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Dyack wiped his face with the towel as he stared into the mirror. What he had seen in the transmission from Sparta was beyond anything he had ever expected. It was no wonder Denali Leonidas had exited their embassy post haste after witnessing what he had. It had shocked all of them into silence to be honest. 
The Union Senate Chamber on Earth was immense to say the least, far surpassing the Rothryn equivalent and then the number of different species he had seen as their news crews had panned the crowd was unbelievable. Listening to the men who had spoke and then watching the vote itself was inspiring to him. Dyack had no idea the Lycavorian Union was on the verge of a war, and to see the overwhelming majority of their sitting senators vote in favor of this; it told him just how much these Lycavorians honored their laws and their culture. A culture that appeared to have spread to dozens upon dozens of different species and taken root. Aside from their inability to shift into wolf form Dyack knew that the Rothryn people were essentially Lycavorian. Whatever had happened thousands of years in the past according to their scientists that took this ability away from them did not matter to him now. Deep down he felt that these Lycavorians were the key to the Rothryn evolving even more than they already had. To expand their limited horizons and see things so much differently. 

Dyack turned when he heard the door to their bedchambers open and then close and he stepped from the bathroom and watched as Aleatia came in, pulling the robe from her beautiful shoulders and moving to the bed. He watched her for a moment and felt the familiar stirring in his groin whenever he gazed at her too long. Her beauty now, even after over four thousand years together, was still something that took his breath away. He tossed the towel onto the counter and moved into the bedroom.

“Can you believe it Aleatia?” He gasped moving into the master bedroom towards the center of the room as he watched her lithe frame settle on top of their large bed and her dazzling eyes look at him. “What we… what we witnessed tonight was incredible!”

Aleatia had been his wife and mate for the better part of four millennia. To Dyack she was the epitome of elegance and grace and beauty. He adored his mate and never in all his years had he even thought about straying or hurting her in any way. She was completely unreserved in their bed, sometimes playful and adventurous and sometimes demanding. Their times together were always passionate and intense and she had given him six strong children. Their middle son served within the Rothryn military fleet as a ship Captain and was well regarded by everyone who knew or worked with him. Their youngest daughter Sehri they kept out of the public eye as much as possible. She had only just turned twenty-one years old and she was devastatingly beautiful, more so than even her older sisters, with her pale blond hair and her breathtaking Glaucous blue eyes. There were dozens of younger men, and even some older ones, who were desperately trying to garner his favor for the hand of Sehri. Not only because of her surreal beauty but because she was also one of the most skilled and powerful of Mindvoice users, even more so than her mother, and this was a rare trait that Rothryn men wanted. Many older Rothryn men liked to use their mates to probe rivals and discover things that would give them an advantage against the other, even though it was consider taboo and Dyack had tried to steer his people away from actions like this. Actions that caused distrust and could lead to war between families. 

Aleatia was also one of the most gifted Mindvoicers among the Rothryn people, much like himself, and this ability they had passed to all their children it seemed. Ibani and Osbela were among the strongest in terms of actual ability and while not matching their younger sister in sheer potential, the Rothryn Mindvoice Academy kept close watch on them as they did all the powerful Mindvoice users within Rothryn territory. A large group of appointed Mindvoice users whose job was to keep control of this skill so that no one abused it too much. As far as Dyack was concerned they were a bunch of self-indulgent fools who thought themselves better than everyone else. He could do nothing against them for they had been around from the outset of the Rothryn people. He and Aleatia had become quite good at getting around them however.

Aleatia met his eyes. “It was astonishing.” She said honestly. “Though I did not expect to witness such a Declaration of War. Or discover that they have been hiding the fact his father lives. We must discover what led them to this Dyack. We need to ask Denali Leonidas or his mate Lisisa.”


Dyack nodded. “I know.” He told her. “Did you notice that they both referred to this Martin Leonidas as father?”


Aleatia nodded her head. “I asked Arduri early into dinner about them. They are cousins. Lisisa is the daughter of Denali’s Uncle and a member of this Vampire High Coven it seems. This type of relationship is apparently not frowned upon within their culture. It was a common occurrence in the time of Denali’s grandfather in this city of Sparta.” 

“Arduri Re Mydala seems to know quite a bit about them.” Dyack said. “I wonder if… I wonder if, since she is considered Denali’s mate, he shares everything with her. If she has the ability to swim within his thoughts as you do with me.”


Aleatia nodded. “I thought about this as well. It seems to me that is very much the case considering how much she knew in only so short a time as his mate.” 


Dyack settled to the bed, sitting on the edge as he looked at her. “Were Ibani or Osbela able to pick anything up from their surface thoughts? Sehri perhaps, though she remained out of sight?” He asked. “Anything at all?”


Aleatia shook her head. “Unfortunately no.” She stated. “It appears the incident at the landing pad may have caused them to become overly cautious around us. Both Denali and Lisisa Leonidas had MV shields in place that were among the strongest I have ever felt. Ibani tried to filter into Arduri Re Mydala’s MV abilities with Sehri’s help since they appear new, but they withdrew very quickly. Both Denali and Lisisa were augmenting her own shields. Any attempt to breach these shields would have been detected and I doubt the reaction would have been pleasant.”


“Do they think they were detected?” Dyack asked.


Aleatia shrugged her slim shoulders. “It would not surprise me Dyack.” She said. “It seems to me that their use of Mindvoice abilities has not been monitored and curtailed as the Rothryn Academy does to our people. And this bond they seem to share with these… dragons… well it adds to their power significantly. Sehri said she thought she could detect a second consciousness just on the fringe. We should be very careful about probing them Dyack. Sehri and the others agree. You said that they consider it to be disrespectful and a sign of hostility? If we approached this right my husband and mate, we may be able to just ask the questions we want and receive the answers.”

Dyack nodded. “Yes. They did say this to me on the landing pad. And you are right my love. We should do nothing to provoke them or cause them to look at us with suspicion. That is not how I want to begin our relationship with them.”


“Do you think we can have one?” Aleatia asked.


Dyack nodded. “Denali seemed genuine in his questions about our past. He can smell the curiosity on all of us, just as we smell it on them. We are after all no different from them except that we can not shift our forms.”


“Given what we saw… it is obvious they have many friends of different species.” Aleatia said. “His brother, this Androcles, he… the power he wielded was unlike anything I have ever seen Dyack.”

“Did you see him crush that man… that Kavalian?” Dyack asked softly. “Never have I seen such a thing. The physical manifestation of Etheric Mindvoice power. And to discover his father is alive as well?” Dyack shook his head. “This changes things.”


“How so?” Aleatia asked looking at him. “Dyack… you aren’t actually considering what Anroth suggested are you?”


Dyack met her stunning blue eyes. “What? Aleatia no!” He exclaimed. “Never!”


Aleatia breathed a sigh of relief. Her husband and mate was a fine man who loved her without question. He treated her as his equal in every way, and often relied on her council for many things. Their marriage had been arranged, as most were among the Rothryn, but it only took a year or so for Aleatia to see the man behind the face and fall madly in love with him. He was kind and gentle and an absolutely incredible lover who was very well equipped. She doubted she could feel for anyone what she now felt for this man. Dyack was also a man who had begun to pull the Rothryn people into the future. Expanding their territory. Treaties with other races and even very lucrative trade deals. They were a much richer society than they were a thousand years ago and much of it was due to his work. There was infighting at times, many of the older nobles not wanting to change things so quickly, if at all. Many of them were still cemented in the past and how they had done things for so long. They resented Dyack in many ways but were not powerful enough to move against him openly for he had too much support among the others families who thought as he did.


“What are you thinking husband?” She asked moving closer to him.


“The Vanari were not forthright with us. Ardan should have been more honest with me.” Dyack spoke slowly. “Their inbred distrust of the Lycavorian people has spread too far within the SBR. And I believe they know they have people taking part in the kidnapping and enslaving of their females, just as the evidence Denali Leonidas has presented shows. I believe they are just too arrogant to admit it.”

“You think they are allowing it to happen?” Aleatia asked surprised.


Dyack nodded. “At least a small portion of them yes. The Alkay that the Vanari secrete is a powerful took against other species and it could well be bringing them untold millions if the Eridiani and the OSG have reached as far as the Alpha Quadrant. We will need to be mindful of our dealings with the Eridiani. I am going to have Kelelm insure that what trade we do with them is not tied to this OSG in any way.”


Aleatia shook her head. “To sell your own people into sexual slavery.” She gasped. “It is barbaric in every way.”


Dyack nodded his head. “Yes it is.” He stated evenly. “The Vanari problems are not ours however. Barnak will undoubtedly discover what we saw tonight. His influence over our son troubles me.” Dyack said.


“He challenges you through Anroth.” Aleatia spoke. “He is not as devious as he thinks though.”


“We must keep a close eye on both of them Aleatia.” Dyack said. “If he were to some way take one of these Lycavorians from the Union to conduct his foul experiments… it could well mean the end of us given what we saw tonight.”


“Do you think there are many like this Prince Androcles?” Aleatia asked.


“I don’t know.” Dyack replied. “It appears to run in their family at least, though I dare say this Androcles was considerably more powerful in what he did then what we saw from his brother. Of course we have not seen Denali unleash this power fully either.  We have not seen the father or any others… we have not seen enough to make a judgment. I have to believe there are more of them however.”


“Well… given his looks I doubt our daughters Ibani and Osbela would have much angst against trying to get close to him.” Aleatia spoke with a sultry voice as she moved closer to him. “He was incredibly handsome… and he is very young too.”


Dyack looked at her with a sly grin. “Does he stir your blood my wife?” He asked playfully.


Aleatia laughed and pressed her body against his side, dropping her hand to his chest and abdomen. Her large breasts pressed hard against his skin and caused his eyes to darken in desire for her. “Hah! The only man who could hope to stir my blood is you! It has always been this way and it will always be this way. I prefer men to boys.”


Dyack smiled and stroked her arm as he leaned into her embrace. “We will need to proceed carefully and cultivate a relationship with this brother Denali. He is powerful in his own right and not so naïve as I first thought. His scent showed no interest in Ibani or Osbela but if we were able to have his brother, this Androcles, if he were to take one of our daughters as a mate. Imagine the possibilities.”


“We promised our daughters we would not force them into an arranged marriage.” Aleatia told him.


“And I would never do that.” Dyack assured her. “But Ibani and Osbela seem to think this Androcles is handsome no?”


Aleatia nodded. “Very much so.”


“So there is an opportunity there.” Dyack said.


“Ah… put them together and see what happens?” Aleatia said.

Dyack nodded. “I am getting ahead of myself now. And there is more to Denali than we see if his brother sent him here alone. If this Androcles does come here in seven weeks as he tells us… then it would be better to have his brother tell them we are friends.”


“Yes… I get the sense he is not very forgiving to his enemies.” Aleatia spoke softly.


Dyack nodded. “This could be what we have waited for my love.” Dyack said. “This could be what we need to break our people free from the old ways and move into the future.”


“Then let us pursue it husband.” Aleatia spoke.

She moved deftly along the corridor towards the bedroom on the Rothryn Embassy’s bottom floor, her mind trying to categorize all she had seen this evening. Her five foot seven, hundred and twenty pound body was toned to muscular and feminine perfection from long hours of physical activity and training that very few knew she had mastered. Long supple legs, firm and perfectly shaped ass cheeks below a slim waist and flat abdomen. Her breasts were of medium size, but very firm and proud and topped with pert nipples that pressed against the fabric of her floor length plum colored dress and light wrap. Her long, pale blond hair spilled past her slim shoulders in waves to curl just above the small of her back. Her Glaucous blue eyes were bright and alert.


Sehri was the youngest child of her parents, and the most gifted. She had only just turned twenty-one, spending the last six years training her mind and body to perfection. Sehri had no worries about men approaching her for her hand in marriage. Whatever was finally worked out, her father and brothers would insure that she was not given to a man she did not have any feelings for. They had done this with none of their children, preferring that they choose their own path. It was not a gift most were given among the Rothryn and she knew that was one of the things her father and mother were trying to change.  Sehri was her father’s ace in the hole, he called her. Because both he and her mother were so strong within Mindvoice all of their children were exceptionally capable, however Sehri appeared to have gotten the bulk of whatever genes they had passed to her. Her Mindvoice abilities far exceeded any of her family and even many of the instructors at the Rothryn Academy. Her parents kept this knowledge hidden and had Sehri trained since was fifteen by others outside the Rothryn Academy. Sehri had grown extremely skilled at hiding what she was truly able to do and unlike other parents, Dyack and Aleatia trusted in her use of this skill.

Sehri paused in the hallway, using her keen nose and her other senses to try and detect her brother. Her brother Anroth had a nasty habit of coming into the worker’s quarters and trying to entice one of the young females into his bed with his wife. Tynitia was known to have sexual tendencies towards other females, and Anroth often liked to take part in her activities. It was a practice Sehri found abhorrent not because of what it entailed, for while she had never bedded with a man let alone another woman, the thought had crossed her mind on different occasions when she had seen an especially attractive female among the many markets on their homeworld. She found it abhorrent because Anroth was not known for his gentleness and usually after sharing their bed, the young female was then transferred back to the Rothryn homeworld for other duties. There were rumors that Anroth had fathered several children this way because he refused to remove himself from the female before emptying his seed into her however many times he did in an evening. Apparently Tynitia did not seem to mind this, so she had no doubts that either bribery or threats were used to keep the young females and their families quiet and to face the shame of having a child without a father alone. Sehri did not know if her father knew of Anroth’s extra activities, and she doubted very much they would continue if he did. Her father worshiped their mother in every way, and never once had he treated her less than an equal to him. It was not something that many Rothryn liked, but they accepted it because times were changing and most of them were smart enough to know they had to change with them.

When Sehri caught no whiff of her brother’s musky scent she went immediately to the bedroom she used while they were here at the embassy. They way the embassy had been built there were not enough rooms on the second and third floor for her to maintain a bedroom with the rest of her family. Her parents were ready to turn one of the quest rooms on the third floor into her bedroom but she instead convinced them to let her make this large storage room her bedroom. It had been remodeled extensively to suit her tastes and having it down here meant she could associate with the many workers who she considered friends. Unlike her brothers and sisters she mingled without pretence among the Worker’s Caste, often times seen with the daughters of workers at the Embassy and their palace out shopping and joking. This did not go unnoticed by the many adults who saw, and while the Worker’s Caste saw Sehri as hat could happen in the future, the Warrior Caste did not appreciate her associating with those they felt beneath her. Sehri punched in her code for the door, heard it click and slipped in swiftly before closing it behind her. She turned from her door and went immediately the small chest at the foot of her bed and knelt before it and lifted her left arm. She watched as the holographic control board appeared across her forearm as she called her Holotool from Flatspace just as she had seen Denali Leonidas call his shield. She typed a coded nine digit password into the Holotool and the chest unlock with a soft click. She opened the chest and extracted the small shoebox size transmitter and receiver. She set it atop the chest and activated the device with a secure connection and another set of passwords and codes. There was a flickering on the small monitor and then the face of the older woman appeared. She was lifting her head from a pillow and Sehri could see her shake off the dredges of sleep from her eyes.


“Sehri?” The woman spoke as she sat up. “Sehri… what is wrong?”


“Cleric Mother… I have a report.” Sehri spoke quickly.


“A report? At this hour? In regards to what child?” The woman asked. “Could this not wait until tomorrow at your usual time?”


“No Cleric Mother it couldn’t. Forgive me but…” Sehri began.


The woman waved her hand in a dismissive way. “Do not apologize child. If you have contacted me outside your normal schedule then it most be important.” Sehri watched as she rose from the bed into a sitting position. “What is it Sehri?”


“Cleric Mother… I have… I have seen the Bearer of the Prophecy.” She stated softly.


The woman smiled and laughed softly as she shook her head. “Sehri my child… you are one of the finest young Shamans of the Table… but the Bearer of the Prophecy will only appear to a senior Shaman Master. What makes you say this child?”


“I have seen him Cleric Mother!” Sehri insisted. “This very night! In my mind! I was not even in the same room as where the others were viewing it but I witnessed the power within him! I swear it!”


“Very well child… tell me.” The woman said.


“It is just as the Ancient Tomes say Cleric Mother. He will come and he will wield the power of those who created the Rothryn!” Sehri said wistfully as she remembered those azure blue eyes. “I saw him… I saw him kill a man this night. He held him within the grip of this power and crushed the life from him without even touching him. It was brutal and his actions were hateful, but it was… it was beautiful to watch Cleric Mother. His body was encased in a blue aura and…”


The woman sat forward her own eyes wide now. “A blue aura you say?” The woman hissed softly. “Where did you see this child?” She demanded. “Where?”


“A transmission from the Alpha Quadrant.” Sehri answered. “You know of the discovery of our kindred kind, these Lycavorians?”


“Yes… it has been reported for the last three days.” She answered. “The reporters are beginning to repeat themselves for they have no real information to give. Only that many of them are on Austrova and there is a very advanced warship in orbit now that comes from this Union.”

“Mother and father had them to the Embassy for dinner tonight Cleric Mother.” Sehri said. “While during dinner something was occurring on their home planet and father allowed the brother, Denali Leonidas, to use our communications relay here in the embassy. It showed these events. I did not accompany them because father and mother did not want to expose me to them but I saw it in my mind! I must have somehow detected it within the tendrils of his brother and sister!”


“Sehri… are you absolutely certain?” The Cleric Mother asked.


“It was just as the Ancient Tomes said Cleric Mother.” Sehri spoke confidently. “I have recorded the transmission and I can send it to you. It is said he is coming here in seven weeks Cleric Mother! The Protectorate is being dissolved and merged into this Union and he is coming here to finalize this. From what little we were able to discover tonight it appears the Protectorate Director General is now his Val'istar.”


The old woman moved closer to her end of the transmission. “Be very careful when you speak the old language child. The Rothryn Academy could have eyes and ears everywhere.” The woman told her. The Protectorate dissolved?” The old woman spoke with wide eyes. “We did not hear this! Are you sure?”

Sehri nodded. “Yes Cleric Mother.”

“Do not send it via the normal channels child!” The woman spoke. “Use alternate means and forward it immediately! I will present it to the other Elders and we will let you know what we decide! Have you told your parents?”

Sehri shook her head. “Father has always told me I was different. He has always told me not to hesitate to contact you if I do not understand something and he and mother would not be able to understand or help me. They have not read the Tomes as you and my fellow Shamans have Cleric mother. I contacted you first.”

“Your father is blessed with the wisdom and strength beyond normal men.” The Cleric Mother spoke softly. “As is your mother. That they know of us and they sent you to us for training tells me they have faith in what we believe.”

“They always have Cleric Mother.” Sehri spoke. “I will use common embassy messaging Cleric Mother. It is not secure but I will encode the transmission within a normal data pad.” Sehri spoke. “You will have it by midday.”

“Very well. We will review your information and I will advise you what we decide and then you may tell your parents what we know. Share this with no one else Sehri! No one! If I know your father he is probably going over his political options now and we do not need to distract him from that until we know for certain.”

“I understand Cleric Mother.” Sehri said.

The older woman canted her head slightly. “You seem distracted yourself child.” She said. “What is it?”

“The one… the one I saw Cleric Mother… his eyes were so very blue.” Sehri answered. “Even over so vast a distance I felt like…”
“What?”

“I felt like I was there Cleric Mother. I could almost feel him and his emotions. He has… he has five mates Cleric Mother and for a split second I was there among them! They are… they are so beautiful and so very strong. I could almost feel them within me.” Sehri answered. “It was disconcerting.”

The old woman stared at her for a long moment and then nodded. “Be strong Sehri. I will contact you tomorrow evening.”

“As you wish Cleric Mother.”

KAVALIAN SPACE
DALEAN

12.9 LYS FROM CABELIR


Miranda Lorian had never imagined herself in the position she now held.

A few short years ago she thought she would never rid herself of the horrible dreams that haunted her. The lives she had witnessed snuffed out all around her. Men and women she had called family. Fate worked in mysterious ways she now knew. Fate had given her Ben and Tina in her life. Fate had made them friends with the Leonidas family. And fate had twice given her the opportunity to be among that family, to heal her emotional wounds and build a relationship with the man she could almost call brother.


Now Miranda Lorian had a new life. A new command. A new family. And a love she had found in the most unlikely of places with a female Drow elf. The memories would never go away she knew, and she would always remember them in her dreams, but ultimately it was their voices in her dreams telling her to move forward, to watch over and protect others as she had them, and to finally allow herself to love once more that changed her. With E’dira of the Drow, Miranda had discovered the very best of both worlds. A lover who worshiped her in every way, a lover who could drive her mad with her tongue, or fuck her silly with her ‘gift’. A gift that happen to be nine of the thickest male inches Miranda had ever had inside her. Miranda loved everything about E'dira, from her shimmering white hair to the flawlessness of her ebony skin to the taste of her passion no matter which way they decided to make love. E'dira treated her as a precious jewel she had found, never hesitating to kiss her or take her hand. Miranda had given E'dira back her life as well, and the Drow warrior would worship her ‘slave’ as long as she had years left in this lifetime. She had never expected to find it with a human female to be sure, but as Lynwe had once told her, the unexpected gift was usually the sweetest gift. General Lynwe’s continued love of Selene was the perfect example of that. 

Miranda had gathered around herself men and women with a passion for life and friends and family and duty and once they had all come together Miranda had found that “place” in her soul once more filled to overflowing. 

As far as Miranda was concerned, she had everything she had ever wanted. And she was not going to let anyone or anything take that from her. Androcles had given her a mission. The young Prince was the most intense and intimidating man she had ever met outside of his father, but he led from the front just like his father. He was reckless and bold, and when combined with the ability of Carina Leonidas to devise plans such as this, he was probably the most dangerous tactical mind of their generation. He had given her this mission, this ship and this opportunity along with his father. They had never lost faith in her. This was without a doubt the single most important mission she had yet undertaken in her career. If she pulled this off, she could return to Union space with not a single loss of life. She knew that was unlikely, but damned if she wasn’t going to try. 
The events leading up to this moment had every crewmember on the ARIZONA and within their Assault Wing seething with anger and the need for retribution. The loss of life, the deaths of so many innocents, the rape of their Queen. These were things that they could not have prevented, but they could certainly get vengeance for these acts. Androcles Leonidas was giving their leader Miranda and all of them the chance to do just that. They were not about to let him down.


And it began with five simple words.

“Payback is a fucking bitch.”

The moment those words left her lips Miranda came to her feet. She moved to the plot table and picked up the old style phone attached to it.  Her fingers caressed the worn plastic before pressing the speak key.

“This is Admiral Lorian! 1st Arizona Strike Group! In thirty seconds… Climb Mount Niitaka! Climb Mount Niitaka! Execute! Execute! Execute!” Miranda spat. “All ships assume Attack Pattern Delta, war plan as follows. Victor Echo November Three nine one! Omega! Omega! Omega!” It had been E'dira’s idea to have their code word be the one that the Japanese had used against the fleet at a place called Pearl Harbor in ancient Earth history. The attack had been a complete and utter surprise for the American Fleet, which is exactly what they were hoping for here. The Omega code was one not often used in the Union and Miranda knew it. It called for total war. No prisoners or mercy. It was literally raising the black flag before battle. The last time an Omega code was added to a war plan was during the Mercenary Uprising a thousand years ago.
The large fleet, larger still than she had commanded at Kranek, deployed into its combat formation quickly while still under Shroud. The LEONIDAS IIA Strike Cruisers moved to the front of the fleet to form the main wall of battle, followed by the MOONLANCER Bs. They would serve as bombardment ships against the enemy formations while the Strike Cruisers served as the first wave. The ARIZONA-Class ships moved into the third line, first to launch their fighters into the fray, and then move up to assume command and control. The NOVA-Class Attack Cruisers would serve as first picket to engage the lighter Kavalian ships, with the ADMIRAL CENEU Fast Attack Destroyers and AUTUMN MOON Attack Frigates moving to protect the entire fleet. The TAUR’OHTARS would break into wolf packs while maintaining their Shrouds for hit and run attacks against any and all targets of opportunity. The TYPE I Alpha Dragon Transports began to drift away from the main force still under Shroud, shadowed and protected by the three VANGUARD MARK III-Class Interdiction Cruisers which would remain in low atmospheric orbit over the cloning facilities and kill anything that came close to the dragons that would decimate the facilities from the ground. 
Already the MOONLANCERs were preparing their ‘specials’ for the coming battle. A mixture of M22 ZMF missiles and ECM Decoys, followed up with a second barrage of MIRV and Ground Penetrating warheads for the planet. By the time Daurgo led the Dragon Brigade into battle, the cloning facilities on the surface would be cracked open and waiting for them.


E'dira looked up from her tactical station. “Colonel Randall signals all Squadrons ready for launch!”


“Do it!” Manda snapped as she returned to her chair. “Give me all forward batteries! Weapons Officer! Eight M22As at the GREAT SOULS! Forward Type Ones to target the DIATAGAs and forward Type IIs to provide follow on barrage! All Photonic torpedoes into the DIEROYs!”


“Weapons aye!”


Miranda stabbed her finger down on the arm of her chair. “Steven! Roll in right after we hit them with the first barrage. Drop your loads and clear out while we realign and we’ll hit them again! Then they’ll be all yours and we’ll go after the remaining GREAT SOULS!”


“Understood Manda! RAPTOR Air Control is launching now! They’ll jam them so tight they won’t be able to shit or piss without us detecting it!” Steven Randall’s voice answered excitably. 


Miranda’s eyes narrowed slightly and she turned to look at Zaala who returned her gaze with an almost embarrassed stare. “He seems riled up.” She said to Zaala.

“I may… I may have offered to allow him to… to ravage me more than he usually does if he returned unharmed.” Zaala answered sheepishly but with a delightful gleam in her dark eyes. “He can be quite inventive in our bed.”
Miranda shook her head with a smile as many of the bridge crew chuckled at Zaala’s words. There were many females on the Bridge Crew and all of them could not deny that Steven Randall was one step down from smoking hot male. He may have been wolf now, but his human self was by far more dominant. Many of them envied Zaala, for she always walked around the ship with a huge smile on her beautiful elven face, and the females knew why that was.

“I may have done the same thing.” Miranda said turning to look at a smiling E'dira.

“Yes you did.” She spoke her amber eyes glittering in delight from her tactical station.

“Whatever works right?” Miranda spoke with a smile.

The relationship between Miranda and E'dira was a well known fact on the ARIZONA now. As time passed, both of them were becoming more and more relaxed at allowing small things slip in public or in front of the crew that confirmed this. In reality, many of the crew had worked with Miranda for the last few years on the ARIZONA project, and seeing how she had changed once E'dira came into her life had been the last piece of the puzzle. Now they saw the real Miranda Lorian, and none of them had any doubts about her whatsoever.
“Nine seconds!” A voice called out. 

Miranda nodded becoming all business now. “Let’s do this! Mark! Mark! Mark! Initiate attack now!”

47TH KAVALIAN TACTICAL FLEET GROUP
COMMAND SHIP

GREATSOUL DREADNOUGHT 

FANGS OF STEEL


His name was Puram’Kell.


Fleet Admiral of the Kavalian Federation. Two thousand seven hundred years old and loyal to his people and their advancement, but perhaps much more vocal than the Prefect and his advisors liked. Especially when it came to such ludicrous ideas as to attack the Lycavorian Union when they should have been reaching out to them in friendship.


Puram was not your typical Kavalian by any stretch of the imagination. He was viciously loyal to his people, would do anything to see them grow and prosper, but was not keen on doing things that would only set them back as far as he was concerned. He had never stepped outside his union with his Kavalian wife in all the two thousand two hundred years that they had been together. He had chosen carefully who he would pursue for a wife and mate when he was a young warrior, and his skills and accomplishments had earned him his choice. Siondi’Kell was perfection in his eyes. Her luxurious coat of light brown fur, her lush female figure to include her delightful tail and her stunning blue eyes. She had given him four strong and proud boys and two daughters that equaled their mother in beauty. 

That is where all similarity to other Kavalian Prides ended. 
Puram had assumed leadership of their small Pride with the death of his father over six hundred years ago; however he continued and advanced his father’s farsighted views. The Kell Pride was considered a progressive Pride. They did not agree with the mainstream Kavalian Prides who were bent only on advancing their status in Keleru’s court. Puram knew that there were few Pride Leaders that thought as he did and the majority of them, including himself, kept their council to themselves. He had met Pian’Nruarani several times and found him to be an exceptional leader and a man who believed in the future of the Kavalian people. Yet he was also a man who held ideas that did not sit well with mainstream Pride Leaders just like himself. Puram had played the good Kavalian for many years. He allowed his sons and daughters to have their growth accelerated to advance the procreation purposes of the Kavalian people. He also drilled into their heads the same values he had been given by his own father. Loyalty to their people… not a single leader. All of his sons were now mated to females from other Prides, and like him, they treated their mates almost completely opposite of what was considered acceptable. They loved their mates, respected them as the bearers of their future, and never once had a Kell son ever lifted his hand in anger to his mate. Siondi and he were also extremely careful and wary of any male who showed interest in their daughters. While both of them had undergone the biogenic process to remove the fine coat of hair from their bodies making them even more desirable to Kavalian males, they also knew that their parents were making sure the men who wanted them would treat them as they should be treated.

Puram had commanded the 47th Kavalian Tactical Fleet Group for nearly eighty-six years now. Their ships were old and worn, but Puram had changed all that when he took command. In the span of two years, he had replaced thirty of the oldest ships with newer ones, and he had gotten upgrades or refits for twice that. The 47th was still among the oldest Fleet Groups in terms of ship age, but at least now they were combat ready and unless going against front line ships, they would perform as well as their training allowed. His actions also served to earn him the almost fanatical loyalty of nearly everyone in the 47th Fleet Group. All of them had been disappointed, Puram included, when they had been left out of the initial invasion forces into the High Coven. Vampires held a unique hate in Puram’s heart for their actions against the Kavalian people so long ago. He had been upset when Marshall Pusintin assigned his Fleet Group to protecting the cloning facilities here on Dalean, instead of letting them take part in the invasion. 

Puram was also no fool.

He began to see what the High Coven commanders were doing even before Pusintin had. They were giving up planets and territory to consolidate their forces. When the final battle of the initial invasion took place, he could only listen and view the reports as the Kavalian forces were routed by superior High Coven tactics and more advanced ships and weapons. Puram knew then that Pusintin was part of the problem and not the solution. He did what any good commander would do. He drilled his crews mercilessly for they day they would be needed. He turned them into the finest group he had ever commanded. He also knew their skills were wasted on these older and less capable ships. Pusintin and Keleru and the majority of the senior Pride leaders believed that no one would ever be able to make it this far into Kavalian space to attack the cloning facilities. Puram did not take that path. For years he had been requesting new ships and fighters, while hammering home the training on what they did have. Always he had been refused; further frustrating him and turning him against Keleru and Pusintin. When he had first heard of the plans to try and act against the Union, he thought the two men insane. He had told them and fellow officers that you do not kick a nest of fever wasps when they care nothing for you. This action would only incur the full attention and wrath of that nest. As more and more rumors began to float out of Kavalian Central, the central part of the Federation where most of the major planets were, Puram knew that the actions of Keleru and Pusintin would not go unpunished. He also found his loyalties beginning to waver. The Lycavorian Union was not the High Coven. Their soldiers and ships would never retreat in battle. They would fight to the very last man and take as many of the enemy with them as they could. They would take risks. They would conduct battles everywhere. Given the history of their King and his son, and Puram had read every Evolli and Kavalian report from the Evolli war, they were as predictable as the wind. And completely unforgiving. They…
“Admiral!” The voice jarred him from his thoughts and he looked up to his Executive Officer. A young Kavalian who was just like him and epitomized the future. Of course… he was his son as well.

“Joram’Kell?” He questioned.

“Admiral… our sensors have detected a spike in the Hyper Matter particles you requested we monitor for. They have just increased within the system.” The younger Kell told him.

Puram straightened in his command chair. “Location?”

“Twelve million kilometers off our port bow sir.” Joram answered. “For lack of a more technical description… a massive increase Admiral. Nearly five hundred percent. What is this father? Why have us monitor for Hyper Matter particles?”

Puram came to his feet. “The Kavalian Strike Force at Kranek. Before they went off the air… a single report from a DIATAGA indicated that Hyper Matter particles in the system had increased by a similar amount.” He spoke.
Joram looked at his father. “A footprint?” He gasped. “Father that… there is no way a Union Strike Group could get this far into Kavalian space. How would they even know where our cloning facilities were?”

“How indeed?” Puram offered looking at his son. “If my memory serves me correctly, General Pian’Nruarani knows exactly where these facilities are because he helped to protect them for over a decade.” 

“General Nruarani has been declared a traitor father. He forced himself upon Marshall Pusintin’s wife Jalersi.” Joram spoke. “His Pride has vanished and he…” Joram stopped talking as he stared at his father. His eyes slowly began to widen. “He knows where these facilities are?” He gasped as his father’s words finally sunk in.

Puram nodded. “Yes he does.”

“The Union wouldn’t dare risk an incursion this far into our space!” Joram exclaimed. “Would they?”

“They are masters of hit and run tactics Joram. You have read the intelligence reports from the Evolli War. Nineteen separate times they struck deep behind Evolli lines. In places the Evolli didn’t believe they could reach. They targeted shipyards and factories and countless military installations. Not once did they fail or get caught.” Puram spoke. 

“We are not the Evolli father.” Joram stated.

“No we are not.” Puram stated. “Yet here we sit with one of the oldest group of ships in the entire Kavalian Federation, guarding six of the most important installations we have.”
“Installations that create those foul clones!” Joram spat.

Puram nodded. “Whether we agree with it or not my son… that is what they do.” He moved closer to him. “If you had this ability son… this unique and fearsome ability to strike where your enemy least expects it… to obliterate whole shipyards… would you not use it?”

“Of course… but to strike here?” Joram said. “They would need the coordinates of our Jump Gate network father! They would need…”

“If we can tap into the Union Gate network to send troops and ships to Hadaria in that misbegotten mission… do you not think the union could do the same to us? Especially if Pian is working with them? Their Gate technology is far more advanced than our own in these terms.”

“We don’t know that he is.” Joram interjected.

“Don’t we?” Puram answered. “And for a people who have Hyper Matter Fusion engines and Shroud generators better than the ones they stole from the Coven, they would not need the Gates if they had the coordinates.”

“Hyper Matter Fusion engines are only theoretical father.” Joram said.

“To us maybe.” Puram answered. “Think Joram my son! Do not be like those fools on the Advisor Council to the Prefect! Think as the Lycavorians do! Their society is not war like. They would need time to transfer their production over to war materials! What buys them this time?”
Joram looked at his father. “Coordinated strikes against targets that will hurt us in the short run and…”

Puram nodded. “And benefit them in the long run. There is a reason the High Coven never conquered them son. The Union leaders are used to fighting when outnumbered and they think outside the box!”

The sensor operator who had brought up the discovery to Joram now turned from his station his face a mask of horror. “Admiral! Union warships de-shrouding! Hundreds of them! They are firing Admiral!”

Puram calmly looked at his son. “It appears that day has come Joram my son! And we have been caught unaware!”


Unaware or not, Puram would not have been able to keep it from happening no matter what he did. In the time it took to blink, two hundred and sixty Union warships appeared and unleashed their version of payback on the three hundred and thirty Kavalian warships. The Union Fleet was compromised of the Assault Wings of all three ARIZONA-Class ships with an additional eighty ships attached. 

A spread of M22A ZMF missiles led the opening of the battle and were streaking across the stars before the last ship had even de-shrouded. They had worked to perfection at Kranek and the Battle of The Farnuri Expanse against first tier Kavalian warships. They would work even better here against second and third tier Kavalian warships. The six LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers had formed the point of the spear Miranda would thrust through the heart of the Kavalian Fleet Group, the MOONLANCER B-Battle Cruisers slightly above and behind the Strike Cruisers. 

With the ARIZONA at the tip, the YAMATO and MISSOURI on either flank and traveling above the rest of their fleet, the Lycavorian Union delivered their message to the Kavalian fleet about what they thought of their leader’s actions. As fighters began to endlessly spill from the close to ventral launch tubes, all three massive Strike Carriers cut loose with every weapon at their disposal, just as their escorts did the same. The TAUR’OHTAR-Class Destroyers fired off their first volley and then began to disappear as they formed into their Wolfpacks and engaged their Shrouds once more to go hunting. 
The first wave of M22A ZMF missiles struck six of the thirteen Kavalian GREATSOUL dreadnoughts in Puram’s fleet as well as seven of the old but still dangerous DIATAGA Heavy cruisers. The missiles obliterated five of the GREATSOULs in the same instant. The sixth GREATSOUL began to list heavily and drift as one of its forward wing arms was blasted completely off. It would live for another two minutes and only seven escape pods would depart the ship before its Tri-Cobalt engine core overloaded and reduced the ship to space ash. None of the older DIATAGAs survived the first wave of missiles. 

Unbeknownst to the Kavalian ships, the deadliest threat to what they protected was already making its way down to the surface of Dalean. Adjusting their shrouds for atmospheric entry was easy enough, and with consummate skill, four TYPE I Alpha Dragon transports and three VANGUARD MARK III-Class Interdiction Cruisers pierced the relatively light gravity of Dalean ten kilometers west of the Kavalian cloning facilities. As they sped across the lush green plains to their holding point, their comrades in the MOONLANCER B ships above prepared to open the door for them. Only a few Kavalian settlers heard the enormous sonic booms that shattered the peaceful scenery around them and as they looked up into the bright blue skies, many of them would later say they saw these enormous shimmering objects in the sky as they passed overhead. 

In just under a minute, those objects would no longer be shimmering. 

The Kavalian cloning facilities were primarily built underground across the ten kilometer square flat plains on the northern continent of Dalean. They were surrounded by mountains on three sides and an enormous ocean that took up nearly a quarter of the planet’s surface. The Kavalian ground forces were extensive, fully three complete divisions of Kavalian cloned troops led by three hundred pure Kavalian officers. There were nearly twenty batteries of heavy anti-aircraft guns and countless bunkers that provided protection to the facilities. The six facilities here on Dalean were the largest of those spread across the Kavalian Federation and combined they produced nearly sixty-five percent of the cloned troops. The bases and the base’s defensives were set up to be nearly impregnable from any sort of ground assault imaginable. The Kavalian engineers and officers had discounted any type of assault from orbit however. They deemed it next to impossible to breach Kavalian space so deeply and remain intact.

Of course they were only using information and intelligence on the Vampire High Coven when the facilities were built. Everything they had determined was that no High Coven officer would have the skill or determination to strike this deep into Kavalian space. They had been hit by such overwhelming superiority in the first waves that all they could do was defend what they had and hope for the best.

Fighting the Lycavorian Union had never been considered in the construction of these facilities. 


Their mistake would cost them dearly.


Many of the cloned troops and pure Kavalian officers had begun looking skyward as bright streaks began to crisscross the backdrop of blue sky. All of them knew something was happening in orbit, but it appeared all of their COM channels were being jammed. Their senior officers in were in a panic as they were cut off from their superiors in orbit and had to make decisions on their own. Something they had never had to do before. They began to issue orders to take up defensive positions thinking that perhaps a drill was underway. 

In a sense… a drill was exactly what was coming.

MOONLANCER B CRUISER

MINOTAUR 

“Come on! Come on!” The Captain of the MINOTAUR barked. “Give me something people!”
“Initial volley away!” A voice called out. “Twenty seconds until MIRV reload!”

“Yes!” The Lycavorian barked. “Mark all ground targets! Sync locations with all other MOONLANCER cruisers! We need to blast them a hole and that’s what we’re going to do!”
“Ten seconds on the MIRVs!” The voice echoed. “All other MOONLANCERs signal ready!”

“Ground targets locked in!” Another voice erupted.

It seemed like an eternity, but nine seconds later it was done.

“Lock on! Lock on! All MIRVs ready!”

“Fire! Fire! Fire!” The captain of the MINOTAUR roared.

Two seconds later, twenty-four nine meter tall missiles launched from the belly of the MOONLANCER B Cruiser MINOTAUR followed by one hundred and forty-four MIRVs from the other five MOONLANCER B ships in rapid succession.

Payback was so sweet.

TYPE I ALPHA DRAGON TRANSPORT

DRAGON’S BREATH

Daurgo moved down the main aisle of the new TYPE I Alpha and felt the swell of pride in his chest. It surpassed anything he had ever felt in his over twelve thousand years of life with one exception. 
The howls of blissful delight as he had claimed Arzoal in the skies above their base. Her talons digging into his scales as his huge organ had penetrated her to her core and his wings folded around her massive body while they plummeted towards the ground rutting like two young dragons was the most divine experience he would ever know. The knowledge that he would continue to experience this had only driven him to supreme heights as he plunged on her four more times in those hours they had before they parted. He could feel her joy and happiness as her womanhood tightened around him while they dropped and she nipped at the armored scales of his throat and neck. Had he known how desperately she had longed for that moment, to feel him buried within her, Daurgo probably would have been driven to take her even more. It was enough however, as they lay alongside the cool mountain lake hours later and stroked each others scales, and he heard Arzoal cooing out contented and delighted dragon noises. Had he not loved her so much, it would have seemed odd that those noises could come from the Dragon Elder Mother, but at that moment she was the most divinely beautiful female dragon he had ever set his eyes upon. 

And she was now his. 

Word had spread quickly among the Dragon Brigade that their leader and former Elder was now mated to their Dragon Mother. In their eyes this had elevated Daurgo to legendary status even more than his position as an Elder. And they listened even more intently to his experienced words as he sauntered down the main aisle.

…take nothing for granted. No matter the damage done by our missiles, remain alert and spare nothing! Talon Guardian Androcles has given us our orders, and his faith and love for us flows through all of you! Through me!

Daurgo saw many of the six hundred heads lining both sides of the ship nodded. The TYPE I Alpha had been designed and implemented specifically for this purpose. These ships would serve as their chariots into battle. Faster, more heavily armed and equipped with the most advanced sensors and weapons known, the TYPE I Alphas were their homes now. Two hundred and fifty meters longer than the original TYPE I Transports, fitted with extensive plates of the marvelous Dragon Armor, the TYPE I Alphas could carry six hundred of the Dragon Brigade into battle if need be. 
You have heard his orders my brothers and sisters. These are orders he gives with a heavy heart for he knows this is not normally our way. Events have dictated what he must do. How we must act. At least now. We are part of the Union. Part of families. Now we must take it upon ourselves to defend what we have come to love and cherish. We must show no mercy! We will take no prisoners! And we will show these Kavalians that there is a reason why they fear us!

The trumpets that followed would have drowned out any sound whatsoever. Daurgo turned his massive head when he felt the elven female reach for him within Mindvoice. Each TYPE I Alpha was crewed by elves. Female elves that were among the finest pilots in the Union. The support crew was a mixture of Lycavorian, Elves, Vampires and two Hadarian Healers per ship. They had trained and worked together for the better part of three years now, and all of their skills would now come into play.

Daurgo… missiles inbound! Twenty seconds to impact!

We hold at the established markers until the missiles have done their work Erliei. Daurgo answered the brown haired pilot. Then take us in over the base.


Stand by. Erliei answered. I’m going to punch it the moment the last missile hits. They’ll still be confused when you begin to exit.


Daurgo smiled at the brazenness of the female elf. He had chosen well when he picked her from a list of potential candidates to fly these TYPE I Alphas. We will be ready.

DALEAN


The first MIRV descended to three hundred meters above the Kavalian cloning facility and burst open. One second later another one hundred and forty-three MIRVs did the exact same thing even as Kavalian clone troops and their officers began to look skyward in confusion at the white and black puffs of smoke. They were unaware they were watching their deaths. There were two types of MIRVs in the wave of missiles. The MIRV 1 and the MIRV 2. No one ever said those who designed the missiles were any good at naming things.

The small white puffs of smoke were designated MIRV 1s breaking open and then over four hundred anti-personnel, self propelled darts with the equivalent power to one pound of concentrated JB-19 explosives compound deploying. As was programmed into their small computer brains, the instant the darts cleared the empty shell of the MIRV missile containers, they activated their own tiny engines to adjust their trajectory and choose a target close enough to be accurate. In this case close enough to be accurate was pretty much straight down. 
The Kavalian defenses were spread out between the six domed facilities in a layered pattern extending from the center of the massive compound to outside the eight meter high wall that surrounded the ten square kilometer compound. The domed facilities themselves contained the initial creation labs and containment modules. The air defenses were useless against the missiles because their flight profile was very stealthy like the ZMF missiles and they moved incredibly fast. By the time the missiles arrived from the ships above, the Kavalian gun crews were frantically trying to target them, long sustained and inaccurate fire erupting into the sky above. At least until they started to break open above the battlefield.
The anti-personnel MIRV 1 was affectionately nicknamed the “Bitch slap” by Union ground forces. The Kavalians began to understand why as soon as those small darts began to impact the ground and detonate. It was as if a thousand firecrackers began to go off in huge waves at the same time. The one pound of JB-19 explosive in each dart created a huge cloud as it exploded and sent two hundred small slivers of metal whizzing outward at five thousand feet per second. The effect was horrific even against troops in body armor. Flesh was shred instantly and without care. The screaming began almost immediately as two meter high tufts of dirt and smoke began to rise from the ground as the MIRV 1 darts landed. Anything within six meters of an exploding dart was immediately perforated with killing metal shards. The blasts would remove arms, legs and even heads as the rumbling continued across the entire expanse of the compound. The only saving grace for the Kavalian troops was the size of the base itself. The MIRV 1s were concentrated over the interior portions of the base and those Kavalian troops watching from outside could only look on in horror as their comrades were blown and shred into tiny pieces. Anti-aircraft batteries were peppered by metal slivers when the darts landed nearby, ripping gun crews apart and in the case with many of the thirty odd turrets, were destroyed or rendered inoperable when darts landed right on top of the gun turret itself. They saw their comrades stagger from the smoke of explosions missing limbs and sometimes spurting blood from appalling wounds to their bodies.

And then the MIRV 2s began to announce their presence. 

Unlike their smaller brothers, the MIRV 2s were the true impact weapon among the flight of missiles that had arrived over the Kavalian cloning facilities. The dark puffs announced the separation of the Ground Penetration warhead from its MIRV vehicle. These warheads were affectionately nicknamed the “Ballbuster” during the Evolli War. Used to go after deep Evolli bunkers, the “Ballbuster” never ceased to reach its target. The two hundred kilograms of JB-19 explosives variant was packed tightly into the dragon armor encased cone like head. Once separation from the MIRV had been achieved, powerful inner rockets ignited and the missiles drove straight down. Admiral Puram had been very accurate in saying that Pian’Nruarani had protected this very site for over a decade. It was Pian’s knowledge that had now guided the missiles to exactly where they would do the most damage. Pian had given this intelligence willingly, knowing that his future with Jalersi and the future of his people now lay with the Lycavorian Union.

The MIRV 2s dove straight into the ground, the rocket engines propelling them at nearly five times the speed of sound, tiny sonic drills built into the tips of the JB-19 warheads clearing the way as the missiles drove down into the earth, some of them reaching a hundred meters deep before detonating. To the Kavalian troops outside the base it appeared as if the ground on the interior of the base suddenly heaved up in dozens of locations and deafening explosive booms shattered the air. Rock, dirt and hundreds of bodies were literally thrown into the air as massive craters began to appear all over the interior of the base perimeter. Massive craters that now exposed the portions of the base that were underground. Connecting tunnels and even the sides of advanced lad facilities were exposed and in most cases ripped open like tin can. Almost always the huge explosions knocked out power to that section or tore open massive entrances to the facilities. Flames and smoked lifted into the air, the stench of charred bodies and blood beginning to saturate the entire area.
More importantly, the openings that had been blasted open were large enough to fit a dragon. A very dangerous breed of dragon that Daurgo had chosen to be part of the Dragon Brigade for one simple reason. They could go places other dragons could not despite their size. Dragons with ruby red scales and long, muscular tails ending in very savage twelve inch spikes. Not only did they have these tails, but the Spiketailed Longwing dragon breed had the unique ability to toss liquid fire from their maws and not normal fire. Liquid fire that stuck to whatever it was launched at and burned it.
Information flowed and COMs were activated, and ten seconds after the last MIRV 2 detonated, Daurgo and the Dragon Brigade were given the green light.

TYPE I ALPHA DRAGON TRANSPORT

DRAGON’S BREATH
Green light! Green light! Erliei shouted within Mindvoice.

Take us in Erliei! Spare no speed! Daurgo barked. We must strike swiftly while they are stunned.
With a war cry that might have matched any Lycavorian Daurgo knew the TYPE I Alpha DRAGON’S BREATH accelerated forward with power and determination under Erliei’s expert guidance. 
Erliei had them over the top of the Kavalian facility in just under a minute and Daurgo moved into the center of the ship as the massive top mounted doors began to retract and fill the interior of the ship with sunlight.

Go now! Form into your sections and do what you have been trained to do! No mercy! No prisoners! Into battle we fly my brothers and sisters!    


Whatever the Kavalian troops outside the wall of the main base expected when they saw the four massive eight hundred meter long ships appear overhead, it was not the three thousand dragons that rose into view. As if rising from a floating tomb they came and began plummeting to the earth below with trumpets of rage. The Kavalian Cloning facility was protected by three divisions of cloned Kavalian troops and hundreds of them had already begun pouring from their underground barracks when Daurgo and the other dragons began to land.


The Kavalians ran right into their deaths.


Daurgo was the first to land, and as he alighted upon the torn open section of tunnel, nearly forty Kavalian troops were pouring out with their weapons at the ready. Daurgo didn’t hesitate for a second and unleashed the most powerful stream of flame he could generate. The fifty foot long stream of over three thousand degree heat incinerated virtually all of the Kavalian troops within seconds. All that remained were their charred corpses and smoking heaps. With a trumpet of triumph Daurgo bellowed into the open air a challenge to the Kavalians that they would never understand just as his Dragon Brigade fell upon them with trumpets of savage glee all their own.


One lone Kavalian officer outside the perimeter and looking on from a gun turret began screaming at his crews to realign their weapons to fire upon the dragons even as his blood was turning cold in fear of the monsters before them. He was screaming into his radio unit for his other crews to respond and turned his head to the nearest turret to his west. His eyes grew wide when he saw two massive dragons clinging to the ten meter tall gun tower and ripping its crew to pieces. A flash of movement caused his head to whip around and then his blood did freeze as the muzzle of the green tinted monstrosity appeared in front of him and he felt the thud as the dragon latched onto the tower with his talons. The Kavalian officer risked a glance at his other towers and for as far as his keen eyes could see; dragons were falling upon his gun towers up and down the line. The guns were ineffective against the powerful physic shields of the dragons and quickly the guns fell silent as the dragons either tore them to ribbons or simply burned them out of existence. His head turned back in that split second and he began screaming as that green scaled beast unleashed a violent trumpet and opened its tooth filled maw. The Kavalian officer would scream for several seconds until those teeth smashed down on his body and bit him completely in half as the dragon ripped his body from the interior of the turret and sent the two pieces of his body flying in different directions before turning to burn the gun crew and the turret into ash.


All across the expanse of the base dragons were landing and engaging Kavalian troops who exited in ever increasing numbers, to be struck down just as quickly. The members of the Dragon Brigade all had physic shields that were among the strongest of all living dragons, and the small arms the Kavalians carried really did no damage aside from being irritating. With every bellow of rage, Kavalians died in droves under powerful streams of flame or superheated breath. Bodies were shattered by Dragon Armor encased wings and Heavyhorn tails. Whole groups of Kavalians were ripped to pieces by talons better suited to carving metal and stone. The river of blood quickly began to rise as Daurgo landed amidst a small group of three and crushed one into the earth before lifting one into his maw and using his body to smash the life from the other before he tossed the Kavalian into the air and sent him hurtling some hundred meters away, his lifeless body landing with a sickening crunch and splat. Daurgo lifted his armored head skyward to where he saw two hundred dragons still circling above. 


Ordin! Now my brother! Lead them in now!



The commander of the Spiketail Longwing dragon contingent trumpeted his answer and the smaller, but no less dangerous dragons plunged for the earth and the openings they had spotted from the air. The Spiketail dragons were thinner than their Heavyhorn and Firespitter brothers and sisters, their bodies lean and muscular and allowing them to squeeze into crevices and cracks the others could not. This also allowed them to be able to move within the many tunnels of the underground base they had been sent here to assault. With a cry of outrage and glee the two hundred Spiketails swooped down out of the sky and began disappearing into the once impregnable Kavalian base now torn open like paper machete by the MIRV 2 missiles.


Ordin, the leader of this contingent of the Dragon Brigade, was fifty meters inside the first tunnel when he came upon two dozen terrified troops and scientists. He had been soon to be named to the Elder Council to represent the growing number of Spiketail dragons that were making a comeback. When Daurgo first came to him about what they were doing Ordin did not hesitate. This is how his breed of dragon would make a name for themselves and be welcomed back into the fold of so many. When Ordin opened his maw and cut loose with liquid flame the screams started. 


Then the true slaughter began.

 47TH KAVALIAN TACTICAL FLEET GROUP

COMMAND SHIP

GREATSOUL DREADNOUGHT 

FANGS OF STEEL


“…lost a hundred and nineteen ships destroyed!” Joram screamed to his father as the FANGS OF STEEL shuddered under another barrage from what appeared to be a group of powerful smaller ships that were coordinating their attacks by dropping in and out of Shroud.

“Another fifty-nine too heavily damaged to fight! Half our force gone in the first sixty seconds!”


“Admiral!” His COM officer barked from across the bridge. “We have lost contact with the ground teams! They reported a massive missile barrage and then…”


“Speak man!” Puram barked angrily.


“Then the man said thousands of dragons were pouring from huge ships above the facilities!” The COM officer answered.


Puram’s eyes grew wide. “Dragons!” He gasped in revulsion. “Sensors! Sensors!”


“Confirming four ships in stationary position above the facility!” The man answered. “Some sort of transport! Almost seven hundred meters in length and radiating power sources unlike anything I have ever seen!”


Joram turned to look at his father. “They have Shrouded ships that can carry dragons this far?” He screamed. 


“That fool Keleru has done it this time!” Puram screamed. “He has waken the wrath of the one force in the galaxy we have no hope against!”


“Admiral… that group of attack ships has de-shrouded off our stern!” Another voice barked. “They are preparing to fire!”


Admiral Puram’Kell had come to the turning point in his life. 


The single moment in the life of all beings where their path laid before them in multiple directions and they had a choice to make. Puram had only two choices before him. Remain here and be obliterated by a smaller but obviously much more well armed and trained and motivated Lycavorian Task Force bent solely on revenge. His son, himself, all the men he had trained for years to operate as a single unit and as part of a greater whole. They would be blown out of the stars in a hopeless attempt at defending something Puram and many of them thought of as foul anyway. They would die under the onslaught of a force who would not be deterred in their goal of destruction. Puram had cautioned for years about provoking the Lycavorian Union, for war with them meant taking a leap in to the unknown annals of modern war. No one knew how they would fight. No one knew how they would act. The Evolli War was only a small portion of the window into the Lycavorian mindset. And that war started because the Evolli got greedy and made the mistake of conquering a helpless colony planet. An event that saw the end of their government and nearly their people because of their leader’s greed. It was no different here. Keleru and Pusintin wanted more. More power. More control. They would destroy all of what the Kavalian people had gained in the last millennia by their actions. The Lycavorian Union was not the High Coven. They would fight and kill, never surrender and never retreat. Every victory would be at the cost of more blood than they could afford to lose. Every defeat would set back their gains by decades. Puram could die here. He could let his men die here.

Which brought him to his second option.


Run.


Run and find Pian’Nruarani. The man had obviously made his choice and he had the support of the Lycavorian Union. His priorities were towards his people and their advancement. This fact only shone through in how he had obviously won the affection of Jalersi’Puat. The oldest daughter of Keleru’Puat was known to be very intelligent and forward thinking. Save himself and his men and ships for the battle that Pian was going to wage. The battle for the future of his people. Their people. And the Lycavorian Union was obviously helping him in that goal, which meant they would consider a friend of Pian’s a friend of theirs.


“Father!” Joram screamed at him, shocking him from his thoughts.


Puram’Kell made his decision. Quite easily in fact.


“All ships! Directive Seven! Directive Seven! Execute now and rendezvous at pre-plotted coordinates!” Puram shouted looking at his son. “We die here protecting those who have brought ruin to us all or we escape and join with Pian’Nruarani and fight for the future of our people!”

Joram didn’t hesitate. “Directive Seven! Issue the order! Directive Seven! Helm… full about! Engage emergency LSD operation! All ships emergency LSD operation. We are jumping in ten seconds!”

ARIZONA


“Miranda! Kavalian ships are engaging their LSD drives! They’re preparing to jump away!” E'dira barked from her station.


Miranda came to her feet. “What? Confirm!”


“Confirmed! Command ship is engaging LSD Drive core! All ships not engaged are turning away and activating their Drive cores!” E'dira announced.

“They’re running?” Miranda gasped. “Fucking cowards!”


“Fleet units asking if they are to pursue!” The COM officer exclaimed.


“Negative!” Miranda barked. “It could be a trap! No pursuit! No pursuit!” Miranda moved over beside E'dira and Zaala joined her there. The three females had become sort of a bridge click and Miranda approved since she got one set of ideas from E'dira and one from Zaala. “Thoughts?” She asked.


As was usual, E'dira spoke first. “A trick to draw us away from the planet so they can slip back in and hit our ground teams. Our numbers do not bode well to splitting our forces and any sort of ground bombardment on the dragons will kill many of them.”


“Or they could have just realized it is stupid to die here for the Kavalian leader.” Zaala stated. “Their ships are much older than the ones at Kranek Miranda. We are essentially shooting ducks in a pond. They can not match us!”


E'dira nodded her head. “Correct as well.” She stated. “Zaala is accurate when she says we are pounding them into oblivion.”


“I thought Kavalians fought to the death.” Miranda said.


“We have seen discontent within their ranks.” E'dira spoke before Zaala answered.


Zaala nodded. “Pian’Nruarani. This Mican and his rebels that Resumar found.” She spoke. “Perhaps this Kavalian commander did not want to die for Keleru and Pusintin either.”


“Recommendations?” Miranda asked.


“Let them go!” Zaala said. “Let them go and let’s finish what Andro sent us here to do.”


E'dira surprisingly nodded her head. “I concur. Why risk ourselves. If they do not wish to fight then let us focus on supporting Daurgo and the Dragon Brigade and destroy those foul cloning facilities.”

“And what will Andro say?” Miranda asked softly.


“He did not put you in command in order to second guess your decisions.” E'dira spoke quickly. “You of all of us should know that. And I do not believe Androcles Leonidas is as cruel and unforgiving as many believe. Harsh yes… very much so. But genocidal… no.”


Zaala nodded. “E'dira is correct.” She spoke.


Miranda nodded her head and made her decision. She turned back to her bridge crew. “Order all ships to disengage and reform on the ARIZONA, YAMATO and MISSOURI. All fighters to remain airborne. Return and rearm as necessary. Have Steven get his squadron on the deck and give us an eyeball on the ground. Commander Usaro’s squadron to provide high cover.”


The skilled vampire pilot from General Esavorna’s command had volunteered to be assigned to the ARIZONA to further relations and show her loyalty to the cause. She had quickly become an excellent asset and fit in easily with the ARIZONA crew. 

“And get me a line to Androcles!” Miranda said.

DALEAN


Ordin drew his huge head from the entrance to the massive chamber of sleeping clones. None of the hundreds of chambers had power to them anymore and the life giving liquid had already turned a sick orange color as the clones inside who had not yet been birthed began to die by the thousands. He had seen where some of his other Spiketails had reached the lower portion of the breeding center and either burned or tore the equipment to pieces, leaving nothing untouched. All of them had intently studied the many images provided by Pian that he had either drawn or provided from memories via Mindvoice. Images that had been passed from him to Cemath and then copied to a hard disc by 341 on SPARTA'S WRATH.


The corridors of the underground facilities were now littered with hundreds of dead bodies. Burn marks dotted many of the walls, mixed in with the indentations from heavy weapons fire. He was close to the entrance and he looked back to the second Spiketail that had joined him.


This section is demolished. He spoke.


Talon Guardian Androcles did tell us to be thorough General. The young dragon answered flippantly.


Ordin’s muzzle parted in what was a smile for a dragon. Indeed he did Horath. Come… we must join with Elder Daurgo on the surface and report.


Both of them heard the faint scrapping on the floor and Ordin nodded his head as they passed the single door. The badly wounded Kavalian soldier, burns covering roughly fifty percent of his body leaped into the corridor between them and leveled his weapon at Ordin’s rear. His burned and ravaged face prevented him from seeing Ordin’s Second. Just as he was about to pull the trigger of his rifle he gasped in agony as the two long spikes erupted from his chest and he was driven forward with stunning power. His one good eye looked down and saw the protruding gray spikes from his chest as more blood began to pool beneath his feet as he was lifted from the floor. His head lifted and he turned to see the second dragon behind him. Horath stared ta him for a moment with gleaming red eyes and then smashed his tail against the metal wall of the corridor, crushing the Kavalian instantly as the two spikes punched holes in the wall. Horath drew his tail back and let the body fall to the floor and he followed his commander.

Ordin appeared in the bright sunlight once more, smoke filtering across the horizon from the many fires that burned. His keen eyes spotted the large body of Daurgo in the center of the facility just as his talons impaled two Kavalians who were inert on the ground. With a quick and powerful flip of his wings he lifted into the air and crossed the five hundred meters to his leader in three heartbeats.


Daurgo turned as he landed and faced him. Ordin?


The eastern section is completely destroyed. Ordin reported. I checked the breeding center before leaving. There is no power to he chambers and the clones inside are all dead. It appears they could not last very long without the liquid in their chambers.


Daurgo and Ordin lifted their heads as nine TEMPEST fighters roared overhead very close to the ground.


Steven Randall? Daurgo reached out sensing the man easily. His Mindvoice skills were not as well refined as others, but he was a bright spot among the tendrils in the sky just above them.


Miranda wanted me to give her an eyeball General. Steven’s voice filled both Daurgo and Ordin’s minds.


The eastern and southern complex sections are no more. I am waiting for reports on the western and northern complexes. I expect the same. Daurgo answered.


Lot of bodies General. Steven spoke softly. 


Too many my friend. Daurgo answered. This Keleru has much blood to answer for.


Yes he does. Steven answered. I have Ardona’s and my squadron above you General. We’ll remain as long as our fuel holds out or until you are finished.


Daurgo saw two Spiketails take flight from the western and northern entrances and nodded. My reports are coming now. We will not be here much longer.


In his M7 TEMPEST Steven Randall nodded and keyed his COM unit. “Ardona… we’ll remain in orbit until they are clear.”


“Vith me Steven Randall. They… they decimated this facility.” Ardona gasped over the intercom. “I have… I have never seen so many bodies. This is what… this is what we would have fought if my people continued down the path we were on.”


“Not anymore… so put it out of your mind.” Steven spoke. “You and General Esavorna are part of the Union now. All of you.”


“Yes. Yes we are.” She answered.


“Scar Actual to ARIZONA Actual. Situation appears well in hand. General Daurgo says they will be departing soonest.”


“Understood Scar Actual. Continue to orbit and advise the general the faster he can get things done the better.” Miranda’s voice echoed.


“Acknowledged.” Steven spoke.


Daurgo watched as the two Spiketails from Ordin’s section landed beside him.


The northern complex is in ruin General.


The western one as well. We left the bodies where they fell.


Daurgo looked at him. Survivors?


We left no one General. As ordered.


Daurgo nodded and looked at Ordin. It is time we left this place my friend. Have your sections take flight first. I will follow with the others just after you.


Ordin nodded. It needed to be done Daurgo. We all saw the reports Androcles showed us. We needed to do this in order to buy the time we need for the future of our Union. 


Daurgo nodded. I know. This is a victory… but as Androcles knows… it is also a crime what we had to do here today. A crime he will make Keleru pay for in spades. 


Ordin nodded his huge head and looked at his section leaders. Gather your sections and return to your ships! Quickly now! We can not afford to be here if the Kavalians return.

Daurgo took that time to gaze slowly around at the devastation the Dragon Brigade and the missiles had wrought. He had no doubts that there were still survivors that they had not discovered. They would be left to tell the tale and pass on the horror of what happened here this day. As much as it may have bothered him to conduct this mission, as Ordin said, it needed to be done. The first mission of the Dragon Brigade had been a success across the board. Daurgo was not fool enough to think that would last. He would lose dragons in battle, it was inevitable. All he could do was make sure he led them to the best of his ability.


Daurgo inhaled deeply and released a deafening trumpet that carried across the landscape far and wide. Dragons began to return his call and then they began to rise into the sky like the majestic creatures they were to return to their ships.


They left behind ten million dead Kavalian clones that had not yet reached maturity and been birthed and over seventy thousand dead Kavalian soldiers. The largest and most active Kavalian cloning center was now nothing but a memory as parts of it still burned in the distance across the base. Even combined, the remaining cloning facilities would not be able to produce so many clones in less than six months. The price in terms of Kavalian life had been high, but the mission was complete.

Androcles would have his time. 


And the Kavalian Federation would take pause and think about what they had gotten themselves into.

CABELIR

COMMAND BUNKER


“How!” Keleru screamed. “One of you tell me how this has happened!”


The ranking Pride leaders and members of the military council remained silent as Keleru raged.


“Our homeworld!” Keleru shouted. “They strike on our homeworld and at the heart of our Military Command Compound! Just to free a few dozens whores! And we let them!” Keleru threw the data pads in his hand across the large room watching as they shattered against the far wall. “I want every officer and soldier on duty when they took the females executed! Do you hear me? I want them dead! Dead! They failed in their duties and we must show them the price for failure!”


“I will see to it Prefect.” Admiral Caruma’Pameni spoke softly.

“How did this happen?” Keleru asked a second time and more in control of his emotions. “How did they strike on our homeworld? How did we not know his father still lives? How did we not see they would side with the High Coven? Have the reports come in from the Farnuri Expanse yet? Do we know if what he said is true?”


The rapid fire questions caused most of the men present to be silent. Pride Leader and Admiral Diseno got to his feet however.


“I dispatched a scout ship immediately after the boy boasted of this Prefect.” He spoke. “We will not know anything for another few hours. We must assume the worse however. I don’t believe he would have boasted of it if it was not true in some way. We have received no answer to our Communications calls either.”


Keleru shook his head and picked up another data pad from the table. “I received this just before beginning that transmission. It is from Pusintin’s Second Officer. Pusintin was severely injured in a battle with his brother. Half of his task force was destroyed by an unknown ship of Union make, and he lost two thirds of his Puma Bane detachment on the ground. Popal is currently making his way to Talbor Seven where there is a Hadarian Medical Clinic.”


“The Marshall’s injuries were that severe Prefect?” Pride Leader Liatthi asked.

Keleru nodded. “Apparently so. Popal’s transmission stated that Pusintin was trying to warn us of a trap. I did not know what he meant until now.”


“Is the Marshall returning Prefect?” Liatthi asked.


Keleru nodded his head. “Popal will have him contact me after he has been treated by the Hadarian. I want all out front lone units brought to full readiness. What of our Fleet Groups waiting to invade the Coven? I want them ready to turn and hit the Union.”


“They are standing by Prefect.” Liatthi stated. “However… given what has happened Prefect, I believe we should hit the Coven now.”


“Now?” Caruma gasped. “Are you mad?”


“Now is the perfect time!” Liatthi snapped. “Their military is divided! Spread out! A concentrated invasion striking right for their heart will break them!”


“And what if the Union intervenes?” Caruma barked right back. “Their boy leader has already told them they will have whatever support he can spare!”


“What can he spare?” Liatthi hissed. “A few Fleet Groups? We have fifteen ready to strike right now! Against what? Four or five Coven Fleet Groups? We could sweep them aside and be to the High Coven homeworld in three days! We can end the war with them so that we can fully concentrate on the Union!”


“We have never gotten close to their homeworld in all these years.” Keleru spoke. “What makes you so certain we can achieve this now?”


“They have never been in disarray as they are now Prefect.” Liatthi spoke. “The vile Empress is dead! The bitch daughter has run off to fuck her Immortal puppet. That leaves the daughter Narice in charge… just where the Spartan Prince put her. She has little support and no military to back her except the Union’s.”


“We don’t know that for sure.” Caruma spoke. 


“My spies within the Coven tell me otherwise.” Liatthi spoke. “They tell me the Coven is divided and suspect. The military turns against each other! Soon they will turn against this Narice. A sword strike right to their heart and we win the war with the Coven in days, not years!”


“We have lost contact with a fleet comprising one fourth of our most advanced warships and you want to take half of what remains and strike the High Coven?” Caruma looked at him. “That is madness even for you Liatthi.”


“What do you suggest we do?” Liatthi growled. “Sit by and do nothing? The Union has declared war on us! Us! That impudent boy Spartan thinks he is brave and wise! I say we show him his place in the galaxy!”


Keleru turned when his nephew came into the room. Kattu walked up to him with a look of severe discomfort on his face. “Kattu?” Keleru asked. “What is wrong?”


“Uncle I…” Kattu began.


“Spit it out Kattu!” Keleru snapped.


“A PURUSIAN-Class frigate from our force in the Farnuri Expanse has just sent a COM signal to us Uncle.” He spoke looking at Keleru. “The Captain of the ship… he says they were ambushed by a ship. He says this ship was over seven kilometers long and wielded weapons unlike anything we have seen before. The moment it appeared it began decimating our forces there! And then a Union Task Force de-shrouded and joined in the attack.” Kattu looked at his Uncle. “This Captain says only twenty-three ships survived Uncle.”


Liatthi and Caruma came to their feet in disbelief, as well as several others. “Twenty-three?” Caruma gasped. “That fleet had over six hundred ships in it! How is that even possible Kattu?”


“I do not know Admiral.” Kattu spoke in reply. “It seems… it seems unlikely but that is what the Captain says. He seemed quite shaken to be honest. We can review his ships logs when he returns but… if anything, this confirms that our fleet in the Farnuri Expanse is no more Uncle. Just as Androcles Leonidas stated.”


Keleru looked at his nephew. “You have more?” He asked. “Tell us Kattu?”


Kattu blinked several times and then simply blurted it out. “The cloning facilities on Dalean have been obliterated Uncle.” He spoke. “We received word from a surviving officer only minutes ago. The Union attacked with missiles from orbit and then Dragons.”


“Dragons?” Keleru nearly shouted.


Kattu nodded. “All of our scientists are dead, perhaps ten percent of the ground forces survive and none of the clones. They targeted the facilities on purpose Uncle. They destroyed everything. All of the clones ready to be birthed are dead. None remain.”


“The facility on Dalean had nearly ten million clones ready to deliver!” Keleru gasped. “All of them are gone?”


Kattu nodded. “The facility is completely destroyed. Somehow… somehow they got dragons into the underground tunnels and they systematically destroyed everything. The officer was still trying to discover the extent of the damage, but he was very clear that the cloning facilities themselves were annihilated.”


Keleru turned from the others and moved across the room his famous temper once more coming to the forefront. “How?” He asked.


“The officer was not aware of the composition of their fleet; he only saw the dragons and the ships they arrived in. Four massive ships that dropped to within two hundred meters of the ground and released the dragons. He estimates several thousand at least. The ships match the description of the Union Type I Dragon Transports but they were much larger and were equipped with Shrouds and small turrets. The dragons wore armor like those within the Union and they tore into the base defenders before the missile barrage was barely over.” Kattu told him. 

“And the fleet guarding the planet?” Keleru asked.


Kattu shook his head. “No word Uncle. Given what happen on the ground I suspect they too were destroyed by whatever force the Union sent to Dalean. There are… there are ships headed there now but we will not know anything solid for several hours.”


Keleru felt the cold hand of fear in his gut but his anger at being made to look the fool overrode his caution. He turned to Liatthi. “You will take command of the forces detailed to the High Coven! Strike them hard Liatthi! Show them no mercy and crush them.”


Liatthi nodded. “I will Prefect.” He boasted.


Keleru turned to his nephew. “Kattu… issue the activation orders for our forces near Uirmeik. I want them pouring across the Union border by the end of tomorrow! They are to drive right for Elear. Nothing is to deter them! Nothing! This boy Prince thinks he can outwit me… let us see how he responds to that?”


Kattu nodded his head. “As you order Uncle.”


“We outnumber the Union five to one!” Keleru snapped. “I will use this advantage and destroy them! I will crush them and rape their women! I will destroy their cities and their precious Sparta! And when I capture this boy Prince I will insure I remove his internal organs with a dull blade!”


“Prefect… may I suggest we wait!” Caruma spoke now. “We need more information about what we face and…”


“NO!” Keleru snarled. “I will not wait! I want his head do you hear me! I want his head on a plate so I can show the Union fools they are nothing compared to us! I will accept nothing less! You are my military leaders! That is what I want! I expect you to achieve it!”

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND

SECONDARY COMMAND CENTER


“…did the right thing Manda.” Andro spoke looking at Miranda in the holotransmission.


“We’re enroute back to Earth now.” Miranda told him. “We should be back in Union space within four hours.”


“Move to your holding area on the far side of the moon and remain shrouded.” Andro told her. “Resumar arrives with SPARTA'S WRATH in less than an hour. I do not want the Netnews to get too much information on our new ships in a single day.”


Miranda nodded. “Will do.”


“Thank you Manda.” Andro said. “I’ll see you when you arrive.”


The transmission ended and Androcles looked at his grandfather. “Two for two so far grandfather.” He said.


Riall nodded. “But will he react as we hope he will?” Riall asked moving to the plot board 
and pointing to the star chart. 


Andro came up next to him. “I would imagine right now he is screaming for my head.” He said. “He has little options. I made him look the fool grandfather with the victories we have had he will want blood.”


Riall nodded. “No doubt.” He answered. “But it should not be yours he wants. Provoking him as you have done has now painted a very large target on your back Andro. Many of us are not comfortable with that.”


Andro nodded. “Perhaps… but it needed to be done.” He said. “If my Uncle does what father believes he will then Keleru will be calling the shots. At least initially. And a military officer he is not.”


Riall shook his head. “It is… it is hard to believe that your father thinks Pusintin actually has fallen in love with your mother.”


“He saw him… we did not.” Andro spoke. “I can speak from experience however, when I say that an elven mate is… for lack of a better description… addicting.”


Riall looked at him with a sly smile. “Better not let Sadi hear you say that.” He said.


Andro chuckled. “It was Sadi who said it first.” He said. “Besides… no elven female will ever come close to Sadi in my eyes.”


Riall grinned. “The benefits of having an Anome.” He said. “Nothing can match their scent or the taste of their bodies.”


Andro nodded. “No they can’t.”


Riall looked over the plot board. “Do we continue with the original plan?”


Andro nodded. “We determined a long time ago that this was the only way to stop them should an attack come from Uirmeik. It was father’s idea grandfather.”


“Yes… thirteen years ago.” Riall said. “We did not have the technology we have now Andro.”


“We cannot risk SPARTA’S WRATH against what he will undoubtedly throw through this lone corridor.” Andro said. “And with you leaving for High Coven space within the hour we do not have the time to establish or plan out a defense of that nature.”


Riall nodded. “I know… but we will be rendering all travel through this sector a Class Six hazard for at least a decade Andro. The gravitational forces will be in a state of flux for at least that long according to the models by Avi.”


“I’m open to options?” Andro said.


Riall looked at the chart. “There are none. I know that.”


“It is not widely traveled as it is grandfather.” Andro spoke. “It may bleed over a little, but nothing that an experienced ship captain could not avoid. I do not want to do it either… by we must neutralize the Kavalian advantage in numbers as well as force them to come from where we will be better prepared.”


“They could just bypass Consortium space and attack from Limian space.” Riall spoke motioning with his finger on the chart. “A direct line to Elear and then Folcan and Semtola and then on to Apo Prime.


Andro nodded. “They could… but tactically speaking they won’t and you know it.” He replied. “They do not have Shrouds and to come that far through not only Consortium space but also Limian? It would take too much time. Their window is now.”


Riall nodded. “Are you sure?”


Andro looked at his adopted grandfather. A man who had more tactical experience than he could possibly have without jumping three thousand years into the future. A man who had taught him almost all he knew about ship combat and moving mass fleets through space. “You taught me everything I know grandfather.” Andro said. “Is there any other option?”


Riall shook his head after a long moment. “No. We do not have the numbers to match them head on even with SPARTA'S WRATH.” He stood to his full height. “The Netnews people will crucify you for this. Or shout your name to the moon in praise.”

“What they think is unimportant to me.” Andro stated. “I must act as my father would act to safeguard our people. We need time to build up our forces. To implement them. This buys us that time at minimal loss of life. I have already taken more lives in my lifetime than I ever imagined. If I am to be damned for doing so… then I will do so insuring my people have a fighting chance.”


Riall nodded. “Then do it.” He spoke. “And within the next two days or it will not matter.” Riall said. “Once the order is given they will need perhaps thirty hours before they pour across our border in droves.”


Andro nodded his head. “I will.” He said softly. “I will.”


Riall nodded. “GORGO’S HONOR awaits.” He said. “I must leave.”


“Fight well grandfather.” Andro said.


“Be mindful of your grandmother.” Riall spoke with a slight smile. “She has a tendency to be a bit testy when I leave for battle.”


Andro smiled. “I will.”


Riall pulled Andro into a rib cracking hug that Androcles returned. “You are not alone boy.” He said softly. “You are never alone. Your father believes in you. As do we all.”


Androcles laughed softly. “Somehow I think my father may have gotten the better end of this deal.” He said. “If I know him, he is most likely indisposed as he rediscovers all of my mothers and no doubt one or more of them will be carrying a child when they return.”


Riall laughed. “He is a randy wolf isn’t he?” He said.


Andro nodded. “Go with the gods grandfather. May our ancestors watch over and guide us.”


“Avoi.” Riall spoke.

ARC ROYAL

COREWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM


Androcles was semi correct in his assumption.


Martin Leonidas did have plans to rediscover all of his mates and show them how much he loved them all, but at the moment only one occupied his full and undivided attention. And that was more her decision than anything else. For'mya Leonidas had waited long enough and the female Alpha wolf that resided in her decided that it was time to get what she wanted. What she had hungered after for so many years. What she desperately needed to feel and experience once more to truly be whole again. Her Alpha male husband and mate was not disappointing her in any way. In fact, he was driving her blissfully insane with exquisite resolve.

For'mya’s supple body was slick with a fine sheen of sweat that had not been able to cool or dry in the last ten hours. She released yet another deep guttural moan of decadent bliss as she dropped herself fully onto Martin’s huge organ once again. She ground and twisted her slim hips upon him reaching for the pinnacle of pleasure, even as he touched places within her she didn’t think she had. For'mya knew it was his heated aura that caused her to think these things, for he had touched and reached these places many times before, but never with such devastating and unrestrained gratification. His unshielded aura had set her lush elven and wolf body ablaze with desire unlike anything she had experienced before with her beautiful mate. The man who had claimed all that she was so long ago. What she had craved for so long was now hers and For'mya Leonidas was unwilling to let the overwhelming sensations abate without fully basking in their breath stealing wonder. Every dominating stroke he made into her supple frame claimed her over and over again. Every breath stealing plunge into her depths and she whimpered in heavenly delight. He was holding nothing back from her, taking her with such power and force and overwhelming love.

For'mya had lost count of her orgasmic explosions within the first hour, Martin taking her to places neither of them had been together. His hands and fingers were a never ending source of movement and exploration and pleasure inducing devices, so large and gentle across her body that it was hard to believe he could kill so easily with them. His lips and tongue paid special attention to her breasts as she knew they would. The accelerated serum had increased the size of her firm globes by nearly a full cup, and made them even more sensitive. Martin discovered this is the first few moments and had since tortured them non-stop, keeping her gasping and jumping with glee. Martin was the largest man she had ever been with, only the third man in her entire thousand plus years of life, yet the moment she had felt him fully bury himself within her that first night all those years ago, For'mya knew no other could compare. He stretched her, filled her to the point of superb enchantment. No matter how many times they had made love in the last twenty-five plus years it had always left her shivering in blissful satisfaction and wanting more.  He could go on for hours, and with the wolf blood surging through her veins she could too.


Now though, it was so very different. Now she could feel the full power of his unshielded aura, his mind wrapped around hers in a protective cocoon so she would experience the full influence of his essence and not become a babbling female. Every jolt of pleasure, every simple movement sent waves of colossal delight crashing through her. She could feel every thick beautiful inch of his manhood as he impaled her over and over, the lava like heat and pulsing of his twelve inch cock against the walls of her soaked pussy. The tingling his skin caused against hers. This night she was experiencing all of him. The parts of him that only Aricia or Dysea could endure until now. The tendrils of their minds were connected so completely and she could see deep within his thoughts, feel how Anja had felt when he had done the same with her a few weeks before. The burning of her Hadarian blood. The sizzling of Dysea’s blood and Aricia’s blood as he took them. The rapturous force of Bella’s cries and Cirith’s moans as he made them his, just as he was doing to her now. It was so absolutely divine.


The times his brother had forced himself upon her, made her feel things physically while her mind screamed in protest, those were quickly washed away. His brother could not even come close to the power of Martin’s aura when he unleashed it upon her. His first eruption into her had purged all of his brother’s foul essence from her, and the next three had cleansed her soul and finally and forever made For'mya his and only his. The love she had for this man was inexplicable as she clutched at his broad shoulders over and over while he powered into her, whispering into his ears, urging him on, gasping in uncontrollable pleasure. For'mya pushed him down with surprising strength this time. Her hands braced on his broad, powerful chest, his yellow gold eyes staring at her lost in the pleasure she was giving him. She could feel every single vein of his cock within her, every throbbing of life and pleasure as she rotated her hips hard on his. She wanted him to erupt within her once more. To finally and without question make her completely his. Her head tilted back to stare at the ceiling as the crushing waves of pleasure began to smoothly vibrate through her. She was so close. They were so close.


For'mya’s dark brown eyes flew open when she felt velvet heat engulf both her painfully erect nipples and electric pleasure screamed in her mind. Her head came forward quickly and she could do nothing but whimper in unabashed love as she saw the reason. Dysea, her long platinum hair spilling all over had trapped one of her nipples within her luscious lips. Their newest and breathtakingly beautiful mate Cirith held the other hard bud in the grasp of her sweet lips and they were torturing her nipples. Both of them were fully naked and driving her further up to the edge. She saw Bella’s beautiful face beside Martin’s, her lips and tongue dancing across his throat and neck, her stunning cobalt blue eyes gazing at her in hunger and want. Then she felt Aricia and Anja press against her on either side, their naked flesh sending powerful tremors of love pounding through her. Their large, firm breasts pressed tightly against her shoulders and their hands holding Dysea and Cirith’s heads in place as they suckled her nipples.


It was appropriate that it was Aricia and Anja beside her, nuzzling her throat and neck, dragging their soft lips across her skin and nibbling on her four inch high elven ears. The three of them had groan so much closer through their many years together since Seanna’s death. She and Aricia had showed Anja that she was never alone and never without companionship. Anja could do such magnificent things with her beautiful tongue and just the feel of Aricia’s female aura could set For'mya off. Now they were doing it too her.


We have missed you so Kinsoaurgai. Aricia’s sweet voice filled her pleasure hazed mind.


It’s time Kinsoaurgai. Anja spoke now as her sizzling hot lips drew every closer to For'mya’s quivering ones. 


It’s time for you to join us. Dysea’s voice echoed. Time for you to experience what it feels like.


For'mya’s mind was swirling as continued jolts of pleasure shot through her from both her breasts and from her grinding atop Martin’s dominating cock. What… Wha… She could barely form words as the crushing pleasure was growing. Growing larger than anything she had felt yet. 

Within our bodies… Cirith spoke.


And our minds. Isabella finished.


For'mya’s eyes grew wide as she felt Martin swell impossibly large inside her. As he swelled, the heat of her body grew and grew, the pleasure riding the same wave and increasing. It smashed against her mind, her whole body aflame like never before.


Welcome home to us Kinsoaurgai. Anja’s sweet words filtered to her dazed mind just before she plunged her four inch long tongue between For'mya’s gasping lips in a soul robbing kiss of love. 

For'mya screamed against Anja’s kiss and didn’t see Bella open her mouth, extend her vampiric fangs and plunge them into Martin’s thick neck. She felt a moment of delicious pain as Cirith sent her own fangs into her flesh just above her rigid nipple and then the entire world exploded into a kaleidoscope of beauty and pleasure. She felt Martin tense beneath her and then erupt within her depths like an exploding volcano. As the heat of his essence filled her, For'mya exploded seconds later in the most crushing orgasm of her entire life. Her whole body vibrated as Anja deepened their kiss and Aricia began nibbling on the outer ridge of her elven ear. As Cirith fed on her blood while Dysea suckled her other breast like an infant. While Martin’s hands gripped her hips almost painfully and Isabella’s eyes nearly rolled into her head as she fed on Martin’s blood. Orgasmic blood that caused Bella to shudder in her own orgasm. 

There was no reason to fight it and For'mya knew this. She surrendered all she was to her beautiful mate and fellow Queens. This is what she had wanted for so long and as the tidal waves of passion and lust and desire and pleasure rocketed through her, For'mya let go and embraced it all.

It would be several minutes before any of them finally came down from their orgasmic high to do anything coherently. For'mya collapsed upon Martin’s chest, his still throbbing cock so deep within her and still leaking his essence. Her eyelids were heavy as she saw Anja beside her and then Aricia moving close against Anja’s back. Within moments it was hard to tell where one of them started and the others ended so entangled were their limbs. For'mya lifted her head slowly until she was looking into the yellow/gold orbs she adored. His hands came up and took her beautiful elven face in their grasp and he kissed her ever so softly.

Now. Now you are truly mine For'mya Leonidas. His mind whispered to her. All of you are truly mine. For eternity.

His words caused her strength to surge and a smile split her face as she stroked his bearded cheek. Her black ringed wolf eyes smiled at him as the tips of her smaller dual wolf fangs extended just under her upper lip. I do not think we are done my handsome mate. She spoke in a sultry and desire filled voice.


Martin grinned as well now, exposing the fearsome dual set of incisor fangs only found in the Leonidas bloodline. No… I don’t think we are. He spoke.


With a groan of disappointment, but knowing what pleasures were still to come, For'mya lifted herself from Martin’s still exceptionally hard cock. Using her inbred elven and wolf speed For'mya turned her head and rolled off Martin’s body to capture Cirith within her embrace. Cirith’s cry of surprise was lost against For'mya’s lips as Martin rolled over just as quickly, pulling both Anja and Aricia with him onto the floor. Soon there were more cries of unmatched pleasure filling the interior of the room. Cries of pleasure from seven different voices that would continue for a dozen more hours before ceasing.

BETA QUADRANT

AUSTROVA

CALIRIA’S APARTMENT


Caliria rose from her bed, wrapping the sheets around her body as the sun filtered into her bedroom from the large bay window and balcony. There had been a point ever so recently that Caliria never thought she would see her apartment here again. It was larger than most of the apartments in the building she knew, an advantage no doubt because of her name. She was one floor down from the roof of the two hundred and ten story apartment building just on the outskirts of the campus of Mydala University. In the distance from her window she could see the Board of Regents center stretching across the river that cut the capital city in half. She had been here infrequently in the weeks leading up to her kidnapping but upon returning with Paga the night before the comfort she got from being here came back quickly. The apartment was completely her, and reflected her tastes and personality, from the exotic wall art to her choice of furniture. Her bed was huge, with a canopied top and thick pillars on all four corners. The floor length curtains were a rich violet color and there were plants everywhere. Caliria was thrilled that all of them had survived and her first chore was to through her entire apartment and water and refresh each plant while Paga scoured the apartment for security purposes.


Paga had been a constant shadow for her and while at first she thought she would take offense at this, she found the Lycavorian female to be genuinely honest and warm and friendly. She had begun to open up to Paga slowly over the last two days staying at Arduri’s apartment as they had. She had dropped her personal bags in the smaller guest room that Caliria had used for an office and proceeded to sweep the entire apartment for any listening devices.


Sleeping in her own bed had felt so very good… but Caliria could not deny there was a loneliness within her as she clutched her pillows to her chest the night before. As she stood in the balcony doorway looking out over the city, the smell of food came to her. She knew it had to be Paga, and tossing her wild black hair over her shoulder she crossed her room and moved into the main area of the apartment. The kitchen was off to the left and she saw Paga standing in the center of the kitchen sipping a glass of berry juice while watching the food that sizzled on the standard cooking stove. Paga wore just a simple t-shirt that stretched past her tight ass and down to her thighs, her short brown hair hanging free around her shoulders. Her eyes cut to Caliria as she exited her bedroom and she lowered the glass.


“I hope… I hope you don’t mind.” She spoke quickly.


Caliria smiled as she moved to the counter that separated the kitchen and main area. She perched her bottom on one chair easily. “No.” She spoke quickly. “I did not think there was anything in there. I rarely ate here. I usually ate on campus or within the Food Court off campus grounds.”


Paga smiled. “I managed to whip some things together.” She said. “It’s a beautiful apartment Caliria.” She said.


Caliria nodded. “One of the few indulgences I allowed myself to obtain because of my name.” She said. “It was the last one like it available.”


Paga lowered her glass to the counter and looked at her. “Listen… I think I have an idea of hard this is for you. I can find other accommodations nearby I’m sure. I don’t… I don’t want you to think I am spying for the Prince or Princesses. I’m not. They forbid me to. They wanted me to be someone who could answer questions you might have and someone that would look out for you. The danger to you is not entirely gone… if it ever went away Caliria. Especially now that you have come back.”


Caliria nodded her head. “I know.” She said softly. “And I don’t think of you as a spy Paga.” Caliria looked at her for a long moment and realized that since speaking with her father on the ship it had become easier to express what she felt. At least in some manner. “I’m very confused.” She said finally. “I don’t know what I feel. I have questions that need answers and I don’t know who to turn for them.”


“What questions?” Paga asked her.


“Everything… everything I have been raised to believe is… it’s like it is turning out to be a lie.” Caliria spoke.


“Is it turning out to be a lie, or is it because your perceptions of everything you believed are changing?” Paga asked.


“What do you mean?” Caliria asked.


Paga leaned against the counter. “You have seen things that very few of your people have seen. You have experienced things that few of your people have. You are not a stupid woman Caliria… you could not be and done what you have.”


“I’ve done nothing.” Caliria said.


“Haven’t you?” Paga asked her. “I heard Eliani talking to her mother Queen Anja before we left Sparta; about the counteragent you developed.” She said. “The Queen believed that given another two weeks time you would have figured out the last pieces of the puzzle without any help. That is why she was able to fashion the counteragent so quickly. You had already done the majority of the work on it. Doing that… discovering that… it tells me you are driven and independent and confident. Despite your people looking down on you because of the color of your hair. Which is incredibly short sighted on their part in my humble opinion.”


“Then why… why am I so confused about everything? About my family, my feelings about your people, my feelings about… about Androcles.” Caliria asked her.


“Are you truly confused… or are you frightened?” Paga asked.


“Frightened?” Caliria asked.


Paga nodded. “Frightened to let your true self come through after what happen to you.” She said. “Caliria… you were kidnapped. Taken from everything you know. You were drugged and forced to submit to men who only wanted to use you.”

Caliria shook her head. “My people have a much less reverent look at our sexuality. What happened to me does not bother me as much as you think.”

“Doesn’t it?” Paga asked her gently. “Then you were rescued and suddenly you have Androcles and the others telling you that you belong with them. That you have always belonged with them and they have seen this in their minds and their dreams. Mindvoice is a funny thing to those of us who are Tier Six users and even stranger to those like Androcles and his father who cannot even be measured. We see things. We feel things. Sometimes we don’t understand them right away… but eventually it all makes sense.”

“I’m not like you and them though.” Caliria said.

“Yes… you are.” Paga answered. “You may not realize it yet, but if you sensed Andro when he was talking to you within Mindvoice over such a great distance then you are more like us than you think. And that frightens you. Especially considering all you have been raised to believe about my people. Lycavorians. It terrifies you. I see it in your eyes Caliria… what they made you feel… what he made you feel. It goes against everything you were ever taught doesn’t it?”

“Being with them… with him… it was the most divine experience of my life.” Caliria told her softly. “I saw him… I saw him kill with the same hands he stroked my body with. I quivered in bliss when he was inside me… I…”

Paga nodded. “And all these things come into direct conflict with how your mind tells you it should be.” She said. “How you have been raised and schooled to believe. Do you think you could feel what he made you feel with another?”

Caliria looked at her. “I don’t know.” She answered. “Why not?”

Paga shrugged her shoulders. “Why not indeed?” She asked. “Perhaps you could. But would it be the same? Caliria… did you lay with Androcles and Sadi and the others because you wanted too, or because you felt obligated for some reason?”

“Obligated?” Caliria asked. “No!”

“Then you laid with them because deep down you were looking beyond what you have been taught to believe and seeing things how they truly were for the first time? And what you were seeing is that you did belong to them… just as they told you and that frightened you terribly.” Paga said.
“Why would that frighten me?” Caliria asked.

“Because for all of your life you have done things on your own. Alone. Perhaps seeing what you might have with them terrified you because it showed you that you would never be alone. That you don’t have to be alone.” Paga said. “And that shook you right down to your toes.”

“Then how… how do I fix this?” Caliria asked. “How do I get past the part he is so much younger than me? How do I get past the part that he can kill without blinking. Without remorse or regret? That is part of your people’s history. His history. And how do I get past the part that I would have to share him with four other women that I hardly know?”

Paga leaned over the counter slowly. “You don’t believe that and I know  you don’t. You have seen inside his mind Caliria. He holds the memories and experiences of his father and of his grandfather. In many respects he is far older than you.”

Caliria lowered her head. “I know.” She said softly.

“ Do you think that Androcles Leonidas is simply a killer?” Paga asked gently. “Is that what you consider him? A killer? Do you consider me a killer?”

“I don’t know.” Caliria said softly.

Paga drained her juice. “During the Evolli War I was assigned to a Scout Unit.” She told her. “A Scout Sniper Unit. This was before I became a member of the Durcunusaan. I was the sniper. One hundred and fifty-nine kills. Nine of them senior Evolli Generals. I remember each and every one of them. Do I regret them? No. We were at war and the Evolli were trying to kill my friends and my people. Do I feel remorse? Of course I do. But that will not keep me from defending what I know and feel to be right.” Paga said. “If you question whether he feels regret and remorse, I suggest you ask him Caliria. He considers you his wife and mate. He would never lie to you.”

“All men lie.” Caliria said.

Paga shook her head. “No Lycavorian would lie to one who he considers his wife and mate. It is not the nature of the men among our people to do such a thing. To them it is a breach of the honor they feel for having their wives and mates. Especially those males who were born and raised in Sparta as Androcles was.”

“Paga I…”

“You want to know him Caliria?” Paga asked. “Go to Denali. Ask Denali to tell you of Alba Tau. If you truly want to learn what drives Androcles… what type of man he is… and how he can love you as he does… ask Denali about Alba Tau.”

Caliria shook her head. “What is that?” She asked.

“A time.” Paga answered. “A place. A forging ground and a nightmare. It will not give you all the answers you seek, but it will put quite a bit in perspective. The rest… the rest is a conflict that you must resolve yourself. It is a conflict inside you and no one can help you with that.”

Caliria stared at her for a long moment. “Thank you Paga.” She said finally.

Paga nodded and smiled. “Your father is expecting us at 1000 hours in his office. He seems very eager to discover what is going on. I also saw that you have several messages  on your COM unit. I think you are more popular than you think.”

Caliria chuckled and shook her head. “I doubt that.” She said. 

“Shall I make additional for you?” She asked pointing to the pan of enticingly ripe and sweet strips of meat.

Caliria nodded her head as she got up. “Yes. I find myself famished all of a sudden.” She said. “I will go and check these messages.”

Caliria moved across the main room to the far wall where her COM panel was and sat in the comfortable high backed chair. She keyed in her ID and looked at the screen as the list of seven messages came up with different subjects. Five of the seven were from different staff members at the university welcoming her back. One was from Yssyla requesting they get together as soon as possible and the seventh didn’t have a subject. Intrigued, Caliria tapped that one and watched as it opened to reveal the handsome face she knew well. Her green eyes grew wide and she felt her heart slam into her chest as she saw that face. The last face she had seen before she had been taken.

Franklin Adams.

The Eridiani man she had been dating before she was taken.

Caliria typed on the console quickly and then his voice filtered to her softly.

“Caliria… if you get this please don’t hang up!” He hurried. “I know what you must think… but it wasn’t me! I swear to you! Why would I try to hurt you? I love you. I still love you. Please Caliria … meet with me. Let me tell you in person that I love you. And that you are in danger.”
EARTH
CRANAE ISLAND

Resumar groaned as Andro gave him a rib cracking embrace, but he gladly returned it as the happiness to be home was just beginning to hit him.


Andro looked around the guest bedroom turned office. “Where is Athani?” He asked.


Resumar chuckled. “Sadi and the others grabbed her before we got halfway in the door.” He answered. “Andro… where is Dorian?”


Andro smiled and began to guide him out of the office. “He’s on the patio with Ryner and Elynth.”


“We saw it all Fervon.” Resumar spoke as they walked. “It was… it was masterful.”


Andro nodded. “I spoke with Manda about two hours ago. She’ll be back within Union space shortly. Between what you and she were able to accomplish, and what we will do soon, it will buy us the time we need.”


“Mother is back with father then?” Resumar asked. “Eirene and Fedor too?”


Andro nodded. “Yes. I’ll fill you in on what he has planned later but…” Andro stopped when he saw Athani speaking with Sadi and holding her hands. Her blue/green eyes fell on him and she moved quickly to him.


Androcles embraced her tightly, feeling her tail twitch ever so slightly as it wrapped around his waist. “It is good to have you back home.” He said pushing her to arms length and kissing her cheek affectionately. “Very good.”


Athani’s face beamed as she held his arms. “Home.” Athani said. “It is so very good to be home.”


“Pian? Jalersi?”


Athani nodded quickly. “Pian and Jalersi remained on the RAGE OF ACHILLES to monitor the extraction. Isra convinced them it could ruin they plan if either of them were spotted. They will return in a few more hours.” Athani squeezed his arms tighter. “They will want to return Andro. Mican as well.”


Andro nodded. “I know. There is a bunch of stuff we need to…”


“Andro… I don’t understand how you…” Dorian’s voice interrupted them as he walked into the villa holding the data pad. He stopped when he saw his brother Resumar and the others. Dorian had become comfortable around everyone in the family so far, Resumar being the only one he had not met. He glanced back and forth between Andro and him nervously, but it was Resumar who chased away any nervousness.


Resumar stepped right up to him and crushed him in an embrace that had Dorian beaming as he returned it. Resumar leaned back and grasped his face tightly, looking into his one dark brown eye and his one cobalt blue eye. It appeared the odd matching of his eye color was going to remain for a time. At least until the remains of the accelerated growth serum had been fully purged from his body.


Resumar was smiling as he held Dorian’s head. “Welcome brother.” He said. “It is so very good to finally meet you.”


Dorian smiled but was really caught off guard for lack of words. He watched as Athani stepped up to him and took his hands while Resumar watched. She had a single tear rolling down her cheek as she squeezed his hands and leaned up to kiss his cheek.


“We… we saw what you did.” She stammered. “I don’t… you have cut the last tie to my old life Dorian Leonidas. I will… I will always be in your debt for that.”


“We don’t have debts in this family.” Dorian said with a smile. “You are my brother’s wife and mate. You owe me nothing.”


Andro stood beside Sadi and Ne'Veha with a smile. Resumar laughed and grabbed his brother’s shoulder. “Hah! How did you get so humble?” He demanded. “You didn’t learn that from him.” He chortled tossing a thumb pointing at Andro. Dorian laughed now as well as Resumar teased him and stepped close to put his arm over his brother’s shoulder. “You know… I got some really good…”


“Save it Res!” Andro exclaimed. “We all know about your special tricks. None of them work. All they did was get us in trouble as we grew up.”


“Hey… I tried!” Resumar declared. “Where’s Eli? Zarah?”


Andro moved closer. “I sent Carina back to Apo Prime for an accelerated Tactics Class. Zarah and Lucia are working with Thr'won at the moment. Knowing Eli, she’s probably still in bed with Jomann.”


Resumar’s eyes narrowed. “Jomann? Who’s Jomann? What happened to Malic?”


“You’ve been gone a long time fervon.” Andro said.


“Joa sibfla! I guess so!”


“Let’s get you two fed.” Sadi spoke moving forward to take Athani’s hands. “Everyone will be here in a few hours for a meeting.”


Andro turned when the Durcunusaan officer signaled him and he squeezed his brother’s arm. “I’ll join you shortly.” He said.


Resumar nodded as Sadi, Ne'Veha and Carisia began to pull them towards the kitchen area and Lu'ria snatched Dorian’s hand. Andro watched as the officer crossed through the main area of the villa and stopped.


“Milord… the Prime Minister and Val'istar Shiria are waiting in your office.” He said.

Andro looked at him. “Why?”


“The Prime Minister said it was important.” The officer spoke.


Andro nodded. “Very well.” He said with a sigh. “Tell KertaGai I will join them when I am done.”


The officer nodded and turned to move to the kitchen while Andro watched. He wondered if this happened to his father often. There was always something that needed his attention. Andro shook his head again.


“Being in charge really sucks.” He muttered under his breath as he headed for his makeshift office.


“What is this?” Androcles asked as he looked at the pad Deia had given him.


Deia and Shiria sat on the couch across from the large desk he walked around. The bay window offered a spectacular view of the Laconia Gulf and it’s blue green waters which always seemed to put him at ease.


“Shiria and I have been working on this for two days.” Deia said. “It is a preliminary plan which we will finalize and implement by the end of the week. We’ll need access to SPARTA'S WRATH and either Avi or the new Avatar 341. And one of the long range transports that she carries.”


“We? What plan?” Andro asked as he moved to his chair and sat down. “What is this all about Tenna?”


“It’s about the future Androcles.” Shiria spoke now.


“Why do the hairs on the back of my neck stand up when you say that Val'istar?” He asked.


“No doubt Wayonn is filling your father in, if he hasn’t already.” Shiria said. “You know what I’m talking about… I know your father has shared it with you and only you. I can see it in your face and sometimes in your actions. What he has felt. What Wayonn and I have felt.”


Andro leaned forward in the chair now. “I’m listening.” He said.


“Androcles… there is another reason Sumar did what he did.” Shiria spoke. “Integrating those Pralors who survived the crash of his ship with the Lycavorian people.”


“So the Pralor people would continue on in us.” Andro said. “I know Wayonn returned to Pralor space trying to determine why they could not make contact. He took twenty thousand people with him. He returned because the Scourge had already decimated three quarters of the Pralor Empire. When he returned the Coven had already conquered our planet. That is why he settled in the Beta Quadrant.”


Shiria and Deia both looked stunned at what Andro had just told them. “How… how do you know that?” Shiria gasped.


“My father had already begun deciphering several flashes of memory that belonged to my grandfather Sumar with Avi’s help.” Andro spoke. “When Wayonn arrived the flashes became more frequent and easier to decipher. There is very little my father keeps from me Val'istar.”


“What has he told you?” Shiria asked softly.


“That the Scourge as the Pralors called them were the ones that wiped out your empire.” Andro said. “It took thousands of years because you did not go down easily, but they succeeded in doing this.”


Shiria nodded her head solemnly. “I was the last to escape. The remaining Elder Pralors chose me to take VORTEX CRUISER 341 and escape. The Scourge were on the edge of our home system then. The last three planets we had. I escaped just days before their attack began with 341, the ship and every bit of information and history they could cram into the ship’s data cores. I tried to maintain contact after I left and I was successful for several weeks, then everything went silent and I knew they were lost.”


“You are the one who left the technology here on Earth.” Andro said. “You were the one who helped Arzoal when she needed it.”


Shiria nodded. “Wayonn discovered me some thousand years after I arrived in the Alpha Quadrant. He actually saved me from a Coven tracking team that was hunting me. After that I went into hiding among the Kavalian people.”


“And if Wayonn felt you… no doubt Xaxon did as well.” Andro spoke.

Shiria nodded. “That is what Wayonn believes and it’s also why the High Coven has fought two wars before this one with the Kavalians. They were looking for me.”


“Why?” Andro asked.


“Androcles… there were two wars with the Scourge.” Shiria said. “The first one is the reason Xaxon was punished in the manner he was. I will go into the details for you later, but what you need to know now, is that we beat them the first time because of a small group of Pralors who had a special gene within their bodies. A gene that allowed them to physically manifest their Etheric abilities as weapons. Just as you and your father and now Denali have done. They were the ones who stopped the Scourge the first time. They did stop them, but the war decimated the ranks of these people in the process. The crew on Sumar’s ship, among them were several hundred men and women who had this gene. It took Sumar decades to discover all of them, and then get them assigned to his ship.”


“Grandfather Sumar was one of these people I take it.” Andro asked. “With these special abilities?”


Shiria nodded. “Yes. He was… he was the first to be honest. He and Xaxon. The first and the most powerful. The closest term to describe them as I have told Deia is Paladins.”


Andro looked at her. “Holy Warriors? From Earth’s ancient past?”


Shiria nodded. Yes.”


“Val'istar… all of our people can Mindvoice.” Andro said.


Shiria nodded. “Yes you can. As can all vampires. There are several other known species with the galaxy that can as well, but the Lycavorians are the most numerous. Being able to Mindvoice however does not grant these special talents. It is why they will not become active in your brothers and sisters who are not pure like you and Denali. Like your father and mother. They will be extremely capable; don’t get me wrong, especially if they are schooled properly. Even stronger than they are now. But none of them will be able to do what you can. What your father and Denali can now do. I felt the spike in Etheric resonance when you attacked that place to rescue your Vanari mate. I felt the spike when your father rescued your mother. Sumar chose the men and women of his crew for a reason Androcles. He was going to take them and begin their training. He thought we had more time before the Scourge struck again. He was wrong. We did not expect to be betrayed either.”


“Betrayed?” Andro asked. “By Xaxon?”


Shiria shook her head. “There is one thing very few people know. It is the reason why Xaxon wanted to capture me. I have told Deia some of it… but not all.” She looked at him. “Now you need to know all of it.”


“I get the feeling that you are about to drop a very large fusion bomb on my head.” Andro said.


“My people… Pralors. We are seeders of life Androcles. Nothing pleased us more than seeing life we transplanted to dead worlds take hold and begin to grow and thrive. In order to do this we took life from other worlds.”


“And?” Andro asked.


“The vast majority of our people were scientists. Geneticists. Mathematicians. We altered genetics and bio-mechanics among other things to allow for species to live on worlds that they were not from originally.” Shiria said. “The Rothryn people that Denali has recently come in contact with… they are… they were a small part of our work. Life on their planet was not conducive to a four legged animal. We took samples from Lycavore and transplanted them, removing their ability to shift into wolf form.”


“So you played god.” Andro spoke though his words were not harsh or angry as Shiria expected them to be.


“Our intentions were never evil or corrupt Androcles.” Shiria said.


Andro nodded. “And that is the only reason I am still sitting here.” He spoke. “Forget the Rothryn for a moment. I’ll deal with that when the time comes. What about these people among grandfather’s crew?”

Shiria looked at him. “Obviously when Sumar chose them he was going to train them to replace what we had lost. I don’t know how far he got before the ship crashed on Lycavore. They had only been gone four years when that happened. The Elder Pralors knew what he was doing and that is why they sent Arzoal’s scout ship among several others looking for them. When Sumar’s crew began to infuse themselves within the Lycavorian people, this gene would have been passed down to their descendants. Even through many generations it would loss none of it potency. It is extremely rare… only one out of every trillion Pralors had it.”

“So you are saying this gene is out there now. Among the Lycavorian people?” Andro asked.


Shiria nodded. “Any descendant from the original group who merged with your people on Lycavore has the potential to carry this gene. Your father, you, now Denali, it is beginning to manifest itself now. Now that your use of this advanced Etheric power has begun, it will stir the resonance across the board. Others with this gene will feel it and begin to manifest powers as well.” She looked at him calmly. “Anyone who can Mindvoice has certain latent abilities to use telekinesis or minor abilities. Those bonded to dragons increases this ability far in excess of normal users. This gene however, once activated, it allows you to form true physical manifestations of Etheric power Androcles. The diamonds you throw from your hands, the physic knives you use? These are only the beginning as you have already discovered. As your father has discovered.”


Andro got to his feet and moved to the window staring out across the water. “He found Tomes on CS41. Avi helped him to decipher and understand them.” He said softly. “When he felt Elynth and I were ready he allowed me to use them as well.”


“These must be the tools that Sumar was going to use to train those he chose.” She said. “Where are they now?”


Andro turned back to face her. “They are hidden on a planet my father chose to take me to train.” He replied. “He had an entire facility built. I didn’t know why then.”


Shiria nodded. “Because he determined what the Tomes were for. He must have. Your father… he is… he is deciphering Sumar’s memories faster than I thought he would. He doesn’t act as I would have expected him to act knowing these things.” She looked at Deia. “It has to be the Spartan within him. The way of life his father led and that he has returned too. Plan. Evade. Destroy.”

Deia nodded. “With Andro being the exception, I believe there are many things even his wives and mates don’t know.”


Shiria looked at Andro. “Is this true?” She asked.


Andro turned to look at her. “In some respects yes.” He answered. “He figured out some of it on his own from the Tomes I’m sure. He’s not as stupid as people make him seem.”


Shiria shook her head. “No… he is far more intelligent and deadly than most see from his outward actions. I knew that immediately after meeting your brother.”


Andro moved back to his desk. “Why?” He asked. “My father has felt them clearly on three different occasions. I have sensed them fleetingly and never clearly. Why are they coming here?”


Shiria met his eyes. “Their only purpose is to eradicate anything or anyone with Pralor blood.”


“Why?” Andro asked more forcefully. “There has to be a reason!”


Shiria took a deep breath. “There is.” She said.


“Then share it with me now.” Andro said. “I have initiated a war with the Kavalian people because of what they have done to my family and my people. Now tell me why I must commit resources to this and take them away from the war we fight now.”


“This war with the Kavalians?” Shiria said softly. “It is nothing. A footnote in history that will fade from memory very quickly. What you have done with the High Coven however, that will resonate for much longer.”


“This war with the Kavalians has already led me to kill millions! It is not a footnote! Not to me! Now tell me why Val'istar?” Andro snapped. “No more riddles and words meant to make me think! Tell me why!”


Shiria looked at him. “The Scourge are an insectoid like race. They were common to a system on the edge of Pralor space that was void of any real life other than bacteria when we first discovered it. Xaxon and his crew discovered the planets first. He disregarded all protocols we had established for First Contact and went to the surface of their main planet. He tried to make contact without really knowing what he was doing and the Scourge massacred his First Contact team because they had stumbled into an egg cache. To get revenge Xaxon began the first war by wiping out nearly a billion of their eggs in an orbital bombardment. The fool didn’t know that the Scourge had space faring vessels until they attacked.”

“That explains why he got the treatment he did.” Andro spoke. “Why do the Scourge hate anything having to do with the Pralors?”


“Xaxon wasn’t punished for that.” Shiria spoke. “He was punished for using our genetic technology to perform brutal experiments on a several dozen Scourge that he had captured some years later. These experiments included Pralor subjects that had no idea what he planned.”


“Oh… I don’t like where this is going.” Deia said softly.


“He fused the minds of three dozen Pralor subjects into the bodies of Scourge warriors.” Shiria spoke. “The process was supposed to help them to understand the Scourge and perhaps find a way to defeat them quickly. The only problem was he did not tell Pralor subjects the process was irreversible. It drove them mad. Insane. When they escaped containment is when we found out what he had done. Don’t you see? He discovered that the Scourge are sensitive to Etheric power. Specifically the power this gene could generate. It took five hundred years, but we used that knowledge to train Sumar and the others. They defeated the Scourge but at the cost of nearly their entire contingent of Paladins. The problem was not that we had won, it was the fact that these experiments were able to make their way back to Scourge space and rejoin with the colonies there. Their minds were intact Androcles. Filled with horrible hate and rage at what had been done to them. Hate and rage towards Xaxon and anything Pralor. They spent the next several millennia turning the Scourge into something they were not. They swore to purge the galaxy of anything Pralor. Any kind of technology, any living being with Pralor blood. They swore the most terrible kind of vengeance. Genocide.”


Andro returned to his chair and sat down slowly. “And when father fired up CS41’s engines twenty-seven years ago?”


Shiria nodded. “They undoubtedly detected it. Wayonn and I can feel them because they were once Pralors. Like whispers in our dreams. We knew they were coming… but after what you did by bringing the High Coven together they just stopped.”


“Why?” Andro asked.


“I don’t know.” Shiria spoke. “What matters is this. There is no reasoning with them. There is no talking to them. They have stopped now… but they will come. We created them Androcles. My people created the beings that destroyed us. And now… now we are threatened once more because of the nature of evolution and the Lycavorians having Pralor blood within them.”

“And if we do nothing…” Andro began.


Shiria nodded. “Then this war with the Kavalians, all your father has done, all your people have done? None of it will matter. When the Scourge arrived they will come here intending to kill everyone and everything with even an iota of Pralor blood. When they are finished, as they left our species, they will leave nothing of Lycavorians. Barely anything to show you existed at all.”


Andro was silent for a long moment and then he looked at Deia. The decision was simple for him. 


“Tenna… you will have what you need. All of it.” He told her.

