the Lycavorian Union has voted to deny the Kavalian Petition that Marshall Pusintin’s son with Queen For'mya has a claim to the Lycavorian Union throne.”

There was a soft rush of murmurs among the ambassadors in the upper level but almost no reaction from the gathered Senators as Matuarr came to his feet. “You can not be serious!” He screamed. “This is an outrage! The proof is before you! We provided it to you!”

There was a loud thud that echoed in the chamber as one of the Senators activated the COM unit in his jaw and tapped into the chamber system. “How can one such as yourself profess to understand the context of the written laws we follow when you do not know the men who wrote them. When you have no concept of the divine will of our people.” The male voice spoke. “Do not stand there and demand from this body when you do not understand what drives every species who suffered then! Every species who sacrificed! King Resumar knew… Val'istar Canth knew… and that is the context we have followed for generations. And will continue to follow into the future.”

“We do not accept this!” Matuarr screamed. “You flaunt your laws to all around you but you do not follow them yourselves! We will not sit here and be insulted by…”

“Oh… I believe you will.” Dilios spoke motioning to the Durcunusaan soldiers who stood along the wall.

The six men instantly moved to surround Matuarr and Qurot before they could begin to move away from their suite.

“What is the meaning of this?” Matuarr screamed.

“You are so quick to quote the rulings of the Galactic Court Ambassador.” Dilios told him. “I am only insuring you remain to hear the will of the Lycavorian people.” He lifted the pad once more. “With a vote of three thousand two hundred and sixteen for and seven against, the Lycavorian Union has stripped Marshall Pusintin, known to us as Pleistarchus, of every right and privilege bestowed to a citizen of Sparta and Earth. He will be stripped of his name, his history and all accomplishments. His name will be stricken from ever history scroll and book, never to have existed. His name now will reside only within the void with names such as Chetak, Joric and Maraud. Never to know honor again.”

“Do you think this means anything to us?” Keleru barked as his famous temper began to boil to the surface. “This means nothing!”

Dilios nodded. “Then perhaps what I am about to tell you will.” He stated. “With a vote of three thousand ninety-six for and one hundred and twenty seven against, the implementation of Spartan Law will commence immediately. With a vote of three thousand two hundred and one for and twenty-two against…” Dilios looked at Keleru in the image. “The Lycavorian Union issues a Declaration of War against he Kavalian Federation for their actions against the people of the Union and Queen For'mya Leonidas.”
“This is preposterous!” Matuarr shouted. “She is no longer a Queen! She…”

“Our mother will always be Queen!” The voice roared cutting off Matuarr’s rant. All heads in the chamber turned to see Androcles Leonidas leap over the small, knee high wall, his changed azure wolf eyes bright and his dual fangs protruding from beneath his upper lip. “She will be Queen as long as my father sits on the throne of the Lycavorian Union forn sorgur geld rie sibfla!” (You sorry piece of shit!)

Keleru’s eyes grew wide but Matuarr slogged on without even realizing what Androcles just said. The gasps and shouts within the chamber began then and lasted for several short moments before Androcles turned to face them.

“Yes!” Andro shouted out, his voice carrying throughout the entire chamber even without the implanted COM microphone. “My father lives!” Andro turned back to a wide eyed Matuarr and stunned Keleru now. “You failed in your pathetic attempt to kill him! You failed! And when you took my mother, when you killed our people you committed two of the most heinous crimes imaginable to us! You took the lives of children!” Andro screamed. “Children! Our children! Innocents who will now never have the chance to see what wonders await them! All because of your desire for power!”

Qurot reached for Matuarr and was beginning to shove him out of the way when everyone present saw the blurring of a body. Qurot bellowed in agony when Dorian appeared next to him at the end of his blurring motion, unwrapping the shadows from around his body and snapping a savage kick into the back of Qurot’s knee. The snapping of his kneecap was very audible in the chamber to those nearby and many men and women grimaced in spite of themselves. Qurot went to the floor in searing pain but did not have the chance to do anything else as Dorian’s fingers grabbed his long blond hair and yanked back savagely, the long bladed Shakur fighting knife pressed to this throat.

“You will go nowhere Kavalian scum!” He snarled at a teary eyed Qurot.

“You dare attack…” Matuarr began to shout.

Andro reached out with his Etheric power and grasped Matuarr within the light blue cone, lifting him several meters off the floor. He clenched his fist slightly and Matuarr’s eyes grew wide at the pain that suddenly filled his entire body. A searing stinging sensation that stole his breath away. Andro moved closer to him, his eyes blazing and his face a mask of rage unlike anyone had ever seen. “I told you there would be a reckoning Ambassador!” He shouted. “I told you I would end you for what you have done! To my family! To my people!” Andro squeezed even tighter now, his fist flaring brighter with Etheric power. Power unlike anything anyone had ever seen him use. “You helped him to rape our mother! Our mother! ARRGGHHH!”
Androcles Leonidas squeezed his hand as hard as he could and Matuarr’s body twisted and bent in grotesque positions, his bones popping and snapping in horrible echoes. His ligaments tearing and shredding as they separated from muscles. His screaming stopped a few seconds later when his brain could no longer keep him conscious from the horrific pain searing his every nerve. Mercifully he expired long before Andro reduced his body to one third of its original mass and then with a roar of vicious anger brought his fist smashing down. What remained of Matuarr impacted the marble floor with a sickening crunch and plop. Andro lifted his head and looked at Keleru within the transmission, his eyes wide in terror and anger.

“You did not kill my father you simpering fool!” Andro screamed. “He lives! And he has taken my mother back! She is back within his arms with all our mothers! Where she belongs! Where she has always belonged! As are my new brother and sister! Or have you not talked to my ever so special Uncle lately? I will make you pay for forcing me to attack my elven mother Keleru’Puat! To hurt her as I did!”

“You… you will die for this boy!” Keleru snarled.

“For this?” Andro bellowed. “This is nothing Keleru’Puat! Nothing! Your fleet in the Farnuri Expanse is dead! Dead! Retribution for the Drow your animals killed! My brother has taken the females you enslaved and turned into prostitutes for your sick officers! They will be brought here and pampered and treated as they should be! You will inflict no more pain on them!” Andro saw his eyes go wide and he smiled. “Did you think yourself so superior that we would not reach you?” Andro moved closer to the transmission and Keleru even backed up involuntarily. “You wanted a war Keleru’Puat…”
Andro reached down and touched his wrist COM unit. “Manda?”

“I am here Androcles.” Miranda Lorian’s voice filled the chamber.

Andro turned back to Keleru. “We will strike from everywhere! From anywhere! Even from your dreams! You made a mistake Keleru’Puat! You forgot to kill me! You wanted a war old man… now I am going to give you one! A war your feeble mind can’t possibly comprehend old man! A Spartan’s War! Miranda… by my order… “

“Release the Wolves and Dragons of the Blood!” Andro shouted.

“Payback is a fucking bitch!” Miranda’s voice echoed.

“Dorian!” Andro shouted.

Dorian leaned close to Qurot’s ear. “For my brother Resumar! For his wife Athani! And for my mother For'mya you sick fuck!”

Dorian drew the razor like blade across Qurot’s exposed neck with overwhelming strength and shoved him forward to the floor as blood began to erupt from his nearly decapitated head. The gurgling lasted only a few seconds, the twitching a little longer and then his body was still and his blood began to spread out around him.

Keleru’s eyes, now alive with unabashed hatred turned back to glare at Keleru. “You will die!” He screamed. “You will die!”
“I am coming for you Keleru’Puat!” Andro snarled. “I am coming for you and every one of the officers and other fools who dared supported you in this. As far as I am concerned you are all guilty of raping my mother! And I will bring justice to you as I vowed to my brother Arrarn.” Andro felt the hands on his arms and he turned his head quickly to see Sadi and his wives and mates surrounding him, followed by all of his family. The moment her hands touched him, the nearly uncontrollable rage began leaving him. As Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria placed their hand son him, that anger vanished completely, to be replaced by a firm resolve. He watched as Zarah and Lucia drew Dorian away from Qurot’s cooling body, pulling him close to them. His eyes went back to where Keleru glared at him. 
  Andro stepped even closer to the transmission. “You wanted a war Keleru’Puat. Let me show you how my father taught me to wage war. How our people wage war against your kind. Your lesson begins now.”
Keleru was about to speak when Andro abruptly stabbed down on his wrist and cut the transmission.

“Time to go to school… old man.” Andro whispered to the spirits of his grandfathers and all the Spartans who had come before him. He closed his eyes slowly, imagining them in the heavens above and hoping they would approve of his actions.

It was the Spartan way.

