CHAPTER FOUR
AUSTROVA

HOME OF COREN RE MYDALA

CAPITAL CITY OF MYDALA

SOUTHERN BANKS OF KONABI RIVER

FEBRUARY 4TH, 0745, EST

Coren Re Mydala stood before the huge glass window that overlooked the Konabi River and the huge patio built above the river connecting to his home. His home was ten kilometers outside of the capital city on twenty square kilometers of his family’s land. It was the same home he had been born and raised in. The same home that his children had been born in and now it was the same home they had returned to as adults. Something that, not so long ago, Coren had feared he would never see. 


Coren stared at the many river darts that scooted along the surface of the watercourse as Vanari enjoyed themselves or began their long treks beside the river banks on their way to work in the city. The river was nearly a kilometer wide here, and in the distance along the winding banks he could see several other homes of the wealthy Vanari who lived in them. Wealth and power. Two things that had almost torn his life asunder Coren knew. Two things that had nearly taken from him all that he had ever cared for. He turned from the window and looked at Arduri, Caliria and Nirilo sitting among the many comfortable couches and chairs speaking animatedly with each other. The stunning Lycavorian female sat beside Nirilo, her slim hand on his thigh. All of the years that had passed him by and only in these last six weeks had he truly learned who his children were inside. Coren turned back to window and thought of Devra. He had loved her once, and she had loved him. His lust for more had pushed her away and eventually led to their break. He was happy for her now, very happy. She had found someone who treated her as she should be treated. As she deserved to be treated. He didn’t love her anymore… if he ever truly did to be honest with his emotions… but his respect and admiration for her had pushed all of his darker feelings away. Devra had done what he should have done many years ago.


Coren Re Mydala had seen things in the past six weeks that had called into question all that he had ever believed. Call into question his false beliefs and then shattered them upon a mountain of legitimacy and reality. Everything he had ever believed had been dashed apart to be filled with truth and knowledge. The old Coren Re Mydala would have dismissed this, but the new Coren Re Mydala had had his eyes opened to the truth and he had embraced it wholly. He turned back to look at his children once more. Naesta was not among them, electing to remain with those she had discovered and now loved, but he had spoken to her just last week as he had several times since returning. She was happier than he had ever seen her, and Coren knew it was because of what she had found. The Spartan Joci was a terrifying visage to say the least with his ebony skin and dreadlock hair, but his devotion to his daughter was just as intense as his devotion to his first mate Ceuma as well. He looked forward to meeting them in person for their love for his daughter and Naesta’s for them was something that no one could deny. 


Arduri was no different. Her skin reflected her happiness in what she had discovered for it was more blue than he had ever seen it and everyone knew the bluer a Vanari’s skin got only showed the happiness flowing within them. Denali Leonidas treated her as a precious gem, no different than how he treated Lisisa. Watching Arduri and Lisisa together with him could be inspiring and also very humorous. Finally meeting the Lycavorian female that had so entrapped his son’s heart was a blessed moment. Jodae was a vision with reddish/blond hair and dazzling green eyes. The love she had for Nirilo was very real and on display the moment he met her. He did not think it was possible for a Lycavorian female to be attracted to a Vanari, something Jodae proved wrong within moments of meeting her. Amazingly she and Coren had hit it off within moments and ten minutes after meeting her, Jodae had Coren convinced beyond any doubt that her love for Nirilo was genuine and complete. 


And finally… there was Caliria.


As his eyes fell upon her Coren felt a momentary pang of intense guilt sweep through him. He dismissed it just as quickly for Caliria had forgiven him completely for all the years he had denied her and she demanded he did not speak of it again. It was a strength that his oldest daughter possessed that Coren did not think he was capable of.

“This is a future of our making now papa.” She had told him. “And this future has no desire for the sins of our past to reside within it.”   

Caliria was right of course and Coren Re Mydala had wrapped his arms around that just as wholeheartedly as she now had. Caliria had changed so much in the last weeks and Coren knew it was due in large part to her constant companion and now very close friend Paga. The female Lycavorian Durcunusaan officer had been just the anchor Caliria had needed to climb from her abyss of humiliation, questions, shame and regret. Even as she had helped them to plan, Caliria had immersed herself in the data library onboard the ARCHDEMON, learning all there was to learn about the Lycavorian people and especially the young man who had so captured her essence. She had been training every day with Paga, her body becoming lean and muscular and her mind no longer fearing anything. Her reborn confidence bubbled forth every waking moment. She had taken to wearing the coral red pendant that shimmered in the sunlight, the jewel resting on the simple silver chain and dangling between her full breasts in view of everyone. He did not know what symbol the pendant represented and he had been meaning to ask Denali. It was a question he would pose to him this morning as his eyes caught Denali’s large form move from the kitchen area of his home sharing a joke with one of Coren’s trusted employees. 
Denali had spent considerable time with Caliria these past weeks and Coren knew that she was learning when she was with him. Learning of history and culture and about so many other things, including the man she desperately wanted to feel wrap his arms around her. Coren also knew Denali was helping her to refine and control her new Mindvoice abilities for he had seen her do many things that no Vanari could do. If there was ever a Vanari that was moving into the future with no doubts, a Vanari that could be called a Lycavorian in her heart, it was his daughter. She loved Androcles Leonidas and the others with every breath she took. What had happened between her and the Eridiani Franklin just after returning to Austrova had been a colossal mistake. It was also mostly Coren’s mistake, for his actions had been the main contributing factor to Caliria’s confusion and pain when she had returned to her homeworld. She had been clinging to the ideals he had espoused for so long that it had fought an intense battle within her about how she should feel. Whatever Paga had told her or shown to her, Caliria was very different. She was a Princess now… a Princess of the Lycavorian Union… and the times he had gone to the ship with her he saw this reflected in the actions of the men and women on that ship towards her.


Coren sipped his juice once more as Denali came up to him by the window. Denali Leonidas was unlike any Lycavorian he had ever met. Coren could sense there was a darkness within this young man, much like the one within his brother Androcles, yet they controlled it and embraced it as part of who they were. Denali Leonidas was humorous and playful, but Coren knew that he was also extremely intelligent and he had already witnessed what Denali could do if he was angry and was pressed too hard. Like his brother he wielded a power that Coren did not really understand, and while he was no where near as strong as his brother with this power, Coren doubted even the vaunted Vanari Cadre Commandos could stand against this young man for very long.


“This reminds me of the Evrotas River that runs through Sparta.” Denali spoke sipping his mug of coffee. “Peaceful and contemplative.”


Coren turned fully and looked out over the river once more nodding his head. “There have been many mornings when I have stood here and just absorbed the beauty of it.” He said. He looked at Deni. “Dyack was picked up ten minutes ago by Dutkne and his detail. They were able to escape notice. He will arrive shortly.”


Denali nodded. “It will be interesting to see what the Eridiani told him.” He said.


Coren took a deep breath. “Denali I must…”


Deni turned and looked at him. “No.” He stated simply. “Caliria told me you might try to apologize but I’m sure she already told you what I would say.”


Coren glanced back to Caliria and then returned his eyes to Denali. “Yes she did.”


Deni nodded his head. “Then listen to her sir. She is Andro’s wife and mate now, a Princess of the Lycavorian Union, but that does not make her any less your daughter. And that makes her happier than you know, especially now. Your strength is now hers, and Arduri’s. My people do not believe in dwelling in the past Coren Re Mydala. Your eyes have been opened and your actions since discovering what you have are all the apology we will ever need. Let the past stay where it is intended. In the past.”


“Will your brother see it that way?” Coren asked him. “He… he still frightens me in many ways.”


Denali chuckled softly. “Hell… you aren’t alone there… he frightens everyone.” He said. “When you meet our father you will see where he gets it from.”


“These last weeks have been enlightening to say the least.” Coren spoke looking out the window. “I can’t believe I actually believed what that gypsy woman told me so many years ago. That I let all this happen because of what she said. I… I almost lost my children.”


Denali looked at him contemplatively. “Maybe you just misinterpreted what she said sir.” He spoke.


Coren looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“Perhaps when she said you would lose all that you cared for she really meant that you would awake to see that all you cared about before no longer mattered.” Denali told him. “The power and the wealth and the influence. Perhaps she meant that you would eventually see things differently when compared to what truly mattered to you. The love of family, of friends, that everything else would pale in comparison to that.”

Coren stared at him for a long moment. “I must admit I never thought of it in that context Denali.” He said finally. Coren smiled at him as his spirits were boosted even more. “Not until this very moment. You are right!”

Denali smiled. “Glad to see I am. Lisisa says I’m never right.”


Coren looked at him with wide eyes. “Well… you are this time young man.” He stated. “There really is nothing you would not do for her. And for my daughter. Is there?”


Denali glanced back and let his dark eyes fall on Arduri and her petite form. Like Lisisa, her body was a power packed temple as far as he was concerned. When they were together he found his stamina increased and he could not get enough of either of them. Her white blond hair was shiny and long and her scent filled his mind and aura just as much as Lisisa’s. He turned back to Coren. “I would not be who I am without them.” He answered softly. “I fought what I felt for her at first you know; Lisisa didn’t but I did. I finally realized she was meant for me… for Lisisa and I… and we for her. By a power much higher than us. When I finally recognized that, I embraced it. There are not many times when my people can resist what our blood calls for us to do sir. It’s just not part of who we are.”


“Will Androcles forgive her?” Coren asked softly.


Denali looked back at Caliria and then turned his eyes back to Coren. “My brother may be many things sir, but he is no fool. Caliria is just as much a part of him as Sadi or Ne'Veha or Carisia or Lu'ria. He made a mistake letting her return here.” Deni held up his hand when Coren was about to reply. 
“Mistake?” Coren gasped. “He…”

“Wait… before you comment let me explain something. Andro is… he is closest to his instincts Coren… more so than any of us. A large part of the reason for that I believe is because our mother carried him for several months in her womb and he was fully aware of all around him. He had bonded with Elynth and he could see with her eyes. He could see how our father acted with our mothers. The instinctive emotion and sense of purpose. My father did not follow his instincts once and he almost lost our mother. Andro may try to make others believe he is not like our father, but they are so much alike it is scary to see them together sometimes. He made the same mistake as our father.”

“I don’t think I understand.” Coren said.


Denali met his eyes. “Andro let her go because of you.” He said. “He thought it might be a way to show you that we were different from what you believed. Had he followed what his instincts told him, he would not have made that decision. Caliria would have remained with him on Earth until her mind and emotions were clear. She knows she is meant to be with him sir, she’s known since she began having the dreams while still a prisoner. She told me that during one of our talks.”


“So what happened is my fault in a way.” Coren said softly. “Her pain at thinking she has lost him is my fault.”


Denali shook his head quickly. “No… not really. Everything happens for a reason Coren. If Caliria had not returned with us… I doubt things would have taken place as they have. Your eyes would not have been opened and we would not be working towards our goals in the way we are now.”


“If she had remained, what we are working towards would never have been revealed to me. To us.” Coren said.


Denali shook his head. “Are you so sure? Perhaps not in the way it has happened, but it would have come to pass regardless.” He said. “Our two peoples were meant to be friends and allies. I firmly believe that now.” Deni said. “And I will honor my brother’s word to you when it comes to the Eridiani and the OSG.” 
“It just seems…” Coren looked at him. “The more we discover… the more time I spend around you and Dutkne… it seems that this is something that should have happened long ago. It is so familiar to me, working beside you, and yet I know it has never happened before now.”  

“Andro believed that the High Coven and Lycavorian Union were always meant to be friends and allies. The path our peoples took to reach that goal is not the one that should have been followed… but the end result was the same. I believe it is no different than what is happening now between us and the Vanari.” Denali looked out over the river. “I would not worry about what will happen Coren. Andro is stubborn as a Folcani Wood Beetle… but I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he already knows and feels that what happen with Caliria is his fault. Someone or something will eventually kick him in the mida and make him realize that. Probably Sadi. You’ll see when he gets here.”


Coren’s head lifted when he heard the Skycar beginning to land. “Then we must insure when he gets here that my people do not throw their future away by dismissing him.”

Denali nodded. “That would be a good thing.”


“…were surprised that I had suddenly become so interested in such things but when I explained to them the reasons we came up with they were finally convinced.” Dyack spoke as he sat on the couch next to Coren and Dutkne.


“So there is no rationale to think they might suspect anything?” Coren asked.


Dyack looked at him. “Unless they have learned how to hide the adrenalin dump into their bodies when they lie… no.” He glanced at Denali. “What you schooled me to look for was exactly what I saw and smelled Denali.” Dyack turned back to Coren. “They do not realize that my people are Lycavorians that simply can not shift our forms. I don’t believe anyone realizes that or what it means and that is what has made it advantageous for us in the past. We have the same skills as our Lycavorian brothers and sisters, the enhanced senses and our healing factors, albeit we have not used them to the extent of Denali and his faction of Lycavorians. We drew away from the instincts that the wolf within us provide to our people because we can not shift. That was a mistake, and one I intend to begin rectifying as soon as I am able. Teaching me what to look for in their scents was just the first step.”

“So what are the details?” Deni asked.


“They most definitely have contacts within your government Coren.” Dyack spoke looking at him. “It only took them a week to confirm the information I gave to them that three of our future trade contracts with the Vanari were being carefully weighted heavily in favor of the Vanari and I was not pleased with that. This also served to convince them that I was genuine in my interests.”


“I knew nothing of this Dyack.” Coren spoke quickly. “Not until Caliria and Arduri discovered the details.”


Dyack shook his head. “I can not hold this information against you Coren.” He told him. “This was not your doing. Thankfully for us it was the perfect excuse for me to turn to the Eridiani for future business.”


Deni nodded. “Just as they had planned all along.” He said.


Dyack nodded. “They knew we would not be happy about these trade agreements or the terms and it would force us to look elsewhere to move our products. Conveniently the Eridiani and the OSG would be ready to just step right in. This would give them a conduit into our government and also allow the OSG to begin trying to establish another outlet for their slavery ring of Vanari females.”


“Surely your government and those in our government who are not involved would see that the sudden increase of Vanari females on your home planet as something not entirely legal Praetor.” Caliria spoke now.


“Unfortunately Caliria, there is a sizeable underground black market on Lentani.” Dyack admitted with some embarrassment. “Items that I and other Praetors before me have forbid our people to have. Mainly weapons and different kinds of drugs. This same criminal underground would undoubtedly be the ones to participate in the buying and selling of your females. There is a substantial demand for the Alkay that your females secrete from their pores Caliria. More than I believe the Vanari realize. You… you more than anyone should know that.”

Caliria met his eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“My security forces are aware of the existence of this Black Market and they destroy different cells whenever they are found, but it runs deep within the social castes of my people and it has for hundreds if not thousands of years. To stamp it out completely would require far more resources than I have.” Dyack said. “And as much as it truly pains me to say... there could be men and women very close to me that are involved in this who would not look kindly on me trying to destroy it.”


“Your honesty now only reinforces your commitment to ending this sir.” Denali told him. “It’s why Andro and I agreed to allow Lisisa to return to Earth with your mate and a political delegation.”


Dyack looked at him and nodded. “I fear that may bring unknown troubles as well when it is discovered, especially with those in control of the Rothryn Science Academy, but it needed to be done.” Dyack waved his hand. “We will deal with that when the time comes. Now we must end this slavery of the Vanari before it becomes worse than it is. A general destabilization of their government is not good for anyone in the Beta Quadrant, including my people.”


Dutkne moved from the couch behind Arduri now. “I have my internal security people shadowing those within the Protectorate that we know are involved in this. The surveillance has revealed three more senior members of my government that are indirectly involved.”

“What does indirectly mean Dutkne?” Arduri asked as he moved and sat beside her.


Dutkne shook his head as he handed the data pad to her to review. “They do not provide material support but their positions within my government allow them to pass different bills and maneuver appropriations that ultimately help the OSG in their goals.”


“And they do this willingly?” Coren asked.


Dutkne nodded his head. “All of them are making quite a bit of credits and then securing those credits in accounts outside Protectorate space. There is also reason to believe there may be quite a few Vanari females being held by these men and women in secure locations on our homeworld and other planets within Protectorate space. I have my people trying to discover if this is true so we can rescue them when we decide to move. We’re also going to go after their assets… mainly within the Enverr Dominion.”


“The Enverr?” Arduri gasped.


Dutkne nodded again. “Yes… I was surprised as well. The Enverr do not have the most lawful or trusting society, however their banking restrictions are nonexistent and it is easy to hide credits there. For a price of course.”


“Lawful? That is a kinder word than I would have used Dutkne.” Coren spoke moving to sit beside Caliria. 
Dutkne nodded. “True enough.”

“Bad people I take it?” Deni asked.

Coren looked at Deni now. “They are nothing more than a collection of rogue mercenary groups and clans who have formed a pseudo government of affiliation, albeit a very large one.” He watched Caliria pour more jucie into his mug and he smiled lovingly at her before turning back to Deni. “I dare say they are more than a match for the OSG in many ways, however most of them are extremely violent and secretive in their actions and they refuse to do business with the OSG.”


Dyack nodded his head. “If they ever got smart and pooled their combined resources they would be a formidable force.”


“Why haven’t they?” Deni questioned.


“The infighting between the Clan leaders.” Coren replied. “There are hundreds of clans… perhaps thousands… we don’t know for sure because we have never attempted to establish relations with them. All of them with their own ideas of how to do things. Blood Feuds between the clans is a daily occurrence. They do not trust each other. They don’t trust anyone for that matter.”


“We have encountered them outside the borders of Protectorate space on several different occasions.” Dutkne told him. “The encounters usually end up being hostile. They are always claiming territory that either does not belong to them or is considered free space. Thankfully they do not possess the level of technology to stand for very long against any of us. They usually avoid most areas where military ships are active and try to target civilian transports and colonies.”


“The Rothryn have conducted several joint operations with the Vanari fleet to punish them for one transgression or another.” Dyack said with a nod. “As Dutkne said… their ships are mainly small and underpowered. They can not stand against several cruisers of any kind and when we have met them on the ground, between our forces and the Vanari Cadre Commandos, we quickly destroyed them.” Dyack looked across the table at Dutkne. “Dutkne… could these people within your government be passing them information or materials?”


“It’s possible… but we’ve seen no sign of that.” Dutkne replied honestly. “Most of our military advancements, weapons and engines, have been localized and compartmentalized as Andro calls it. It is something my grandfather was very adamant about; even more so after he discovered Shiria had given many such technological advances to Andro’s branch of our people on Earth. While the Union had Flatspace technology because of the Pralors who settled on Lycavore, they did not implement it with their Shi Viskas until the rebellion began in. Shiria gave this technology to those on Earth, something my grandfather was not happy about when he discovered it. Ever since then we have been brutally protective of any military project we worked on. Very few men and women knew of them while they were being worked on and once they came online fully it was too late to profit from them since the military controlled the access to them.” Dutkne looked ta Coren. “It’s why you did not discover our engine advancements until just recently.”

“Could the Enverr be part of the OSG channels?” Caliria asked. “They may not trust each other but that does not mean they are not working together.”

“Nothing outward that we can tell. At least not from the Protectorate end. Just the credit accounts.” Dutkne said. “There is no way to be sure though as Caliria says.”

“The OSG is more than competent enough not to have to use or associate with the Enverr in any way.” Coren said. “However, I suggest all of us begin to discretely look for any possible associations.”

Dyack nodded. “I agree Coren.” He spoke. “Just to be safe, I will have my people begin a discrete investigation on the Rothryn end. The information that I have reached out to the OSG will find its way to others on Lentani. Those with less than stellar reputations and contacts no doubt.”


“This Barnak person you told me of Dyack?” Coren asked him surprising both Caliria and Arduri. Apparently their father and Dyack had exchanged far more information than they had known of.

Dyack nodded. “Yes.”


“Will they attempt to use this information against you?” Coren asked.


Dyack met his eyes. “I would.” He replied.


Coren nodded his head. “Then we must proceed more quickly and with greater security. I have several contacts within the Vanari Fleets that I trust implicitly. I can give them several communications codes that would allow them to coordinate securely with people you trust Dyack. If these men on your world try to move against you, we will need to get you off your planet quickly under the ruse of some diplomatic mission. At least until the truth is known.” He said.
“My son.” Dyack spoke. “I will inform Kineto. He commands a medium cruiser that I have used in the past for diplomatic transport. It will not look strange if I need to do this. My brother Loro commands our family’s Fleets, but I do not wish to involve him just yet. I need to shield him for the moment until we need him. If we need him.”

Coren nodded. “Androcles will be arriving within weeks. Ardan no doubt plans to spring his little trap on him when he is standing before the entire Board of Regents. That is when it will have the most effect. He will place full blame on him for everything.”


Caliria glanced at her father. “Papa… they will not try to arrest him will they?” She gasped. “Or Deni before he arrives?”


“That would be a singularly stupid thing to attempt.” Dutkne spoke up. “He must know the Protectorate would never allow Deni to be arrested. We would take him offworld before we allowed that.”


“But would they attempt it with Androcles?” Dyack asked. “Very few of your Senior Regents saw the transmission we did Coren. They do not know what this young man is capable of. Attempting to arrest him could set off a change of events that might rapidly spiral out of our control.”

Coren shook his head. “I don’t know. Arden has almost completely ceased speaking with me. I am getting the information from others who are still friendly to me but nothing directly from him.”


Deni looked at him. “That could also mean he’s trying to put distance between you and him in preparation for some type of move against you.”


“Cruor did tell me I would regret shaming him papa. He said he and his father would not let what I did stand.” Arduri stated.


“You shamed no one!” Coren snapped. “You acted just as you were suppose to act! Not one thing you did was outside of our established laws. The family contracts were not signed and completed and no transfers took place! Eyon Ahn Vernalo and his son can go right straight to hell! Especially since we know they are involved with this.”


Arduri glanced at her sister with a hidden smile in her eyes that only Caliria understood. This was the father both of them had wanted for many years. Now that he had emerged, they were not about to let him go back into hiding. A quick glance to their brother showed that he too felt the same way and no doubt Naesta would be very pleased as well.

Dyack looked up at Deni. “You should increase the security you already have on Coren and the others Denali Leonidas. Arden will not move directly against me because once he discovers my new associations with the OSG he will consider us… friendly. At least to a point.”

Deni nodded. “I’ll see to it.” He said. “What about you?”


“I will be safe for the moment.” Dyack spoke. “Barnak may have twisted one of my sons to his way of thinking but not the two who are most important. I can manipulate Anroth for the time being but he is not stupid. He will eventually discover his mother and sisters have gone to Earth and with Barnak’s contacts he will discover this false ruse I have established with the OSG and the Eridiani.”


“But Kelelm is with your mate and daughters.” Dutkne said.


Dyack nodded his head. “He also insured I would be protected when he left.” He said. “If I feel the need for more I will come to you Denali. Right now we need for me to nurture this new contact with the OSG until we have the evidence we need to expose them all.”


Deni looked at him. “You seem like you are looking forward to this.” He said.


Dyack grinned and looked at Coren who was also smiling. “Oh… I haven’t had this much fun since I was a young man chasing Aleatia along the streets of our city trying to get her to notice me.” He laughed. 


“This could get you killed Dyack.” Dutkne spoke with a sobering tone.


Dyack chuckled. “You don’t know how many males were chasing Aleatia at the time.” He answered with a wide smile. 
Dutkne and Denali couldn’t help but smile. “That sounds like something my father would say.” Deni spoke with a grin. “When he has the scent of one or more of my mothers in his head there is very little that will deter him. Most people just stay the hell out of his way until he finds them.”

Dyack sat back on the couch. “I truly look forward to meeting your father Denali. And your brother… when he arrives.” He said.

Coren nodded. “As do I.”

Dyack took a deep breath. “We have our people where they need to be. Coren and I will become the focal points in the very near future. I trust your security will not let any of us down young man?” Dyack said looking at Denali.


Denali smiled as well. “That will never happen.” He said.


Dyack nodded. “Then we continue to do what we have been doing and meet back here in one week. Just as we have been.” He looked at them. “What we are doing now will effect the futures of all three of our peoples. We need to get this right and bring them all down together. It will not work otherwise.”


Coren nodded. “And it needs to be after Arden makes his play when Androcles is before the Board. Then he will be vulnerable and we can present everything at once while the entire Board is in session.”


Caliria looked up. “Papa… you do realize what Androcles will do if we don’t succeed?” She asked.


Coren looked at her. “I don’t follow Caliria.”


“Regardless of what Regent Ardan does… if we do not have the information we need by that time, if we can not prove what we are trying to prove… Androcles will sever all ties with the Vanari when Ardan makes his accusations. He will not hesitate for a moment papa.” Caliria said. “He will pull all of our trade agreements and contacts with the Protectorate. All will be lost then.”


Coren looked at Denali and saw Deni nod. “Caliria is my brother’s wife and mate Coren. She has seen inside his thoughts. On this I think we should listen to her.”


Coren turned back to his daughter. “Then we will make sure everything is in order when that time comes.” He told her. “I promise you.”

SOLMAR
SOUTHERN SETTLEMENT

FEBRUARY 4TH, 1120 HRS, EST


Azlenr brushed aside the two Puma Bane guards outside of the building they had taken as their headquarters and stormed into the entrance, Byka, Kameka and Makali right on his heels. Marsin was just turning from talking to a junior officer when Azlenr cleared the entrance. 

“Ah General… I am glad you are here.” Marsin stated. “We have new…”


Azlenr’s right fist slammed into Marsin’s jaw like a sledgehammer. Azlenr’Macoe was a very large man even for a Kavalian, fully six foot five and easily two hundred and forty pounds, if not more. He unleashed all of that size and strength on Marsin in a single blow that spun the Puma Bane Commander completely around and dropped him to the floor of the building with stars dancing behind his eyes and pain coursing through his body. The Puma Bane troops from outside and the one Marsin had been talking to immediately dropped into combat stances and began bringing their weapons up. Byka, Kameka and Makali all had their weapons out instantly as Azlenr towered over Marsin.


Byka jammed the barrel of his ARSOC into the closest Puma Bane troop’s chest even as his rifle was halfway up. “Who dies first?” Byka snarled.


“Who commands here dog?” Azlenr screamed down at Marsin. “This is my operation! My command! Now tell your sheep to lower their weapons or I will have all of you butchered where you stand!” Azlenr reached down and grabbed Marsin’s uniform, yanking the man to his feet none too gently. “Do it now!”

Marsin glared at Azlenr with murder in his eyes. Both of his lips had been torn up by his own teeth from Azlenr’s blow. The General’s knuckles were like calloused rocks impacting his face. He had not been hit that hard since his father beat him as a boy for disobeying him. He lifted his hand and wiped the back of his hand across his bloody mouth. There was no way he could get away with killing Azlenr for striking him in front of his men and tarnishing his status. Not with so many witnesses. Even his own men would turn on him out of self preservation if he killed the General. He glanced at his trio of Puma Bane troops.


“Leave us.” He snarled loudly.


Azlenr’s burning eyes did not leave Marsin as the three Puma Bane soldiers lowered their weapons and then quickly departed the headquarters building. At least they were smart enough to not want to get caught in the middle of what was brewing between their commander and the famous Kavalian General. “I will ask you only once more Major Marsin’Jiate! Who is it that commands this operation?”


“You do General.” He hissed his answer back.


“Yes… I do! And you took it upon yourself to disobey my specific orders not to harm the civilian populous!” Azlenr barked at him. “Explain this to me quickly Major… my tolerance for you is now nearly zero! You know full well what the penalty is for disobeying the orders of a superior in this manner!”


“I was following my orders General!” Marsin snarled back.


“Fifty-three civilians are now dead! Executed in front of countless others by your men!” Azlenr shouted. “I did not give that order Major!”


“No… I did Azlenr.” The new voice spoke calmly and all of them whirled to see Keleru’s face on the monitor that Marsin had been in front of when they entered.


“Prefect?” Azlenr gasped.


“I gave Marsin his orders General.” Keleru stated. “We can not have a civilian populous insurgency beginning after you have only just begun to secure the planet for our use. When he reported to me what happen I gave him permission to execute the civilians to insure this will not continue.”


Azlenr glanced at Marsin with that savage glare. “Did the Major also think to inform you that this attack against his troops was not carried out by civilians Prefect?” He asked turning back to Keleru in the transmission.


“The Major was certain General.” Keleru stated cautiously now. “He told me you… he told me you were hesitating about executing civilians in reprisal to keep this from happening again.”


“Yes… I’m sure that is what the Major told you Prefect.” Azlenr stated. “However, had the Major accompanied me to my medical headquarters, he would now know this attack was not carried out by civilian assets.”


“Who else then?” Marsin snarled.


Keleru blinked within the transmission. “I don’t understand.” He said.


“My Chief surgeon informed me only moments ago that all but two of Marsin’s men were killed by bladed weapons. Swords or Nehtes. Two of them had wounds on their bodies that we have as yet been unable to determine what type of weapon was used. My Intelligence people have informed me that the only Union forces that still carry swords are members of their Durcunusaan.”


“The Durcunusaan?” Keleru snapped coming forward in his chair.


Azlenr nodded. “We also discovered the prints from… from a very large female dragon Prefect.”


“Dragon? Here on Solmar?” Marsin hissed. “Impossible!”


Azlenr looked at him. “Major… as the Prefect is my witness… speak another word and I will remove your tongue from your head!”


“Azlenr there is…” Keleru began.


Azlenr turned back to the monitor. “Prefect… have I ever failed you in the nine hundred years I have served our people as a General under your command? Have I ever failed to secure an objective you gave to me?” Azlenr asked.


“Never.” Keleru answered without hesitation.


“Major Marsin’s and his men executed their part of this mission brilliantly Prefect… but they also killed over four thousand civilians in the process.” Azlenr spoke. “You tasked me with taking this planet and its settlements with as little notice as possible.”


“Yes.” Keleru said.


“The deaths of over four thousand civilians makes that nearly impossible when it is discovered Prefect.” Azlenr stated. “The Bontawillians are not a warring people. They have a small fleet of ships and a militia, but they are not soldiers. When word leaks out, and it will leak out sooner or later when they begin to try and contact this colony, when word leaks out that we have this colony and that many civilians died in the taking of it, what do you think the Union leadership will do?”


“Prefect… the Union will not attempt to retake this…” Marsin began to speak.


“Silence Marsin!” Keleru snarled. “Azlenr… speak to me.”


“We have a Union soldier that was taken by the Major’s men when they secured the settlements.” Azlenr said. “They killed four others that were with him and chased another four into the deep mountain timber before losing contact with them. What the Major did not tell you is that these four Union soldiers killed nearly twenty of his men before falling. Twenty of them Prefect! They were not normal Union troops. They were some sort of special operations team here for relaxation is my guess. The wounds on the bodies of the Major’s men killed last night are consistent with exceptionally skilled warriors that are lethally proficient in the use of swords and spears. At least ten men hit the Puma Bane camp Prefect. Not four. And they had at least one dragon with them. The Bontawillian people do not possess the needed strength or combat skill to kill with such surgical precision. None of them do… no matter how much training they could receive!”


“You… you are telling me there are Durcunusaan on Solmar?” Keleru asked him.


Azlenr nodded. “At least ten… probably twice that. General Byka agrees with me.” He said. “I am taking steps to find and neutralize them Prefect… but killing civilians will not help me accomplish the task you gave to me! It will only incite whoever is out there to conduct more attacks!”


“If they know we will kill civilians in retribution they will stop!” Marsin barked. 


“Are you daft Major?” Azlenr shouted at him. “These are Bontawillians! Colonists! Not Lycavorians or elves or vampires. These civilians do not know how to fight! When word finally does get out that we have taken this planet and it is known that we arbitrarily executed civilians, this colony world will jump to the very top of their target lists! Their people will demand it! They will encircle us, cut off any escape route that we have and then slaughter us as you and your men slaughtered those civilians! Any hope we may have had of maintaining this colony as a forward base will be lost!”

“Then we will hold them hostage!” Marsin snarled.


Azlenr ignored him and looked at Keleru. “Prefect… I have the ground forces necessary to secure this planet. I need ships to protect us from Union forces when they do arrive.”


“The union is stretched even thinner than we are Azlenr.” Keleru spoke. “And we replace our clone troops by the thousands every day. Civilian casualties are not a concern of mine at this moment. Your operation is just one of four that we are conducting in order to establish forward bases. We need these bases and if you have to kill a few hundred civilians to do it then so be it. You must use all your options Azlenr’Macoe. You must not fail.”

“I do not intend to fail Prefect but executing civilians will not...” Azlenr began to speak but was cut off.


“Major Marsin… your Puma Bane Detachment will refrain from any more civilian executions unless something like this happens again.”

“Prefect that is not a good idea.” Azlenr spoke quickly. “It could back fire on a colossal scale if executions continue.”

“I will not have your men… my men butchered by these Durcunusaan dogs!” Keleru snapped softly. “If this continues then we will show these few Union troops that to remain and continue these attacks is not going to benefit them in the least. It will only spill more civilian blood. Leave the civilians to Major Marsin and you concentrate on securing that colony for our use.”
Azlenr bowed his head with a sigh of defeat. “As you order Prefect.”

“Marsin!” Keleru snapped seeing the grin on his face within the transmission. 

“Prefect!” Marsin barked.

“Major… you are Puma Bane… but you are not above the chain of command. If you ever disobey an order from General Azlenr that does not deal with the civilians on that world I will see to it personally that you and your entire Pride are stripped of their honor and their skins! Is that clear?”

The smirk on Marsin’s face had vanished quickly at Keleru’s words and he nodded his head. “I understand Prefect.”

Keleru nodded. “Make sure you do Major. Make sure you do.”

Azlenr glared at Marsin for a long moment, the major not backing down in the least. He lifted his hand and stabbed his finger into Marsin’s chest. “You executed the civilians Major… so to keep their rotting bodies from harming our men, you and your Puma Bane troops will collect them and remove the health hazard to the rest of my soldiers!”

Azlenr spun around and marched out of the building, the others following him rapidly to keep up with his long legged stride. He stopped walking halfway to the DAGGER and savagely kicked at an overturned barrel as Byka and Makali came up behind him. Azlenr turned and looked at Byka.
“Find them Byka!” Azlenr said. “Find them and kill them before they do something like this again and Marsin murders more innocent civilians!”

Byka nodded. “I’ll put my best teams on it my friend.” He said. “We’ll find them.”

“Makali… I want you to assign as many civilians as you can to labor intensive duties.” He spoke. “Moving equipment… manual bunker preparations. Things like that. I want them split into three shifts so we can use as many of them as possible.”

“General?” Makali asked confused.

“If they are being used for military purposes then there are fewer for Marsin to execute!” Azlenr hissed softly. “I will not be party to helping him or giving him free reign to killing civilians!”

Makali nodded. “It will require we pull line troops to provide guard duty.” He said.

Azlenr nodded. “I know. We can spare several companies for this duty from our reserve.” Azlenr said. “Make the commanders understand they are there to guard the colonists and not to interact with them in any way. But they are not to use lethal force!”

“I will give the orders sir.” Makali spoke.

Azlenr looked around again his eyes taking in the walls of the settlement. “Have all the Puma Bane detachments moved outside the settlement walls Byka. I do not want our men injured if another attack targeting them comes.”

Byka met his eyes. “That will not make Marsin happy.”

“Fuck him.” Azlenr spat. “I will not have our men targeted for killing civilians when they have nothing to do with it.”

“Do you think they will attack again?” Byka asked.

Azlenr looked at him. “That depends.” He said. Azlenr looked off into the distance beyond the settlement wall once more. “It depends on what type of man leads these troops.” He replied. “Pray it is one who reacts with emotion and compassion and not someone who sees that it does not matter in the least.”
“What doesn’t matter?” Byka asked.

“Marsin intends to execute civilians for any minor infraction.” Azlenr said. “I could see it in his eyes. Fucking Puma Bane soldiers!” He swore. “If the commander of these Durcunusaan realizes that no matter what he does, civilians will die, he will attack again.” He turned to face Byka. “I want to talk to this vampire.” He spoke. “Let them know I am coming. I want to find out what we are up against.”

“Prefect… I have the ground forces necessary to secure this planet. I need ships to protect us from Union forces when they do arrive.”


“The union is stretched even thinner than we are Azlenr.” Keleru spoke. “And we replace our clone troops by the thousands every day. Civilian casualties are not a concern of mine at this moment. Your operation is just one of four that we are conducting in order to establish forward bases. We need these bases and if you have to kill a few hundred civilians to do it then so be it. You must use all your options Azlenr’Macoe. You must not fail.”


“I do not intend to fail Prefect.” Azlenr stated.


“Major Marsin… your Puma Bane Detachment will refrain from any more civilian executions unless something like this happens again.”

“Prefect that is not a good idea.” Azlenr spoke quickly. “It could back fire on a colossal scale if executions continue.”

“I will not have your men… my men butchered by these Durcunusaan dogs!” Keleru snapped softly. “If this continues then we will show these few Union troops that remain it is not going to benefit them in the least to continue their attacks. It will only spill innocent blood. Leave the civilians to Major Marsin and you concentrate on securing that colony for our use.”

 “As you order Prefect.”

“Marsin!” Keleru snapped. 
“Prefect!” Marsin barked.
“Major… you are Puma Bane… but you are not above the chain of command. If you ever disobey an order from General Azlenr that does not deal with the civilians on that world I will see to it personally that you and your entire Pride are stripped of their honor and their skins! Is that clear?”

 “I understand Prefect.”


Sa'roh touched the control panel on the STRIKER’s Chart Table and looked at Andro slowly. They had been able to tap into the communications of the Kavalians with relative ease. The encryption was not very sophisticated among individual Puma Bane Communications devices and taking the different channels from the dead bodies and downloading them to Union COM units had allowed them to scan all of their channels and hear the entire conversation that had just taken place.


“Andro?” Sa'roh spoke.


Andro looked up as Cletus walked back up the ramp of the STRIKER and moved to the chart table. “Our team watching the southern settlement just confirmed it.” He spoke softly. “Fifty-three Bontawillians and humans were put up against the outside wall of the settlement and executed. They… they left the bodies to rot where they fell.”


“Nubou!” Andro nearly screamed as he pushed away from the table.


“This Marsin…” Dantio spoke his voice trembling in anger. “I want this man’s nor in my hands!”


They watched silently as Elynth moved up next to Andro and lowered her snout beside his shoulder. His arms moved up and encircled her muzzle as much as they were able and his forehead touched her scales.


You must not blame yourself Andro. Elynth spoke softly. This is not your fault. This man takes pleasure in hurting others. He would have found another way.


Andro nodded his head keeping his skin in contact with her scales and feeling her soothing presence within Mindvoice fill him. He lifted his head finally. I can’t allow this to stand sister.


Elynth nodded her massive head. No you cannot. What does your Spartan soul call for you to do?


Make them know it was a mistake. That they never should have come here. Andro answered.


Then make it so. She told him. 


Andro turned back to the chart table. “How many Puma Bane troops are on the planet Cletus?” Andro asked as he moved back up to the table.


“Near as our people can determine… a reinforced detachment Milord. Twelve hundred give or take. Two hundred and fifty at each settlement and perhaps another three hundred in reserve here at the southernmost settlement.” He answered. “From what we know… this is their standard size when conducting an operation like this. A little smaller than the ones that hit High Coven worlds according to their Intel reports, but large enough against a colony with no real defenses. And they are living up to their reputation. Stone cold killers and nothing more according to High Coven survivors and officers.”


“And this Marsin character?” Andro asked.


“The signal was coming from the southern settlement Andro.” Sa'roh answered that question. “That must be where he has his command.”


“Our long eyes reported that both the generals we saw yesterday afternoon showed up in a hurry.” Cletus said. “That is who was with him when they were talking.”


Andro turned to Sa'roh. “How long before they figure out we can monitor their COMS?” He asked.


Sa'roh shook her head. “I estimate we got hours before someone realizes it. It won’t take much Andro. A simple systems check will detect the tap.”

“Then we move now.” He answered. “Where is the smallest contingent?” Andro asked looking at the chart.


Dorian pointed to the northern plains. “This one here.” He answered immediately. “The Northern settlement that sits on the plains. They set up the settlement just at the entrance of the valley that begins at the tip of the mountain range to make use of the river. It’s where the ones you killed came from based on numbers.”


“How long will it take our long eyes in the north to get into an overwatch position?” Andro asked.


Dantio looked at Cletus and then back to Andro. “Not more than an hour if they shift and move along this depression. The vegetation is thick enough to hide them until they reach this plateau.”


Andro nodded. “Get them moving.” He spoke. “Two STRIKERs Sa'roh. How many can we carry?”


“Not counting you and Elynth, we can carry sixty per bird if we crammed them tight.” She answered. 


“Cram them tight then.” Andro said. “Elynth and I will exit here and sweep in from north of the valley. You’ll drop our team right on the north edge of the camp after we ghost it. Daio… I want you leading my team. Dorian… you and Dantio take the second team. Exit over the plains and then you and Ryner sweep in from the south at the same time Elynth and I come in from the north. Dantio, drop right on the south edge of the camp. Shi Viskas active and drive north. We’ll drive south and meet in the middle.”


“After… after what we just saw Andro, this murdering ronnus will kill a lot more of the civilians if we do this.” Sa'roh stated.


“He would find some way to kill more anyway. Not attacking them only gives them more time to dig in and fuck us later.” Andro said. “We need to keep them on edge until Sa'sur and General Vengal arrive with the Durcunusaan Division. Then we will drive them out of this fucking sector.”

“What about the civilians Milord?” Haridl asked. “There must be something we can do to keep them safe. Or try to at least.”


Andro looked at Sa'roh. “Can we transmit on their channels with our gear?”


Sa'roh looked at him with a disgusted glare. “Please Andro… I could make it so you can speak to that Kavalian prick Keleru if you want.”


Andro grinned. “He’ll get the message soon enough. Copy this transmission of theirs and burst it to Marci and Armetus. They will know what to do with it.”


“Sa'sur’s last message was that our Strike Wing had joined with her and they were only waiting for the last parts of the divisions to load out.” Sa'roh told him. “She estimates they’ll be back insystem in thirty-four hours.”


They all turned when Vari came running up the ramp.


“Vari?” Andro asked.


“Long eyes from the north and east have reported a large contingent of their DAGGERS lifting off from the spaceport loaded with troops. They spread out south and west once airborne and were burning speed.” Vari said.


Andro nodded. “They’re looking for us.” He said.


“And wasting their time since we aren’t even on the same continent.” Dorian spat. “They are thinking one dimensional fervon. Not outside of the box. Unless these ships begin to move for the ocean then they haven’t even thought we could be on another continent. They are sticking with the west and south because the terrain is more agreeable and they don’t realize we have out own ships.”


“And we’ll use that to our advantage until they smarten up.” Andro said. “Sooner or later they’ll figure out we have transport of our own. And it’s only sixty kilometers across the ocean to reach us.”

“I’ll make sure Captain Trenou has her triage ready to receive any casualties.” Sa'roh spoke. 

Andro looked at her and nodded. He turned back to the others. “If it wears the uniform of a Puma Bane soldier kill it.” He growled. “I don’t care if they are kneeling in their own blood and screaming for mercy. Kill them. No prisoners people. No mercy. Once we have secured the settlement we’ll load the STRIKERs with as many civilians as we can and then start heading back north while Sa'roh brings them back here. Sa'roh?”

“We can drop off and return in under an hour if we stay low and use max thrusters across the ocean.” She answered.


Dantio nodded. “We should be able to cover ten kilometers in that time.” He said. “If all goes well… they won’t even begin knowing something is wrong until you pick up the second group of civilians. By that time they’ll have realized this settlement is silent and send someone to investigate. It’s close… but we’ve done tighter ops.”


“I’ll buy us more time.” Andro stated. “We just need to keep the civilians moving as fast as they are able.”


They all nodded. Things were about to heat up considerably. They looked up at Andro and Dorian as the two brother’s backed away from the table with surprised looks on their faces. Dantio stood up fully.

“Milord? What is it?”


Andro looked at him. “My sister Lisisa and Jeth have entered the system... Dorian!” He gasped.


Dorian nodded his head. “I feel her too. Both of them.” He said.


Andro’s eyes narrowed. “I feel… someone else is with her.” He said softly. “Someone that I…” Andro looked up. “Sa'roh prep a data burst! I can see what she is planning and we need to give guidance to the Captain of her ship! Dorian and I will make contact with her within Mindvoice.” Sa'roh didn’t hesitate and began moving back to the cockpit.

ULU REAPER

ENTERING SOLMAR SYSTEM

TIME TO SOLMAR COLONY: THIRTY-SEVEN MINUTES


“…go over this one more time.” Lisisa was speaking to the group in the landing bay of the REAPER. “The KADEN will carry the bulk of the Spartan company; the rest will be split up between two STRIKERs. I’m holding one in reserve and to act as an escort. Kelelm… you and your people will be on my STRIKER with Jeth and I and will go in with Eotharon and the other seven Durcunusaan that are accompanying us.”


Kelelm nodded his head now dressed in the Mark V ArmorPly body armor and delighting in the ability to extend and retract the additional Dragon Armor. He hadn’t stopped playing with it until just recently. “We will help Eotharon to secure a landing zone if it is determine it is needed.”


Lisisa nodded. “If I know my brother, he probably has already established some sort of central point and has scouts out watching the Kavalians.” She spoke looking at the chart of the planet. “The settlements for this colony were all centrally located within a hundred kilometers of this massive waterfall where they were getting most of their power from. The REAPER will remain out of the immediate planetary exclusion zone and we’ll go in with our ships. We’ll make contact with Andro and then move to his location.”

“Why not just move right in?” Kelelm asked.


Lisisa looked at him with a small smile. “The last time a pilot tried to enter my brother’s airspace without telling him first, they nearly got their asses blown out of the sky. When they landed he about chewed the poor girl up and spit her out.”


Kelelm nodded. “I see.” He stated. “I think I’m glad it wasn’t me.”


Lisisa chuckled. “It was our sister Normya so it wasn't that bad.” She answered. “Jeth and I should have been able to contact him within Mindvoice by now… we can feel them but we can’t penetrate their shields which tells me something is going on.” Lisisa said. 


“You would… you would be able to feel and speak with him even from this distance?” Harira asked with surprise in her eyes. 


“Feel him yes. Speak with him no. Not unless he and Dorian lower their MV shields. No one but Sadi or one of his other mates would be able to penetrate his shields as high as they are now.” Lisisa answered. “If we can sense him, then I know he feels us. He’s not contacting us for a reason.”

Aleatia looked at her from beside Sehri. “We have only just entered the planetary system Lisisa. We have… we have trouble reaching someone on the other side of our planet using our Etheric abilities and you would be able to speak with him now? That is amazing.”


“Unfortunately it’s not helping us right now.” Lisisa snapped impatiently as she looked at the map on the table.


Sehri trembled just a little as the overwhelming Mindvoice resonance rushed through her and caused warmth to spread through her young body. She shivered in incredible delight as an aura more powerful than anything she had ever felt in her young life, far more powerful than even her own father, greeted her with sincere tenderness and… and desire as it skipped along her shields. The power and aura she sensed could have easily overwhelmed her shields yet it only swarmed around her mind letting her know it was seeking to communicate with her. Sehri didn’t hesitate and lowered her shields enough to allow what the aura sought. She gasped softly as her body then reacted in a way it never had before, the nipples of her medium sized breasts becoming instantly hard and aroused, far more than she had ever been able to illicit by her own ministrations. It also caused her scent to spike very high which caused her mother to glance at her with wide eyes and some of the younger Durcunusaan troops to shift uncomfortably when they smelled her. The word had already come down however, and Sehri was off limits to any unmated male on the ship for she had already chosen who she would give herself to.

“Sehri?” Aleatia questioned.


“He… Andro says to stand by… stand by for a data burst.” Sehri stammered as Lisisa’s eyes grew wide and she looked at Sehri.


Lisisa moved away from the portable chart table. “He is… he’s talking to you Sehri?” She gasped.


Harira looked at Sehri with wide eyes as well. “How is that possible?” She gasped.


Aleatia gripped Sehri’s arms. “Sehri?”


“They are… they are going to mount an attack.” Sehri continued her glaucous colored blue eyes wide and expressing sincere delight at what she felt within her. “He says… he says the situation on the surface has changed somewhat and he is sending you a data burst so that you know what he needs you to do.” Sehri blinked at her. “He is also very angry Lisisa. I can feel his… his rage.”

“At me?” Lisisa asked somewhat worried. She truly did not want to be on the receiving end of a verbal reprimand from her brother.


Sehri shook her head quickly. “No… something the Kavalians… something your enemies have done.” Sehri blinked several times again. “He is only a little angry at you.”

The internal COM system on the REAPER activated and Lunerr’s voice filled the landing bay surprising them all.
“Princess… we are receiving a data burst from Prince Androcles’s STRIKER on the surface.” Lunerr’s voice echoed. “We have updated Intel! Forwarding it to you now. They are preparing to attack a static Kavalian position and...”
Lisisa winced slightly at the sound of his voice. “Lunerr… route the data stream to the portable Chart Table and then standby!” She barked.

“Wait Lisisa!” Sehri gasped. “He is… he is moving away from the others with your brother and…”

Hello Lisi! Andro and Dorian’s voices filled hers and Jeth’s minds and this caused Jeth to move his massive bulk closer to her. Lisisa released a loud sigh of relief and gripped the edges of the table as she felt the connection expand to include all those capable of Mindvoicing at a Tier Six level and both her brother’s auras embraced her warmly. She glanced quickly at Aleatia and Harira and saw their eyes wide in disbelief at the clarity of the connection and the incredible focus.

Andro. Dorian. You are… you are safe? Lisisa asked.
Ah… well if your definition of safe is being on a planet full of Kavalians wanting to kill us… sure. Andro answered her flippantly. We’re cozy as hell. Did you bring the popcorn?
Midaeus! Lisisa spat. Andro what is going on?
Lisisa… what are you doing here? Andro asked her. You are supposed to be escorting the Rothryn delegation to Earth.

We intercepted Sa'sur’s transmissions. Lisisa answered. You can yell at me later but for now I have another company of Spartans, Jeth and I. What’s going on Andro? She asked him again.
To paraphrase father… things are Fubar arande. Andro told her. Link your P1 into whatever data disc Lunerr is downloading to. We are lifting off in a few minutes so check your P1 while you infiltrate. Send all of the Spartans with you to the Alpha site and have them begin prepping additional defensive sites and expanding the perimeter we have already established. Tell your pilots to stay below sensor level and under Shroud until you get there. You’ll see where we are heading and I want you and Jeth above us once Dorian and I hit the camp. Burn anything that gets out of our circle Lisi. No prisoners. The civilians, roughly five hundred of them, have all been herded into the main auditorium building in the center of the settlement so friendly fire is not a concern. 

Andro… Lisi began.

What I’m going to do will either work or it won’t arande. If it doesn’t… there will be time for one Op with our combined force to pull as many civilians off this colony as we can. The rest we will need to leave. Andro told her. Sa'sur and Vengal will not get here in time for us to save them. There are too many Kavalians on the planet and the Puma Bane Commander is a mean motherfucker.

And slightly pissed off that we took out ten of his precious Puma Bane troops! Dorian added. Though the word slightly might be a bit of an understatement.
Sibfla! Lisisa swore.

Have Lunerr maintain his current position. Andro continued. If this goes to hell, we’ll come to him. And Lisi… they probably have T19s deployed so be mindful of your position above the settlement. Dorian and I will take out as many as we see… just watch your ass. Deni will kill me if you get hurt.
Yes… and I prefer to continue living since I have only been around a few months now and there is much I would like to experience. Dorian chimed in.
Lisi nodded with a smile at hearing Dorian and feeling how powerful he had become. If she was any judge, these last weeks with Andro and the training he had given him had brought Dorian on a level with her. Understood. We’ll see you in less than thirty.

Eotharon didn’t hesitate once Androcles ended the connection. He spun around and began barking orders at the top of his lungs throwing Durcunusaan and regular Spartans into action before the first order died away.
Lisi looked at Kelelm first. “This is not going to be pretty. It’s much worse than I thought Colonel. You and your men can tag along to observe but no leaving the STRIKER unless we are on the ground and out of the shooting.”

Kelelm moved closer. “Three of my men are excellent sharpshooters.” He offered. “I know why your brother wishes for you to stop any from escaping his attack. Give us sniper rifles and we can help.”

Lisisa shook her head. “This is not your war and I’m not going to involve you!” She hissed.

Kelelm shook his head. “We may call ourselves Rothryn but we are Lycavorian!” Kelelm shouted passionately drawing the attention of many Durcunusaan and regular Spartans who were close enough to hear him. “We carry the same blood as you within us! It does not matter to me that we can not shift… we are still Lycavorian! This is now as much our war as it is yours! You can’t begin to imagine how long we have waited for this day to come Princess. I will not sit by while other Lycavorians risk their lives! Not when I can act!”

“Kelelm!” Harira barked at him.

Aleatia looked at Sehri quickly and then to Lisisa. “My son is correct Lisisa.” She spoke softly. “I know what my mate would do in this instance. We have… we have waited far too long for this day to come to turn our heads the other way while our people die.”

“Lady Aleatia… this… these are not our people!” Harira protested.

“Aren’t they Harira?” Aleatia spoke. “We can not shift our forms as they can as my son has said, but that is the only difference between us! That is the only discernible difference! I know Dyack embraced the Prophecy when he saw the results of the DNA tests! This is what he would do without thinking! It is why he was so eager to help Denali and the Protectorate! We have discovered our future Harira!”

“This is not right!” Harira spat. “I can not allow you to do this! We are not warriors!”

“But we are Shaman Master.” Kelelm answered looking at Lisisa evenly. “We are with you Princess!”

Aleatia took Sehri’s arm. “Sehri… we must get out of their way.”

“Mother… I want to go!” Sehri hissed.

“No! Are you crazy child?” Aleatia snapped quickly. “This is best left to those who know what battle is!”

“I know what…” Sehri began to protest. “He is…”

“No!” Aleatia snapped once more as she pulled Sehri out of the way of the troops. “Go with the gods Kelelm. We will see you soon.”

Kelelm nodded to his mother. “And you mother.”

“No!” Sehri protested. “I want to go!”

Kelelm turned to Lisisa. “Princess?”

Lisisa shook her head. “Sibfla… he’s already going to chew my mida for bringing you.” She snapped. “Eotharon! Get them four H40s. High velocity armor piercing rounds. We don’t know what kind of armor the Kavalians will have! Better safe than sorry!”

Kelelm nodded. “Excellent choice!”

“Follow me.” Eotharon said with a smile.


Sehri finally pulled her arm from her mother’s grasp as they were entering the doors for the lift. She gave her mother a gentle push into the elevator and slammed her hand down on the panel. Aleatia turned as the doors began to close.


“Sehri!” She screamed.


“I need to go mother!” Sehri rasped. “I need to go!”


Sehri turned and began heading back towards the STRIKER as the doors closed fully and alarms began to sound in the landing bay. Her wide eyes darted back and forth as she grew closer to the ship, trying to understand what she had felt surging through her during the brief connection. Sehri prided herself on being able to control her emotions and the physical portions of the wolf blood that flowed through her. Her Coming of Age fever as Eotharon had called it was far stronger than her mother had told her it would be. Sehri knew it was because of being on this ship and around so many Lycavorians that embraced their instincts, but it also served to confuse her immensely. Her brother was right, the Rothryn were essentially Lycavorians who could not shift their forms. Aside from that, the DNA tests had proven that there were no other differences in their genetic makeup. Being apart from them for so long and pushing back virtually all of the instincts of their blood because they didn’t know any better was making it that much stronger now that she was among them.


Sehri was so wrapped up within her thoughts that she didn’t see Eotharon’s arm reach out and snag her around her waist. She let out a small scream in surprise and whirled to face him, drawing her hand up and preparing to unleash an Etheric attack until she saw who it was.


“Eotharon!” She gasped gripping his arm.


“You need to return to the bridge and be with your mother Little One.” He told her.


“No! I need… I need to go Eotharon!” She stammered.


“It will not be safe Sehri.” He told her. “We will be dropping into a maelstrom. Prince Androcles… he is like his father and he does not play at war Little One! You must have felt this when he touched you.”


“I must go!” Sehri pressed. “I… Eotharon I…”


“Are you that sure of what your blood calls for Little One? If you… if you do this there will be no going back.” Eotharon asked her. 


Sehri met his eyes and answered with no hesitation whatsoever. “Yes.” She replied. 


Eotharon stared at her for a moment and then nodded his head. “Then let us get you a uniform. You can not go unprotected.”


Sehri clung to his arm as he turned and began to lead her towards the ship.


Lunerr looked at the two Rothryn women as they exited the lift and rushed towards him. Lady Aleatia’s two other daughters stood in the corner of the bridge with wide eyes at all the activity and they rushed to their mother’s side as Aleatia came up to him.


“Captain… my daughter!” Aleatia spoke. “She pulled away from me! You have to tell Lisisa not to allow her to go!”


Lunerr looked at her. “What?”


“Sehri pulled away from us as we were entering the lift!” Harira explained. “She…”


“She did what?” Osbela demanded. “Is she stupid!”

“She said she needed to go!” Aleatia told her daughters. “She wouldn’t listen to me! She was running back towards the ship they were taking and…”


“Captain! STRIKERS are away! KADEN is ten seconds from launch!” The officer barked from across the bridge.


“No!” Aleatia exclaimed.


“You have to recall them!” Harira demanded.


Lunerr shook his head. “I can’t!” He told them. “If they return then they miss the window that Prince Androcles wants them in as cover.”


Ibani gripped her mother’s arms as Aleatia sobbed. “Sehri.” Aleatia moaned.


Lunerr turned to his COM officer. “Get me the Princess’s STRIKER. Low beam and secure.” He turned back to Aleatia. “I can let you talk to her Lady Aleatia. They’ll go dark in four minutes but you can talk to her before that.”


Sehri looked with wonder at the Mark V ArmorPly that now encased her lithe form. It hugged her like a glove with added armor along the more exposed portions of her body. The armor was far more flexible and lightweight than it appeared and incredibly it was not hot or cumbersome to wear. She turned her head quickly when she felt hands on her waist and she saw Lisisa adjusting something. 

“I certainly hope you know what you are doing.” Lisisa told her. 


Sehri met her eyes. “I have no idea what I’m doing Princess Lisisa.” She admitted. “I am only… I am only following what feels right within me. I’ve never done something like that before.”


“This is crazy you know. If… Sehri if what I sense between you and Andro and the others is right… if you get hurt… he will never forgive me for allowing you to come.” Lisisa told her.


“Then why… why did you let me get on the ship?” Sehri asked her.


“Because there are only five people in the entire galaxy that could touch my brother when his shields are as high as they are now. Not even our father can do that without forcing his power on Andro. Those five are the women that command his heart and soul. Something tells me that you have just joined that small group. And if he reached out through you then he knows it as well.” Lisisa told her. “I can sense his Mindvoice resonance on you as I sense it on Sadi and the others. I can sense their touch on you as well Sehri.”

Sehri met her eyes. “I… I can’t explain it Lisisa.” She said.


“I can.” Lisisa said. “Your fever is making you more attune to your body. Your instincts are telling you what you want. That is the wolf within you Sehri. Even though you can’t shift your form you are still wolf and your instincts are starting to overpower what your people have forgotten through the millennia.”


“What does it mean?” Sehri asked her.


“It means that you belong to them and they belong to you.” Lisisa told her. “There is no other explanation. You would never have been able to breach his shields if you were not already part of him in some way.” She moved closer to her in the press of bodies. “You’ve been feeling them within Mindvoice haven’t you?”


Sehri nodded her head slowly. “Since… since the day we saw him on the monitor. The day he killed that man. All of them. I’ve sensed all of them within me.”


Lisisa nodded. “Just be sure Sehri.” She said. “With the way your fever is spiking it’s going to affect all of them. Andro, Sadi, Ne'Veha, all of them that are wolf. This is all very new to you Sehri… and you are very young.”

Sehri’s eyes flared. “I’m not a child!” She hissed almost angrily.

Lisisa shook her head. “I’m not saying you are. All I’m saying is just be certain that it is what you want as well.” Lisisa patted the small of her back. “The trigger to extend the Dragon Armor is on the inside on your right wrist. Touch the small button there and it will extend. It will feel funny for several seconds as it locks into place but once it’s done you’ll be fine. You are staying on the ship so you shouldn’t need it.”

Sehri looked at her shyly. “Thank you Lisisa.” She said softly.


Lisisa nodded her head. “Now go to the cockpit and talk to your mother. Try and make her understand. She thinks you have gone insane. You got about two minutes before we go dark.”

Lisisa watched her nod and then start moving around the bodies towards the cockpit. She felt Eotharon come up behind her. “Did you smell it on her Eotharon?” She asked.


Eotharon nodded. “Indeed I did.” He answered.


Lisisa looked at him. “Six wives and mates. Just like our father.” She said softly. “No matter how much he tries to run away from it… or tries to deny it he is more like our father than he realizes.”

Eotharon nodded. “And that is why we would follow him anywhere. And any member of your family… including you.” He stated calmly. He motioned with his head to Sehri’s back. “Something is holding her back though Princess.” He said thoughtfully. “She wants to embrace what her blood calls for but something is holding her back.”


Lisisa nodded. “Well… it’s not something we can worry about right now.” She stated. “Let’s get ready to deploy.”

EARTH
CRANAE ISLAND

FEBRUARY 4TH, 1100 HRS, EST

“…don’t know where other people got the notion that Andro doesn’t like to fly.” Sadi was speaking. “He’s been flying with Elynth since he was four years old. He loves to fly with her. It is something that helps to clear his mind and give him peace.”


“And give us fits with some of the stunts he does.” Carisia added with a knowing smirk. This brought chuckles from all of them and Me'alla leaned closer thinking she saw an opening.


“He is reckless when he flies?” She asked.


Sadi smiled. “Andro and Elynth are so closely bonded together that at times it is almost as if they know what the other will do before they do themselves. They can do things when they fly that others can’t. Not even the King and Torma. Well… perhaps not them.” Sadi said with a smile. “I wouldn’t call it reckless... I would call it beautiful.” 


“He doesn’t even take interplanetary transport anymore unless he is going to Eden City or some distant location. Nor do we.” Ne’Veha spoke. “Why would we when we have Elynth and our Bonded Brothers and sisters?”


Damn straight! Majeir commented causing Lu'ria to look at her and smile. What sister? She exclaimed. Walter said that all the time!


Me’alla leaned forward in her chair. “So you are saying that Senator Ulana is wrong in the recent statements she has made about the Prince not liking to fly? And the statements she has said about all of you.”


“What Senator Ulana chooses to say or not say is of no concern to us.” Sadi spoke. “She may profess to know him, but we are Andro’s wives and mates. I think we know him far better than someone who only saw him intermittently for several months. For her to say that Andro doesn’t like to fly is only one of the many comments she has made which only show she doesn’t know him as closely as she would like to think she does.”


“So she lied?” Me'alla asked.


Sadi shrugged her shoulders. “I wouldn’t say she lied.” She spoke. “She is ill-informed… that’s all.” 


“Prince Androcles ended his relationship with her the same day that you reunited with him is that correct?” Me'alla asked.


Sadi nodded. “Yes.”


“Senator Ulana states that several of the Prince’s sister threatened her that same day if she spoke out about her relationship with the Prince.” Me'alla said. 


Sadi looked genuinely surprised. “Really?” She said. “I… I never heard that.”


“Why would Ulana feel the need to speak out?” Lu’ria asked now. “What would be the reasoning behind that? Unless she wanted to besmirch Andro in public for some wrongdoing she perceived he made in dismissing her and ending what relationship they did have.”


“As you are well aware, the Leonidas family is very close but we are all individuals.” Sadi said evenly. “I will not attempt to speak for Andro’s sisters. They know the Senator better than I and whatever they did… if anything… I’m sure it was their way of protecting their brother.”


“Protecting him from what?” Me'alla asked.


“I don’t know.” Sadi said. “Perhaps speaking to one of his sisters will get that answer for you. We don’t have it.”


“And we don’t care.” Carisia added. 

Me'alla saw all of them nod in agreement with that statement. She shuffled in her chair and then looked at Sadi. “It appears… it appears you are all of the same mind.” She said.

“We are.” Sadi said.

“Yet you are his Anome.” Me'alla said.

Sadi nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “What difference does that make? As with Andro’s father and all the Queens, Andro loves each of us equally and without question. Just as Martin loves his mothers. Just as we love him… and each other. We can’t explain it to you for there are times we don’t understand it ourselves. But it is what we all feel within our hearts and minds. Of course we would speak with one voice, we are essentially one mind in many respects and that is how we see things.”

“Doesn’t that… doesn’t it cause conflict between…” Me'alla began.

Me'alla was surprised when all of them laughed softly and shared coy glances. It was Carisia who answered the unspoken question and she did so with a very sultry look on her face and in her dark eyes. “I would say there is more than enough of Andro to go around for each of us.” She said. “Even when we are all together.”

Lu'ria nodded. “Indeed there is.” She said with a knowing grin. 
Sadi smiled and nodded in agreement. “Let’s just say that Andro’s stamina is superior to anyone I have ever met. He is a true Alpha male… like his father and thousands of other males within the Union who keep their wives and mates very happy.” She didn’t know it then, but that statement would earn Sadi and all of them many points of honor and respect from the male population within the Union, as well as the females.

Me'alla looked at her data pad and then back to Sadi. “Senator Ulana suggests that she has a much higher pureblood PCC level than you Princess Sadi. Can you confirm for our viewers what your PCC level is? And do you know Senator Ulana’s?” Me’alla said.


Sadi shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know what Senator Ulana’s pureblood PCC level is.” Sadi answered. “Nor do I care.” She smiled. “I don’t even know my own to answer your question. It’s not something that I ever really worried about.”


“Isn’t the pureblood PCC level of a Lycavorian used to determine potential Mindvoice ability?” Me'alla asked. “You studied at the School of the Mages didn’t you?”

“The answer to the first part of your question is yes.” Sadi spoke. “And yes again to the second part. I studied there for almost four years under several different instructors as well as the Feravomir.”

“The School of the Oracles has recently released several bits of information from a classified report that lists you as a Category nineteen Etheric user based on the new measuring rules of Mindvoice ability.” Me'alla spoke looking at the data pad she held. Her Channel Manager had been sending her information on the pad since the beginning of the interview to help her formulate questions. 

Sadi’s eyes narrowed. “Really?” She asked calmly. “That is interesting… since the entire report was supposed to be classified.”

Me'alla pressed on quickly before Sadi had a chance to shut her down on this portion of information she had gotten. Her Channel Manager had not known where it came from, only that it had been sent at the beginning of the interview by an unknown source. “The report lists only five Category Nineteen users as the Director of the School of the Mages state. That includes Queen Aricia, Prince Denali, the former Pralor Wayonn, Prince Androcles’s Captain Jomann and yourself. Category Nineteen users have the most potential to rise in power. Could you comment on that?”

Sadi shook her head. “No.” She answered curtly.

“Are your fellow Crown Princesses also Category Nineteen Etheric users?” Me'alla asked.

“I don’t know.” Sadi answered. “Not that it matters.”

“The King is listed as a Category twenty-one and Prince Androcles as a Category Twenty user. They are the only two who have such a high rating. Most of the Union has seen what the Prince is capable of after the Senate vote, at least a small portion of what he can do. And there are rumors beginning to circulate that the King has used similar abilities in the rescue of Queen For'mya. Do you or the other Princesses have these skills as well?”

“Why do you wish to know?” Ne'Veha asked. 
“According to statements by the head of the DSM, it is his opinion that the abuse of these skills could take place. He believes all of the Royal Family needs to be tested again and then their use of Etheric power monitored and controlled by the DSM.” Me'alla said. “Do you agree with this statement?”

Sadi shook her head with a small laugh. “Controlled by the DSM? No… certainly not.” She said. “I’m sure it will give him a fit when he discovers Ne'Veha and I have now bonded with dragons as well. The DSM has no authority to do such things… he is a teacher… and the DSM is not part of the government. And there are many who do not follow his train of thought either. What exactly does he mean by abuse?”

“He doesn’t go into detail.” Me'alla answered.

“Yes… he doesn’t go into detail because he doesn’t know.” She answered. “I know the DSM Me'alla… I studied under him for a year. He is a pompous and arrogant little man who can’t not abide someone with abilities that surpass his. Why the Feravomir put him in charge is not something I understand, but she is the First Oracle of our people and perhaps she saw something within him I did not.” Sadi shifted in her seat to get more comfortable. “Mindvoice abilities… or Etheric power as it is now known because of recent discoveries… is inherent in all our people and the majority of vampires and some elves. It has been this way for millennia.”
Me'alla nodded in agreement. “That is true… but as we understand it more and become aware of what these abilities allow some to do… do you not worry about the abuse of such power?”

“Etheric power is based on pureness of blood. The percentage of Etheric users that even have the pureness of blood to advance this power beyond a Tier Three level is infinitesimal when held to the entire population of the Union.” Sadi answered. “It has always been this way and for millennia it has never been abused in any way. You know as well as I it is even a crime for us to do some of the things our abilities might allow. Because one man says we should be concerned, a man who if I am not mistaken is only a Category Seventeen by the new standards of measuring, we should all just take his word and begin persecuting these men and women?”

“He doesn’t advocate that Princess.” Me'alla said.

“He hasn’t said he doesn’t advocate that either.” Sadi told her. “It is well known what the King and Andro are capable of. As you have said yourself, most of the Union has seen part of what Andro can do. They have always had this power within them and in the twenty-seven years since Andro’s father returned and took his grandfather’s throne… has the King ever misused this power or lied to our people? No. Has Androcles? No. What the DSM wants is no different than what the Rothryn people must endure now and…” 

“KertaGai!” Carisia gasped.

Sadi stopped as Me'alla’s eyes grew wider. “Sibfla!” Sadi cursed under her breath.

“The Rothryn people?” Me'alla asked quickly. “I have never… who are the Rothryn people Princess? Have we… has a new race of people besides the Vanari been discovered and we do not know about them?”

Sadi thought quickly. “Our entry into the Beta Quadrant has allowed us to meet not only the Vanari but others species as well. I will say no more than that… I’ve already said too much. That is something that the Prime Minister will address at a later time. I will not comment on that any more. Period.”

Me'alla could tell that the Princess knew she had made a mistake and to insure that she did not lose control of this interview and have it cut short she quickly went to another line of questions.

“As you wish Princess.” Me'alla said. “Going back to PCC levels… does the PCC level also give an idea of how closely a Lycavorian is related to the Original Five Ruling Bloodlines on Lycavore?” Me'alla asked.


Sadi nodded her head and relaxed slightly. “To my knowledge yes.”


“Would you be willing to be tested again?” Me'alla asked.


“For what purpose?” Sadi asked her. “To appease Senator Ulana’s vanity?” 


“She alleges that since her PCC level is higher… she has more claim to the position you now hold as Crown Princess.” Me'alla said. “The position all of you hold for that matter as Crown Princesses.”


“And what would give the good Senator that idea?” Ne'Veha asked. “To the best of my knowledge the PCC level of a pureblood has never come into consideration when Lycavorians find wives and mates.”


“It only matters to Ulana because Andro is Crown Prince and next in line for the throne.” Carisia commented with a touch of contempt in her voice. “Anyone with a small bit of common sense can see that.”

“I am only stating things that Senator Ulana has already been quoted as saying.” Me'alla spoke quickly. “I’m not assuming her intentions by her statements Princess… only that she has said them.”


Sadi reached out and squeezed Carisia’s hand tightly turning to looked at her. “It is fine Enylarcopri.” She said softly. She turned back to Me'alla. “The facts are this… no matter what Ulana says or does, it will not change the reality that we are Andro’s mates. That is not going to change simply because the Senator wishes it so. Andro does not desire her in any way, shape or form, and no matter how much she rants or screams about it, that is not going to change.”


“And if she challenges that?” Me'alla asked.


Sadi canted her head to the side. “What will she challenge Me'alla? She can’t force Androcles to make her his wife and mate. If she wishes to challenge me in some way then I welcome her to try.” Sadi spat. “I have no problem putting the good Senator in her place if she wishes to pursue it. Andro did not scent her during their time together so she has nothing to base a challenge on.”

“You are certain of this Princess?” Me'alla asked.

“We are Andro’s mates and we have free reign within Andro’s mind. He hides nothing from us. Nothing. We have seen his time with Senator Ulana and we would know if this took place. It did not, no matter how much Ulana wishes it, so she has nothing to challenge. I am also an Alpha female… and I… we… will defend what is ours. In any way we need too. And Andro is ours without question.”


Me'alla was smart enough to know when to leave a subject before it got out of hand. It was very obvious that Senator Ulana was a sore subject with all of them, and being a female Me'alla knew why. The woman was attempting to insinuate herself into their lives and making claims and accusations that were angering many people, including the ones that her comments were mainly focused on.

Me'alla looked up. “Princess Ne'Veha… I was wondering if we could discuss your life before becoming the Prince’s mate. You met him after Princess Carisia had joined their lives correct?”


Ne'Veha nodded in return. “I physically met him and Sadi after Carisia had joined them yes.” She answered. “But as with all of us… we were already connected within our minds through Mindvoice. We just hadn’t realized it yet.”


“Can you tell us a little about it?” Me'alla asked.

SOLMAR
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[…daylight mission Milord.] Daio spoke softly to Andro at the rear of the STRIKER. He was using a shielded conversation with his Prince in order to have their words be private. He was a Tier Six Mindvoicer and a Durcunusaan officer so it was easy enough for him to initiate the connection and Andro instinctively strengthened it even more. 


Andro looked up from where he had been straightening the saddle on Elynth’s broad back. He turned his head and looked at Daio. He was just about the same age as Androcles, as were many of the Durcunusaan assigned to the SCIMITAR. They had been through different hells on Alba Tau, but there was no distinction when it came to that planet. Every battle there had been a nightmare for every Spartan who had taken part. Andro knew Jomann had reviewed every Durcunusaan soldier assigned to him in any way, and if Jomann had elected to keep Daio on the SCIMITAR there was a reason. It was likely that Daio’s deep connections to Sparta played a part in that decision. Daio had been born and raised in Sparta just as Jomann and Andro had. In a way Jomann was partial to those Durcunusaan who had been born and raised in Sparta like himself and Andro. It was a tiny flaw in his Captain’s mentality, but it was a flaw that Andro himself had.


[What other choice do we have Daio?] Andro spoke softly. [And stop with this Milord sibfla Daio. Not when we speak as we are now.]


Daio nodded his head. [I don’t doubt the necessity of the attack Andro. I don’t like what I think you have planned in your head however. Why you asked if we can contact them with our COM gear. I have an idea of what you are planning and Jomann would not be happy. I am not happy about it.]


[It’s the only way to buy us enough time for Sa'sur and the others to get here.] Andro told him.


[It will also serve to bring every Kavalian ship within range of this planet here.] Daio told him.


[I’m hoping by that time it will be over.] Andro told him.


[And if it’s not?] Daio asked.


Andro grinned. [Then we’ll have to figure something else out.] He answered.


[Why are you doing this Andro?] Daio asked him. Daio’s eyes lifted when Elynth's neck moved and her head came around to stare at him.


[Too many innocents have died because of our actions Daio.] Her voice filled his head easily. 


[My actions sister.] Andro corrected her.


Elynth’s golden eyes looked at her Bonded Brother. [Your actions are mine Andro, just as mine are yours. There is no distinction my brother. You know that.] She looked back to Daio. [We have to try and save as many as we can Daio.]


Daio nodded his head after a moment. [I understand that. I think you both carry a blame you don’t deserve but I can not change that.] He spoke. [But I will tell you this… with your father gone Androcles, you are who all of us look to. The moment I see it is hopeless I will act as my Durcunusaan oath requires that I act. I will secure your safety just as Jomann would expect me too.]


Andro met his eyes. [It won’t go that far Daio. I won’t let it. I know what is at stake my friend.]


Daio nodded and ran his hands along Elynth’s scales. [Then I will say no more about it.] He said. [Though I think Jomann will certainly give you a piece of his mind. Not to mention the Princesses.]


Andro smiled. [Of that I have little doubt.] He said.


Daio nodded. [I will prepare the others.]

[Daio…] Andro spoke drawing his eyes back to him. [Pass the word… I want the officer in charge of this Puma Bane detail taken alive if at all possible. Once we have secured the settlement move as many civilians as we can to the STRIKERs and call for the KADEN. We’ll send them north across the ocean and then break for the coast from here with the rest.]

Daio nodded. [Understood.]

Elynth and Ryner flew wing tip to wing tip through the winding valley approaching the settlement. Dorian and Andro both had their Dragon Armor extended around their bodies. The armor glinted in the sunlight and they rode low in their saddles because of it. Their psychic shields would serve to dull most of the glare from the armor. Dreamland’s scientists were working on a way to color the armor for operations at night and for general camouflage. The properties of the armor did not join well with coloring elements but Ben had told him they were close. Andro glanced over at his younger brother since he had been silent since they left the STRIKERs some miles back.


[Dorian.] Andro reached out for him.


Dorian’s head turned. [I’m scared fervon.] He spoke.


[As am I my brother.] He replied. [This is not limited to you.]


[You?] Dorian gasped. [But you have… you have done this hundreds of times.]


[And we are terrified each and every time.] Elynth answered as she tipped her wings slightly. 


[Just remember the training we have given to you brother.] Andro said. [You and Ryner are one… fight as one. Your psychic shield can protect you from most lighter weapons so be mindful of those carrying heavier ones and take them out first. You are more adept with your dual blades, but use your firearms until you close the range. Once you are among them, ignite the light within you fervon and let it shine. Elynth and I have seen it Dorian. Don’t hold back and embrace what is within you! Own this time fervon… own this time like no other.]

Dorian looked across the small distance that separated them from each other feeling the pride and confidence swell within him. It came from his brother, from Ryner, from Elynth. It came from the blood of both his parents. [I will make our father proud.] He stated.


Andro shook his head. [Our father is already proud of you fervon. Never doubt that.] Andro said. [Today… today begin the story of yourself Dorian Leonidas. Have faith… and begin your own legend brother!]

[Today we fight to free others!] Elynth spoke.


[And we will succeed!] Ryner chimed in with the same confidence swarming through Dorian.


[Break now fervon!] Andro barked. [I will meet you in the center of the settlement and we will burn the vileness clean as our Tenna’s words spoke not so long ago.]


[Ryner!] Dorian called out and Andro watched Ryner dip his right wing and peel away with skin flaying speed. His powerful wings rocketed him and Dorian over the nearby ridge and then he dropped from sight as he hugged the terrain. 

Andro turned his head forward and took a deep breath. [Very well my sister.] Andro said softly, his hands spread across Elynth’s neck scales and feeling the blood pound through her body. Their heartbeats were like one well oiled machine of precision and this is what set them apart from all the Bonded Pairs except their fathers. They were truly one in every sense of the word. [Once more we are called to act. His speed will put him in position in sixty seconds. Then we roll in and attack.]


Andro felt Elynth’s confidence flow through him now as well.


[And we will show them what a mistake they have made by coming here. I am tired of reacting to what others do.] She spoke.


The Puma Bane troops on guard along the top of the wall were expertly trained and very alert. They were Puma Bane soldiers after all, the finest within the KFI. The Bontawillians had used standard Union colony kits in establishing themselves on this planet. The prefab settlement walls were extremely sturdy and allowed for walking patrols along the tops of the wall. This settlement had been established along the northern edges of a river of medium width that supplied an abundance of fresh, clear water to the settlement. The two Puma Bane soldiers were on a normal watch patrol where they walked back and forth between the two T19 Missile Team positions that faced north. Another two T19 Missile Teams faced south on the southern section of wall half a kilometer away, giving the Kavalians a full three hundred and sixty degrees of coverage on the settlement. It was the smallest of the six Bontawillian settlements making up the whole of the colony. Just over five hundred civilians remained from the original population of two thousand. These surviving civilians were now locked down in the main auditorium of the settlement. The building had not been built to hold all of the people together so Major Marsin ordered that enough be culled to allow them to place their prisoners in one building. That had required nearly seventeen hundred civilians be killed during the taking of the settlement.

The two Puma Bane troops had laughed as they gunned down screaming men, women and children in the streets. The vast majority of civilians here were scientists or some sort of researcher so none of them had put up much of a fight and it had been ridiculously easy to trim their numbers as the major ordered. The mainstream of the Bontawillian people were nothing more than scientists and farmers and knew nothing of fighting. The two men were now bored and hoping that the attack on their comrades meant that at least someone on this planet was going to put up a fight. It was nearing midday and the sun was high in the sky and they were only minutes from being relieved.

That relief would never come.


The Puma Bane soldiers were good and both of them saw the flash of black against the daytime sky as Elynth screamed in from over the crest of the ridge, hugging the trees so close that the tips of the giant green and brown leaves brushed her belly. As they raised their weapons and began to scream out a warning they eyes grew wide as Elynth vanished in a shimmer of transparent light and reappeared not fifty feet in front of them, her talons extended out. Neither of them had seen Andro’s hand mash down on the teleportation control on the side of their saddle. Though they were designed for short range teleportation, the engineers at Dreamland had been working on the devices continuously since the successful teleportation of his father and Torma on Earth. Two new models had come out in the ensuing months based on that data and Andro had just installed the newest version in their saddle only two weeks ago. Ship to planet teleportation was still an iffy process… but the site to site teleportation had been deemed safe and reliable, though still limited in range.
Their combined focus was so precise that Elynth knew exactly what she was going to do after Andro mashed his hand down on the teleporter control built into every Mark Eleven saddle. They reappeared just where she had planned for them to and her front talons then landed upon and mashed the two Puma Bane troops into the walkway of the settlement wall as she brought her three plus metric tons down on top of them. She ignored the crunch of bone and the sound of her talons puncturing flesh and her armored head whipped to the left even as Andro extended his P190A3 from its bracket on the side of their saddle to the right and Elynth cut loose with the most powerful stream of flame tinged superheated breath she could generate.


That stream of flame reached the T19 Missile Team just as they began to react. Three thousand plus degree heat surrounded by open flame engulfed the three members of the Missile Team and instantly melted their missile tubes and parts of their bodies. Her flame tinged breath also served to ignite and detonate the stack of T19 missiles ready for use and one whole section of the wall erupted in a massive explosion. While Androcles Leonidas preferred to fight close where he could use his swords, he was more than an expert shot. His five round burst caught the missile toting Kavalian in the chest, the rounds walking up and to the right, blowing huge holes in the Kavalian’s lightly armored body. The last round impacted the launcher itself, the high velocity kinetic round punching through the casing of the launch tube and hitting the missile. The result was catastrophic as the missile exploded in the tube while the user began to fall and it sent shrapnel in all directions, effectively tearing apart the two other Kavalians in the Missile Team. 

Elynth’s head snapped to the south and she beamed in pride as she saw Ryner come tearing out of the western sky directly from beneath the sun and above the two missile teams set up on the southern wall. She turned her head back knowing they would succeed and unleashed her voice with a trumpet of anger that shook the nearby buildings. She felt Andro leap from the saddle and she then let loose with a sustained stream of her flame tinged breath, sweeping it across the ground in front of the exterior doors of the settlement. Nearly one hundred and fifty meters her flame reached out, igniting almost everything in its path to include Kavalian troops who were gawking at her in unabashed fear.


Andro landed in front of the massive doors, paused for only a second and then reached deep within his Talon Guardian reserves of Etheric abilities. With a scream not of rage but concentration he directed and set free a wave of Etheric power that struck the massive doors on their weak structural joints. The massive surge of psychic power struck the hinges of the doors not unlike the blast of a hurricane, only with five times the power. The metal was designed to withstand the elements and small assaults by primitive indigenous species, not an angry young man who commanded power most could not understand. The huge ten foot high doors buckled instantly and then blew inward at incredible velocity as the metal bent and then gave way completely. One huge now destroyed door crushed four Kavalian troops as it was propelled back into the settlement and that is when Daio shifted back to human form and with a howl of delight he rushed the now sundered opening in the wall.


The Spartans had gotten as close to the settlement as they were able in wolf form, some of them like Daio, closer than others and scrapping their fur covered bellies along the tall grass and brush. They had tensed briefly when they saw Elynth and Andro execute their maneuver and then Andro had leaped down to the front of the doors and blew them open with his Etheric power. This gave Daio and the others pause for only a split second as they marveled at their Prince’s actions and then, like any Spartan from history past, they charged lifting their left or right arms and sending a wave of Shi Viskas screaming forward of their rush.


Andro didn’t bother launching his own Shi Viska as the others zipped by his head and he simply reached up and grasped the two odd looking handles attached to the front of his combat harness. As his hands closed around the handles he snapped his hands downward and in a soft flash of white light he called the blades from Flatspace.


The Elven Weapons Master Nehtes knew of what Andro had done by giving the Iphan and Halize Rie Aellseleum to the Immortal Pa'cour. To him it had been an incredible act of selfless honor and trust that had moved the ancient elven Weapons Maker nearly to the point of tears when he heard of the circumstances surrounding it. When he had asked Jomann how it had come about and Jomann told him Nehtes knew…
“The Immortal Pa'cour knew of your skill at creating weapons Master Nehtes.” Jomann had told him. “Andro knew there was no time to do what Pa'cour requested. To honor his grandfather’s request that Pa'cour be blessed for his actions so long ago, he offered him his own swords. He didn’t hesitate in the least for he had seen something within Pa'cour and Yuri both that none of us did. It was a very moving moment.”

Nehtes had already been under a directive of the King to build some very special bladed weapons and after Andro’s gift to Pa'cour he knew what he would name the dual swords he was making for Androcles Leonidas. He had become the only Weapons Master that Martin Leonidas would come to shortly after the building of Eden City had begun. Nehtes had grown right with the Leonidas family, was allowed free reign within the Royal estates on both planets and was one of only three individuals outside of the immediate family and inner circle of friends that had physical access to all of them whenever he wanted. 
Androcles Leonidas was the most gifted swordsmen Nehtes had ever been blessed to witness in all his years of life. The swords he carried, whether he used one or both in combat, they were extensions of his very being. He could make them sing a song of battle that was filled with wondrous power but also incredible grace and speed. Nehtes had already forged the blades themselves and he only needed to complete the pommels. He knew Andro despised opulence in any form and he had forged two simple handles that looked like dragon talons. They were lovingly carved from nearly unbreakable dragon bone given to him by Arzoal, with the talons holding the blade in place. In the rear of each sword was a small power crystal just like in his father’s sword, allowing him thirty shots per sword of very intense, focused and powerful energy bursts of phased anti-matter plasma. 
Vada Saar for Cana rie Emanur. (The Light and Hope of Eternity.)
The first day Nehtes had seen Androcles wield the swords in a training exercise was a day Nehtes would never forget. One word had entered his mind as he watched that display with dozens of others.

Incorruptible. 
With Saar in his left hand and Cana in his right, Andro joined the rush of Spartans just as they reached where he stood.

Dorian gripped the edges of the saddle just as Andro and Elynth taught him. Not too tightly but then not too loosely. Just tight enough to feel the shift of his Bonded Brother’s muscles beneath the saddle and the rush of his blood through his veins. They had decided the best way to take out the two Missile Teams was out of the sun. It would blind the men and render the missiles useless firing into the glare of the sun. Dorian felt his pulse increase just as Ryner gained several hundred feet of altitude and then tipped over and dove for the surface. He saw a flash to his left that could only be Elynth’s unique flame tinged breath and then he had Ryner were within range.

Now brother! Dorian barked out.


Ryner drew back his head just a bit and then unleashed a searing stream of raw flame that reached down and fully engulfed the first missile team even as they were turning to view what was happening in the north. Ryner was a pure Firespitter dragon, and while still very young, some of his instructors had noticed the uncanny control he had over his flame streams. These dragons had been awestruck to discover the masterful focus bonding with Dorian Leonidas had granted Ryner and all of them were quick to advance his level of training to its maximum to take advantage of this. Ryner adjusted his downward trajectory slightly and continued burning that stream of flame across the southern walk way until it had reached the second missile team. The Kavalian shooter had been fast enough to twist his body and lift the launcher to face Ryner. Just as he pulled the trigger and the missile began to leave the launcher, Ryner’s intense stream of flame scorched the Kavalian Missile Team into blackened corpses. The exiting missile was engulfed by the intense three thousand plus degree heat and its warhead melted before leaving the weapon fully. The missile’s propellant added to the blistering flame that engulfed the missile team and added a small explosion that sizzled across their shields as they passed overhead. That small explosion threw Dantio and his Spartans into action and Dorian turned his head to see them rise from the ground just as Daio’s men had and begin to rush the southern entrance of the small settlement. The southern doors were always locked in an open position and even as Kavalian Puma Bane troops began to react quickly, another wave of Shi Viskas hurtled through the warm air to smash into their line. Screams and arcs of blood began to follow.

Ryner! Land just inside! Dorian barked. Elynth is sweeping to her right and you do the same. I will remain on your flank!


Hold on! Ryner barked as he dipped his wings and executed a near heart stopping turn and plummet towards the ground. He flared his wings a hundred meters from the surface, felt Dorian prepare himself and the moment he reached twenty meters Dorian leaped from the saddle. Ryner landed just to his right kicking up dirt as he did and let loose with another stream of flame across the right side of the wall. Dorian turned and saw Dantio leading the Spartans forward, drawing them so tightly into the ranks with the confused Kavalians that they could barely use their weapons. Weapons that did no damage against the Shi Viska shields that began to return to their owners streaked with blood and fur.


Dorian whipped his head around to Ryner. Just as Andro told us! He screamed. We sweep right along the wall removing any who might come up behind our men. They we cut to the middle and meet Andro!

Ryner nodded his massive head. Then let us begin!

Kelelm had never witnessed anything like it in his entire life. He was no stranger to combat and among the Rothryn people he was considered a superior warrior and a brilliant tactician. From the moment they had witnessed Princess Lisisa exit the STRIKER in the manner she had on Jeth’s back, Kelelm began to realize many things. As he and his three men situated themselves on their stomachs on the end of the lowered ramp and they began to sight down the barrels of the impressive sniper rifles they had been provided, Kelelm realized that these men and women, these Lycavorians, they were utter masters of war. The pilot of the STRIKER held them almost perfectly still five hundred meters above the ground and perhaps half a kilometer outside the settlement walls. What Kelelm saw within that scope was unlike anything he had ever experienced in his lifetime. Like the conductor of a fine orchestra, watching that wave of fifty plus Shi Viskas leap from the arms of the Spartans after being called from Flatspace was not something he could put into words. The Spartans closed far too quickly with the Kavalians inside the settlement for them to establish any sort of defensive perimeter. Once the walls had been breached at either end, the battle quickly descended into a slugfest. Kelelm watched as the two massive, armored dragons on the ground relentlessly pressed forward along the sides of the settlement driving terrified Kavalian troopers out of hiding and into the fray. If they didn’t kill them with devastating streams of flame first. Eotharon had mentioned that the Kavalian people were terrified of dragons for some reason, to the point that a single dragon could freeze many of them in horror. It was something within their genetic memories that made them fear dragons and the Union knew this and would use it. 
Kelelm witnessed the single Spartan moving with the Sinopia colored dragon, his combat movements nearly a blur. Kelelm realized this must have been the half breed brother of Lisisa Leonidas. He was using his vampiric ability to blur as he struck different Kavalians with lethal precision, always remaining near the left flank of the dragon that was burning Kavalians and tossing bodies into the sky with his massive talons and even blows from his huge wings. This was a different form of combat that was unlike anything he had ever studied or seen in person. The Spartans were using their shields as weapons, their P190A3s extended over the top of those shields and spitting death in every direction. Occasionally he would witness a shield streak across the field and strike a Kavalian, killing or maiming him. Kelelm knew their shields were controlled within their Mindvoice and Etheric ability, but to actually see it used in battle was something else entirely. The Spartans manipulated Flatspace with almost childlike ease. While his own people used Flatspace for some things, mainly the electronic tools their scientists carried, they had not yet obtained the knowledge and skill possessed by these men and women in either understanding it or applying it in battle.
Kelelm spied a Kavalian rise from the wreckage of the side of a building behind where Dorian and Ryner had already passed. He didn’t hesitate, drew in a breath and squeezed the trigger as he exhaled. The H40 responded to his action and sent a single 20mm shell into the Kavalian’s chest. His body flipped over from the tremendous force of the impact, a smoking hole in the center of what was once his chest. He could hear his men also firing when they discovered a target, providing a deadly support to the attacking Spartans. 

His mother had been right Kelelm thought to himself. The moment that their father had discovered the results of the tests done he had changed. He had become driven to do as the Prophecy dictated. They were Lycavorians in his father’s eyes. Whatever else his father felt, the instinctual draw of their peoples was undeniable and when he discovered this information it was as if his father embraced his instincts without hesitation. Kelelm saw this is the actions of the crew of the REAPER as they traveled here. They were treated as equals, invited into the quarters of people they did not know to have dinner and learn of each other. His father must have seen this, felt it somehow, because the longer Kelelm remained among these Lycavorians, the more he began to feel it as well. That they could not shift their forms never even came up in casual conversations. The Rothryn people were Lycavorians in the eyes of those within the Union and that is how they were treated.
Kelelm’s head turned when he felt the body come to rest beside him. “Sehri!” He hissed. “Go back to the monitor!”

“I wanted to see!” Sehri snapped back at him with wide eyes.

Kelelm motioned with his head. “Then look sister!” He rasped. “Look and behold battle unlike any we have ever witnessed.”
And look Sehri did. Her eyes found Lisisa and Jeth in the distance first as they circled the settlement below, twice plummeting towards the ground where Jeth unleashed a stream of searing breath killing something. She could see dozens upon dozens of men locked in close combat and darting between buildings and cover. She could see even more bodies laid out on the ground below. Sehri heard the implant come to life in her ear. All of them had been given the implants to better facilitate communications. The receiver implanted in the skin of their inner ear and the transmitter in their jaw line. 

“Colonel Kelelm I’m shifting position!” The voice of the STRIKER’s pilot sounded. “The Princess detected several Kavalians trying to establish a bunkered heavy gun position on the west side of Princes Androcles! She wants you and your people to remove them!”

Kelelm nodded his head. “Understood.” Kelelm answered instantly. 

Sehri felt the STRIKER begin to slide over and draw even closer to the settlement. That is when she and Kelelm both saw him.

Androcles was squatting behind several shipping containers with seven or eight other Spartans and exchanging fire with an equal number of Kavalians dug into the recently destroyed remains of a building. Sehri watched with amazement as she saw him rise and unleash a wave of Etheric power that buckled the ground in front of him, tossing objects into the air as it sped relentlessly towards the entrenched Kavalians. She watched as that wave struck the Kavalian’s position and most of them were tossed into the air like toys, the massive concussive wave of Etheric power shattering their weapons along with bones and internal organs. The Spartans wasted no time as they peeled away from around their Prince and the advantage he had just given them, several launching their Shi Viskas and the others firing their weapons.
“By all that we hold holy!” Kelelm gasped with wide eyes at what he had just seen. 
Kelelm continued to watch as Andro rushed forward as well, three psychic diamonds launching from his hands and catching two Kavalians in the open as they staggered to their feet. The shaped Etheric weapons punched through their bodies, tossing them aside with great force and leaving large wounds where the diamond shaped projectiles had struck. The obsidian colored dragon burst from the insides of a damaged building, sending concrete and small metal plates flying outward as she unleashed another gout of flame tinged superheated breath that caught two Kavalians in the open and instantly reduced them almost to ash. Sehri watched in awe as Androcles moved with stunning speed, scrambling up the foreleg that the dragon seemed to instinctively hold out for him, and leaping over her back to land among several Kavalians that were staggering about as if they were drunk. She watched his dual swords strike out and kill two of the Kavalians without any hesitation in the least, their heads loping into the air to fall to the ground near their bodies. The third he simply lifted within the grasp of his Etheric power and brought his hand down with a jerking motion, smashing the Kavalian amidst the remains of the building the dragon had just exiting with devastating force. Sehri knew from the way his body impacted that he would not be getting up. Androcles appeared to be shouting orders and he waved his arms towards several other Spartans who instantly began to move.
Sehri gasped when his head lifted and his eyes seemed to fall directly on her.

“Tallyho!” The pilot’s voice barked in her ear. “Target at ten o’clock! Kavalian heavy gun position!”

“We have it!” Kelelm barked as he sighted through the scope of his H40. “Preparing to fire!”
“Shit! Another one Kelelm! Three o’clock!” The pilot screamed. “This one is already unmasked! It’s firing!”

Kelelm felt deep impacts along the floor of the STRIKER, the heavy shells slamming into the armor of the ship. They were armored Kelelm knew, but from the force of the impacts he wondered how much damage they could sustain. His answer came at the new sounds and he turned when he heard the reverberation of shattering glass and the screams of wounded. The STRIKER heeled sharply to the right and began to spin around, Kelelm reaching for Sehri as she screamed in terror because she wasn’t secured to the deck as they were. Her body began to lift off the floor and Kelelm snatched her arms and pulled her close to him.

“We’re hit! Shit we’re hit!” The pilot screamed, her voice excited but still calm and in control. “Co-pilot is dead! Lost lateral thrusters and secondary engines. Instruments are fucked! I’ve lost attitude control! We’re going in! Fuck we’re going in! Brace for impact! Brace for impact!”

“Kelelm!” Sehri screamed as her brother pulled her closer.

“Do not let go of me!” Kelelm screamed at her over the roar and whine of the crippled engines. “Do not let go Sehri!”

Kelelm felt his stomach drop as the STRIKER dipped awkwardly and plummeted down. He felt Sehri ripped from his grasp just as they impacted the ground and began to roll. “Sehri!” He screamed before blackness overcame him.
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“…ask about the recent events surrounding the unusual birth of the latest Leonidas child. The son Queen Isabella was carrying. There are many reports filtering out now that the young man who has been seen with Prince Androcles these last weeks is this child. Can you comment on this?” Me'alla spoke.

“What would you like me to say?” Sadi asked.


“Is it true?” Me'alla asked her. “This young man is now fully grown and he has been like the Prince’s shadow. He has been seen with him in Sparta, at different military bases and at Thermopylae as well. If this is indeed the son that Queen Isabella was carrying, how could he be as old as he is?”


Sadi reached out quickly within Mindvoice to Deia and Gorgo. They were at Deia’s office watching the live interview she knew.


[What do I tell her Deia?] Sadi asked them when she connected easily with their MV resonance.


[Tell her the truth.] Deia answered. [It will come out eventually and better we control the how of it.]

[I agree.] Gorgo echoed. [Deia and I can address the questions that will undoubtedly come… but we should not lie.]

Sadi nodded and brought her attention back to Me'alla. “The young man who has been seen with Andro is the child Isabella had been carrying. He is Andro’s brother Dorian Leonidas, the son of Martin and Isabella.”

Me'alla looked at her with a stunned expression, fumbled with her words for a few seconds and then simply spit out one word.


“How?” She gasped.


Sadi smiled at her reaction and then turned to Carisia. “Enylarcopri… would you care to answer this? You know more about the situation and could better explain it.”


Carisia nodded. “Queen Isabella became inflicted with a very rare condition for vampire females who are pregnant. I won’t try to explain the details, Eliani or Queen Anja would be better suited for that, but essentially this condition… this disease… it breaks down the womb of a vampire female until she can no longer provide for the child she carries. It is a hereditary disease carried within the male gene and passed to the female children. It is extremely rare, but in every case it is fatal for the infant. At least until now.”


Me'alla blinked several times. “How… how was… how was Dorian saved if it is always fatal for the infant?”


Sadi leaned forward now. “Dorian was given an accelerated growth hormone while still within the womb. Queen Anja and her sisters, combined with Eurin were able to determine a procedure that would allow Dorian to be born before her womb failed. It… it was an untested theory, but they had to try. It worked… and Dorian joined us a month before Isabella’s womb would have been unable to sustain him longer. The serum they used was active even after he was born and did not fully run its course until he appears as he is now. He’s quite handsome don’t you think?” Sadi added with a smile.

“Yes… yes he is.” Me'alla blurted out before thinking. “But… but how… how could his mind develop at such an accelerated rate?” Me'alla asked. “Is he…?”


Sadi shook her head. “How do I explain this… just before he was born Dorian… Dorian experienced something similar to what happen with Androcles.” She said. “I don’t know the entirety of it, nor the more technical aspects, but Dorian bonded with a dragon while still within Isabella’s womb. Very much like Andro did. Because of this and the connection Bonded Pairs have with each other, his mind was protected. Actually stimulated would be a better word I think. Ryner… his Bonded Brother now… Ryner wrapped Dorian’s mind in a cocoon that was augmented by the Dragon Elder Mother’s abilities. Even as his body grew, so did his mind within that cocoon. His Bonded Brother shared everything of his life with him as Pairs usually do, and the Elder Mother added her own resonance to that, reinforcing it. Dorian is just as cognizant as any adult his age; he even was able to master Conceptual Dynamic Engineering thanks to the Elder Mother. A class I will admit I did not do well in at the Academy.”


Me'alla looked at her amazed. “This… this is amazing.” She gasped. “Then he is…”


Sadi nodded. “He is a very normal twenty-four year old man… yes. And very smart I might add.” She said. “He and Ryner have been training with Andro and Elynth since his growth stopped and he’s made amazing strides. He’s rarely been away from his brother. Everyone has noticed that he is a voracious learner and being around Andro so much has tempered his normal youthful urges somewhat. Though being around Andro and Elynth have also made him and Ryner more prone to doing wild things when flying. I dare say he is almost as skilled as Lisisa or Denali in many respects. And he has a very large sense of humor.” She finished that statement with a happy smile. “He was having dinner with us just last week and…”

There were billions of citizens of the Union watching the interview with the Crown Princesses with great interest and enjoyment. One citizen however had stopped what she was doing the moment Dorian’s name was mentioned.


Sheva Juconi was in the Durcunusaan Control Center of the villa coordinating the last transports as they left Earth and were taken in by the ships in orbit. Sheva had not wanted to be assigned to the newborn Dorian Leonidas as his Durcunusaan Captain, for she thought using Kavalian technology to accelerate his birth after all they had done was wrong and Sheva felt she deserved the better posting as Isabella’s Captain. She kept her other reasons to herself, revealing them to no one. Jomann and Isabella had insisted however and Sheva finally relented. Sheva had been there, seen all that Sadi Leonidas was telling the elf female, but she still did not believe it. Her mind could not grasp that what she was saying could happen. Jomann had sent her to a restructured class for Detail Heads, a six month course crammed into four weeks and taught by General Vengal himself. She had been away since the second day after Dorian’s birth and had not had the chance to get to know him at all except for a few times they were on Earth and he was training with his brother. This really did not matter to her because she viewed him as a child in many ways, but Sheva could also not help the feelings she had when looking at him. 
Sheva may have been more than three hundred years his senior, but she could not deny being drawn to him physically. She had seen him training in the mornings with Androcles and the definition of his muscular body was almost beyond belief. It matched his brother in every way, though he was slightly less burly than Andro in some ways. His short dark hair was jet black in color and his dual colored eyes were almost surreal to look at. That she found him so physically attracting conflicted with her mind telling her he was still just a child regardless of what Jomann and others told her. They knew she did not want this posting, that she would rather be assigned to Isabella as she originally was, but for some reason they would not reassign her. Jomann had promised to reassigned her once Dorian was more established and Sheva accepted that knowing he would not lie to her. Now she was just biding her time until Jomann made the switch and she was sent to be with Isabella.

Now… at the first mention of his name by Sadi, her full attention went to the monitor. The things Sadi was saying could not be true could they? Sheva knew Mindvoice existed; she was even able to use it herself on a limited level. She would normally be rated as a high Tier Four or a Category Twelve using the new measuring chart. Her fighting skills and intelligence are what had gotten her a slot within the Durcunusaan even though she was barely over five feet two in height and a hundred and five pounds. She had beaten men quite larger than her in combat training and this had gotten her noticed. Sheva could use Mindvoice if needed, but she did not truly believe or comprehend how this power could be manifested into the physical realm even though she had seen it used by Androcles. It was something she struggled with daily, and her obvious physical attraction to Dorian Leonidas was not making things any easier. She did not know what it was about him that pulled at her, but it was uncomfortable to say the least. She had not taken a lover into her bed in almost a decade now and she knew this was also having an effect on her. Though Sheva lived and worked among them daily and had many friends who were Lycavorian or even half breeds, she had never once considered taking a non-pureblood vampire or other species to bed. Sheva’s adopted parents, an older pureblood vampire couple that had taken her in when she was an infant because her parents had been lost in a transport accident; they had never been able to understand the feelings within her as she grew. Sheva cared for them deeply, but they were not her real parents and they never would be in her eyes.

Sheva blinked several times as her Durcunusaan COM unit began to chirp madly on her belt. She reached down and touched the small console and felt her ear implant come alive.


“Juconi.” She stated evenly.


“Sheva… move to the main villa.” Jomann’s voice ordered her. “We are ending the interview they are giving. We need to leave within the next hour.”


Sheva’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”


“We just received an insystem report from the ship bringing Lisisa and the Rothryn delegation back to Earth.” Jomann explained. “They diverted their course and went to assist Andro. When they arrived Andro was readying his forces to attack a Puma Bane encampment. Apparently they have begun killing civilians. We need to move! Now!”


Sheva was rising to her feet. “I told you it was a bad idea to let them go.” She hissed.


“Just get to the main villa and I’ll meet you there!” Jomann snapped.


“I’m moving.” Sheva spoke.


“…you comment on what exactly the King and Queens are doing? Or perhaps where they are for that matter? By all accounts they have simply disappeared from Union space. No one has seen them in the nearly six weeks since Queen For'mya’s rescue.”


“They are doing what they have always done.” Sadi answered. “Insuring the future and prosperity of our Union.”


“Yet no one has seen or heard from them for six weeks.” Me'alla spoke. “Can you say where they are or what they are doing?”


Sadi shook her head. “No.”


“Does anyone know?” Me'alla pressed.


Sadi nodded. “Andro and a few others yes. We can not reveal…” Sadi stopped talking when she felt Jomann and Sheva enter the patio area and all of them turn to look at him. Sadi rose to her feet quickly, as did Ne'Veha and the others. “Jomann?” She asked softly as he whispered to Aeqea and Kynthia.

Jomann moved up in front of her and looked at Me'alla. “I’m sorry… but we are going to have to cut this interview short. Something has come up that requires the attentions of the Princesses.” He spoke calmly and evenly.


Me'alla rose to her feet. “May I ask what that is?” She questioned him.


Jomann ignored her and looked at Sadi. [We need to go.] He stated within Mindvoice to all of them.


[Jomann… what is wrong?] Lu'ria asked moving closer.


[It’s Andro!] Sadi exclaimed as she lowered her MV shields from the high state she always held them in and for the first time she felt her beloved Andro’s Mindvoice resonance and the mishmash of emotions that were coursing through him. She glanced at Ne'Veha and the others as they too felt it now and turned back to Jomann. [What is happening Jomann?] She demanded.


[I will explain on the way.] Jomann told her. [Right now we need to leave. General Vengal is briefing Deia and Gorgo. He will join us in orbit when he is finished.]

Me'alla stepped closer. “Princess Sadi what is happening?” She asked.


Sadi looked at her. “If you will excuse us Me’alla, we need to end this interview now. I’m sorry.”


“Can you tell us what is happening?” Me'alla asked excitedly.


“No… I’m sorry.” Sadi spoke moving past Jomann as his hand guided her and the others towards the door.


Me'alla attempted to step forward and Jomann imposed his bulk in front of her. “You should begin gathering your things. Another one of my officers will escort you out.”


Me'alla glanced over his shoulder. “Princess Sadi… this is the perfect time to show how open Prince Androcles truly is!” She almost shouted. “Whatever it is that is happening… this is where trust is forged!”


Sadi stopped and turned her body to look at Me'alla. “We… we have trusted before Me'alla and the Netnews has not been very grateful.”


“I am not them!” Me'alla exclaimed moving closer. “I have no political agenda! If I did you would not have allowed me to do this interview! I am not a fool Princess! I know there are many things we can not know as a people… yet there is much I could show our citizens. The bravery of our men. The thinking of our Prince. These are what our people want to see. What they want to know!”


Sadi stared at her for a long moment before her gaze went to where Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria stood. Ne'Veha simply shrugged her slim shoulders while Carisia and Lu'ria shared a quick glance before both of them nodded. Me'alla was right and perhaps it was time. Sadi turned back to her. “Very well.” She stated. 


“Princess…” Jomann began to protest but he saw the set of Sadi’s jaw and stopped himself. “She will answer to Dilaen and no other! Her broadcasts will be monitored and also recorded.”


Sadi looked at her. “Jomann is Andro’s Captain. It is his rules or you don’t go further.” She spoke.


Me'alla nodded instantly. “Yes… of course.” She said with wide eyes not really believing this was happening. 


“Enough!” Jomann spat. “We have wasted enough time! We’re leaving!”


Sadi glanced at where Eliani and Brendi sat on the bench of the new STRIKER DT Mark II Variant as she moved up the ramp. Zarah and Lucia sat opposite them quietly. As she felt the ship begin to lift into the sky she turned and looked at Jomann.


“Jomann… you will tell us what is going on right now!” She snapped as Ne'Veha and the others moved up around her. “There is a reason Andro does not lower his shields and why he demands we keep ours up as well! But it is not so we are the last ones to discover he is agitated and angry!”


Jomann took a deep breath. “I have not spoken to him directly Sadi.” He answered. “But I know why he has done it.”


“Well?” Carisia snapped.


“Had you discovered what was happening before now you would have wanted to depart Earth immediately. Before we were ready.” Jomann answered her. “All of you would have wanted to leave and dismiss what we have done in the last few hours. Andro didn’t want that.”


“What is happening Jomann?” Ne'Veha asked. “This mission he and Dorian went on to Solmar was supposed to be routine.”


Jomann nodded. “And it was… right up until the Kavalians decided they wanted Solmar as a forward base and invaded.”


“Invaded?” Sadi gasped. “Son vada carians!”


“The SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing has already departed.” Jomann told them quickly. “The Durcunusaan Reactionary Division is already loaded with the Human 82nd Cataphract Division. We will join with the WASP-Assault Transport Carrier KINDRED SOUL and then rendezvous with the SCIMITAR and her Wing and continue on to Solmar.” He reached out and took Sadi’s arm. “He has the Spartan company from the SCIMITAR with him and from what I understand Lisisa and the company with her has now joined with him. She apparently intercepted the transmission from Sa'sur and moved to his location.” 


“Lisi?” Carisia asked. “She was escorting the Rothryn delegation to Earth.”


Jomann nodded. “She was.” He spoke. “A secure transmission came from Captain Lunerr and he let us know what they were doing.”


“You should have told us!” Sadi gasped.


Jomann squeezed her arm. “I should have… yes.” He stated plainly. “But having you and Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria charging off into the unknown would have only made things worse and you know it Sadi.”


Sadi met his eyes and nodded her head after a long moment. “You… you are right.” She said softly.


“I imagine the four of you will want to prepare for the support mission.” Jomann said. “General Vengal will be waiting for you on the KINDRED SOUL. We should arrive at Solmar in a little more than twenty-four hours.” 


Sadi nodded. “Yes. Of course.” She said softly.


“Zarah and Lucia have a rundown of what Andro has with him right now.” Jomann said. “You know Andro Sadi. All of you do. You know what he will do and what drives him. Do not let your concern for him override what you know of your mate.”


Sadi turned as Zarah’s hand touched her arm. “Come Sadi.” Zarah spoke. “Lucia and I will brief all of you.” She said.


Jomann watched as Zarah drew them over to where Lucia sat and they huddled together around the small chart table. He looked at where Me'alla sat with her crew and was staring at him wide eyed. He stepped over to her. “You have heard things that could very well get many people killed if it becomes common knowledge before we are ready. Your reports to your office will be filtered heavily until we have arrived and know what is going on.”


Me'alla nodded quickly. “I understand.” She said. “I will not betray the trust Princess Sadi and the others have put in me.”


“Good. The punishment for doing so would not be pleasant in the least.” He spoke firmly. “I will have one of my people get you situated when we board the KINDRED SOUL and Dilaen can take those duties when we arrive on the SCIMITAR.” He told her. “For now… stay seated and do not press others for information. There will be plenty coming your way when this thing kicks off.”


Jomann turned toward the rear of the STRIKER and moved up beside where Sheva stood watching him. “Bringing them was a bad idea Jomann.” Sheva spoke motioning discretely to Me'alla and her crew. 


“I don’t disagree.” Jomann told her. “But Sadi made the decision and it is done.”


“We should not have let them go on this mission!” Sheva spat. “He is no where skilled enough to be operating with Prince Androcles! I told you this!”


Jomann focused his blue eyes on her. “I know you resent being assigned to Dorian, it shows in your attitude towards him every moment of the day… but you need to get over it!” He hissed. 


“I don’t resent it!” Sheva snapped softly.


Jomann moved closer to her. “Yes you do.” He stated. “I don’t know where these feelings come from Sheva, but as Durcunusaan we go where we are assigned. That is our oath. I have seen you with him since your return and you treat him as if he is some child with no intelligence or mind of his own. Believe in your mind what you will… but do not allow that to influence the way you treat him. Dorian Leonidas is far more skilled than you give him credit for. You have only been back a week and you have only been around him twice in that time. You know nothing about him or who he has become. I suggest you learn that first… for if your attitude continues I will recommend to Androcles that you be reassigned to the Durcunusaan Command Center on Apo Prime permanently. Is that understood?”


Sheva met his eyes knowing that he would do exactly what he said. Jomann had already done something similar to two other Durcunusaan troops who he felt were detrimental to the Prince’s detail. Being assigned to the Command Center on Apo Prime was a sure way to have your career come to an undignified end. The men and women guarding the Command Center there were older Durcunusaan who had held the positions for decades. They were ruthless to those assigned there as a disciplinary measure for they took the protection of the Command Center and Royal Estate as some sacred duty only they could perform. Most who were assigned their for one infraction or another eventually quit the Durcunusaan and returned to their normal field units for they could not take it. It held a very negative stigma to it. Sheva nodded her head.


“Yes.” She finally said.


Jomann nodded. “Good. I won’t mention it again as long as you don’t give me cause.” He told her. “Queen Isabella saw something in you Sheva… that is why she requested you become part of her detail those months ago. Do not disappoint her.” Jomann shifted his 190A4. “You and I are now the senior members of this detail. Aeqea and the others will look to us. I did that for a reason as well.” Sheva looked at him with surprised light green eyes and Jomann smiled. “You think I supported the Queen’s decision to keep you as Dorian’s Captain because you are a woman? You know battle, just as I do, and your influence will help those who head the details of the Princesses. Don’t think for a moment that I don’t trust your skills Sheva Juconi.”


Jomann had never told her this before and despite herself Sheva felt a swell of pride within her chest. “Thank you Jomann.” She said finally.


Jomann nodded. “We will be moving quickly when we arrive on the KINDRED SOUL. Keep them focused on their duties… and for nubous sake… make sure they don’t allow the Princesses to kill the witch.”


Sheva looked at him puzzled. “Witch? What are you talking about?”


“I don’t know how it came about… the general will probably tell us when we get aboard but the good Senator Ulana somehow manipulated her way into coming with us.” Jomann said.


“That elg'caress!” Sheva gasped. “How?”


Jomann shrugged his broad shoulder. “I don’t know. Just make sure they keep Sadi and the others from killing her.”


Sheva met his eyes. “Is that even possible?” She asked.


Jomann smiled. “That’s your job.” He stated. “If it was up to me… I’d vent her out the nearest airlock. Welcome to the Durcunusaan Sheva.”

