CHAPTER FIVE
SOLMAR

FEBRUARY 4TH, 1315 HRS, EST


Sehri opened her blue eyes and groaned softly at the pain that filtered through her mind. Her nose could immediately detect the scent of heavy smoke and the coppery smell of blood. Burning metal also assailed her nostrils and Sehri lifted her head from the crook of her arm where it rested. Fresh pain caused her to gasp as her head rose and she fought down the wave of agony as her eyes opened fully. She looked to her right side and saw the torn bulkhead of the STRIKER DT ship she had been riding in. She could just make out glimpses of the sun through the smoke and dangling wires that had made up the wall of the ship. The impact must have torn open the side of the ship, scattering metal and equipment everywhere as the STRIKER had gone down. Sehri could hear the scattered sounds of weapons fire and some shouting, but it was not as close as she had expected. Sehri got her hands under her and began to lift her upper body from the deck. As she rose, the searing pain that shot through her leg and lower body made her scream out in agony. She twisted her head around to look behind her and her eyes grew wide when she saw the eight inches of bloody, jagged metal sticking through the back of her thigh and a smaller piece protruding from her lower back. The one inch thick beam in her leg looked as if it came from the ribbed interior frame of the ship. She rolled over very slowly, gritting her teeth against the pain as she dragged her leg over and flopped half onto her back to keep from pushing the smaller sliver back into her abdomen.

“Sehri!” The voice called out and she twisted her head around quickly to see her brother pushing his way around a section of bulkhead that led into the rear most portion of the ship near the ramp area.


“Kelelm!” Sehri barked.


Kelelm gave the hanging bulkhead a final push and stepped into the section of the STRIKER where he knew his sister was. She had been ripped from his grasp and sucked back into the STRIKER’s innards by the gravity of spinning. His safety line had kept him from being sucked out into the open of the rear of the ship, his two men not as lucky as the force had torn their safety lines free and sent them hurtling into the open maw of the ramp and out of sight. The impact had caused the deck of the STRIKER to buckle and heave upwards directly under him and had Kelelm’s harness not been as tight he would have suffered a similar fate. He did not escape injury however, as his right arm hung next to useless from a dislocated shoulder and his face had several deep lacerations on it.


“Sehri!” Kelelm gasped as he came up next to her and saw how she was positioned half on her side. His eyes took in the blunt end of the metal sliver that protruded from both sides of his sister’s leg.


“Kelelm… it hurts!” Sehri gasped gripping his arm tightly with one hand as she tugged at the helmet she wore.


“Be still sister!” He rasped at her taking his own helmet off. “We are crashed within the settlement Sehri. There still might be these Kavalians around. You must be strong!”


Sehri nodded as she finally got the helmet off and pushed it to the side. She forced herself on her elbow and saw how he was favoring his arm and the lacerations on his face. “Kelelm… you are injured!” She hissed.


Kelelm shook his head. “Not as badly as you sister.” He answered bending over her and inspecting her wounds carefully. “Clean penetrations. I don’t think they hit any major arteries.” He glanced up at her and could see the pain etched onto her face as well as the beads of sweat that rolled down past her temples. Her jaw was set however, and she was enduring the pain as well as she could. The look of determination on her face made Kelelm’s chest swell with pride. Sehri was truly not like her older sisters in the least. Osbela and Ibani would have been balling loudly had they been in a similar situation. “I must find a medical kit.” He stammered lifting his eyes to search the interior of the crashed ship.

Sehri pointed to deeper in the ship. “I saw one secured to the bulkhead just before going into the cockpit.” She hissed out the words.

Kelelm nodded and began moving forward to search. The interior of the STRIKER was a complete loss. They had hit with such force that the frame of the aircraft was buckled and cracked in several different places that Kelelm could see. He was amazed that they were even still alive. No ship within the Rothryn fleet could have taken such damage and survived as intact as the STRIKER was. He shoved aside some webbed seating and his eyes saw the large red container still attached to the bulkhead. The door to the cockpit was crushed into the frame of the ship and he could just make out the dangling arms of the pilots. He would check on them after he treated his sister he thought as he ripped the medical kit from the bulkhead clamps and began to make his way back to Sehri.


Kelelm could hear weapons fire nearby as he moved back through the tangle of circuitry and crushed frame of the ship and settled beside his sister once more. He glanced towards the rear of the STRIKER forty meters away and could see the upper back portion of the ship nearly touching the ground, but the actual ramp door itself had been torn away leaving the rear of the ship open to the outside. His keen eyes could detect the lower body of one of Lisisa’s Spartans protruding from under some of the heavy equipment crates they had been carrying, the man’s body appearing to have been crushed. He wondered if the others had been thrown out of the ship like his men because they were not secured with safety lines.


“Kelelm!” Sehri hissed in pain drawing his attention back to her.


Kelelm dropped to his knees beside her and began to yank at the clamps of the medical kit to get it open. “Hold on sister!” He rasped to her.


Kelelm got the kit open and began rummaging through the contents looking for some item that could be a pain killer. “I don’t know what is…”

“Kelelm!” Sehri barked.


“Sehri I don’t know what they use for pain!” He snapped back.


“Kelelm… behind us!” Sehri screamed causing her brother to whirl around reaching for the K12 magnum he still wore on his leg with his good arm. His eyes grew wide as he saw the Kavalian soldier beginning to lift his rifle towards them and his fingers closed around the K12 but knowing he was too slow because of his injured arm.


Three booming shots echoed in the confines of the crashed STRIKER and both of them saw the Kavalian’s chest erupt with the impact, sending his body flying back out the rear of the STRIKER. Their heads turned to see the mass of metal and two webbed seats heave off the floor and Eotharon rose from his back, his right hand holding the K12 tightly. He shoved with a loud grunt and managed to push the debris from his body and get to his knees. Kelelm could see his eyes had changed to that of his wolf persona and his long fangs were fully extended as he shoved more equipment from in front of him and got to his feet with measured movements. The left side of his body armor was sliced open and Kelelm could see the blood stains covering his abdomen and hip as he staggered forward towards them, but Kelelm also saw clear and focused eyes.


“Eotharon!” Sehri gasped as she recognized him immediately.


Eotharon shook his head several times to clear the remaining fogginess from his brain and then came up beside them. “Not exactly… the most proper of landings!” He grunted, his eyes taking in Sehri’s injuries. “Little One!” He gasped moving around to her side opposite Kelelm.


“I don’t know what…” Kelelm began.


Eotharon met his eyes seeing the pain from his own injuries on his face. Eotharon didn’t hesitate and reached across Sehri’s body to grasp Kelelm’s wrist. He yanked his arm upward and out, Kelelm nearly passing out from the pain as Eotharon popped his shoulder back into place. The pain faded quickly however with the adrenalin surging through his body and he flexed his fingers to return the feeling to them. 
“The small blue pills! Orange container!” Eotharon hissed. “Give her one now! It is a stimulant!”


Kelelm looked down into the kit and found the container with those pills, tearing the cover off and dropping half a dozen into his palm. He got his fingers around one of them and dropped it into Sehri’s open mouth. She swallowed without question, her eyes never leaving Eotharon’s face.

“That will keep you from going into shock Little One!” Eotharon spoke as his fingers probed the area on her lower abdomen and leg. “We are still in battle and I can’t give you pain medicine in case we have to move. You are wearing the newest form of our ArmorPly Body Armor. It will sense your wounds and begin a modified treatment that will stabilize you and stop the bleeding. The medical properties built into the armor will begin kicking in shortly. You will feel a warm sensation over the portions where you are injured and then you will know it is working.”


“Eotharon… I’m… am I going to die?” Sehri gasped.


“Yes… you are!” The voice behind them growled.


Eotharon and Kelelm were turning before the words had finished being spoken but it was far too late.


At least for the four Kavalians that stood behind them with their rifles leveled at them.

WASP-CLASS ASSAULT TRANSPORT
KINDRED SOUL


Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria followed Jomann through the corridors of the ship right behind the KINDRED SOUL’s security escort, Sheva bringing up the rear with Aeqea, Me'alla and her two crewman in front of them with wide eyes at what was happening. Me'alla was no fool and she knew something big must have been going on for the Princesses to have been pulled from the planet so quickly. The crew members of the KINDRED SOUL quickly got out of the way as they moved.
 
Three minutes after landing they were entering the bridge of the ship, some sixteen decks up from the forward landing bays of the KINDRED SOUL. Landing bays that were the size of entire ships in some cases due to the new WASP-Class ship’s role and duties within the Fleet. As they entered they were assailed by the reverberating voice of a human male who stood no more than five foot four feet tall. He looked to be in his late thirties to early forties and was obviously a man chosen by Ben O’Connor.

“…prep all Troop Bays! Lock all drop pods into launch positions! I want to be ready to shit all over the Kavalians the minute we enter orbit!” The human man turned as Jomann led Sadi and the others onto his bridge and he straightened up just a little.

“Captain...” Jomann spoke.


“Captain George S. Patton!” The man barked bowing his head slightly. “At your service Princesses! We have secured your ships and our Task Force is preparing to jump to meet with the SCIMITAR’s Strike Group.”

“Strike Group?” Sadi asked surprised.
Patton nodded his head. “From what I understand, other parts of her entire Strike Group have responded from areas near Earth and Apo Prime at Sa'sur’s orders. When we get there… we should have adequate firepower to blow the Kavalians right straight to hell! If you’ll excuse my choice of words Princesses.”


Jomann looked at Sadi quickly for he had studied human history intensely. He turned back to Patton. “George Patton… as in…”


The man nodded his head. “Don’t know how many generations have passed since he was alive and I don’t care. I’m one of his descendants and I carry my name proudly.”


Jomann nodded. “As well you should Captain.” He stated with some respect. “He was an inspired leader if his time.”


Patton motioned them to the side of the busy bridge. “General Vengal is coming up from the aft landing bay and I told him I would lead you to our Staging Lounge. He can fill all of us in then. I must lodge a protest however Princess… I do not like have politicians on my ship. They are no better than cannon fodder to me, always getting underfoot and asking stupid questions.” He looked at Me'alla and her crew. “Present company accepted of course. I’ve been following your work at Channel 65 for a few months now. Impressive.”

Me'alla looked very surprised and it showed on her face. “Thank… thank you. I think.” She said softly.


Sadi glanced at Jomann and nodded. “We feel the same Captain.” She answered. “I imagine the General will inform us of what is happening when we meet him.”


Patton nodded and motioned for them to follow him. “The Staging Lounge is this way.” He said beginning to walk. “The 82nd Cataphract Division Mobile Commanders are already there conferring with the Durcunusaan Commanders.”  


They exited the bridge and moved down a short corridor to a set of double doors that were being guarded by two Durcunusaan soldiers and two human soldiers from the 82nd. They were ushered in without delay and as they entered, the doors on the opposite side of the room opened to admit Vengal, two of his officers and none other than Ulana and an aide that walked behind her. Sadi bristled at the presence of the younger woman but kept her face impassive when Ne'Veha and Carisia took her hands and squeezed tightly. Ulana exuded arrogance and when her eyes found Sadi they darkened considerably. The glare bounced off Sadi with barely any reaction from her and when Ulana’s eyes fell on Ne'Veha and the others hoping to intimate them all she found was hostility staring back at her.  

The Durcunusaan Division Commander turned toward Vengal as they all came up to the table, Ulana having to squeeze in between the 82nd’s Commander and his aide even though the table was large enough to accommodate all of them around it easily. The Lycavorians in the room could sense the unspoken dislike floating between the women in the room easily, while Vengal and the others already knew of it. There was little that escaped the commander of the Durcunusaan. It was why, even as an elf, Vengal commanded the complete loyalty and trust of not only the entire Royal family, but also every living Durcunusaan. It also helped that his daughter was the Anome of General Daniel Simpson and Vengal was considered family by every living Leonidas.

“General… we’ve uploaded the last data burst from Captain Sa'sur.” The Durcunusaan Colonel spoke. “It came from Captain Lunerr of Princess Lisisa’s ship.”


Vengal nodded and moved over between Sadi and Carisia, leaning over to kiss both their cheeks and then doing the same with Ne'Veha and Lu'ria. “I’m truly sorry I did not inform you sooner but all of you would have done something rash, and that is not what we needed and I think you know that.”


Sadi nodded her head, understanding his actions. “Thank you Vengal.” She said. “And you are right.”

Vengal nodded and turned back to the Colonel. “Mosont… what do we have?”


The Lycavorian Colonel stabbed down on the large chart table. “The situation is fluid at the moment but according to Captain Lunerr, Androcles has established a small base camp on the southern continent here based on his last data burst to them. The REAPER is remaining outside the planet’s gravity well under Shroud and acting as a secure relay right now. The six Bontawillian settlements are established on the larger continent north of his position. They are all within a hundred kilometers of this major power plant. According to Lunerr, Andro was heading to this northern settlement to conduct an attack and free the colonists. It is the smallest and only forty kilometers from the coast. An earlier night attack by Andro and the remainder of the Omega Team resulted in the Kavalian Puma Bane Commander executing nearly fifty civilians in retaliation.”


“Wait.” Ulana exclaimed. “What… what is an Omega Team?”


Vengal glanced at her from across the table. “You are not cleared for such information Senator… I’m sorry.”

“General Vengal,  I am a Senator of the Union and a member of the Union Defense Committee.” Ulana spoke. “I assure you… I have clearance.”

Vengal met her eyes and smiled. “Contrary to what you seem to believe Senator Ulana… you do not have clearance to everything. Ron?” Vengal turned and looked at the human commander. 


The human commander, a man of medium height and deeply tanned skin leaned forward and began speaking before Ulana could respond. Major General Ronald Washington was thirty-seven years old, and the most experienced human commander among all of Earth’s forces. His dark brown hair held a small amount of gray in it, but aside from that his five foot ten body was in superb condition. He had commanded the two dozen or so Special Operations units that the humans had fielded during the war with the Evolli, and they had performed superbly. Working in concert with many Drow units, they had wreaked havoc behind Evolli lines on numerous occasions.

“Princess Lisisa went in with the Spartan Company stationed on the REAPER.” Ron spoke now. “The Prince’s last orders were to send the Spartans to reinforce their base camp and Lisisa would remain with him as they hit the settlement. No reports have come in since… but given how long it’s been, it’s almost certain the attack is already under way.”


Vengal nodded. “No bets against that.” He stated. 


“Preliminary reports indicate the Kavalians are not fully established.” Mosont said. “Ron and I agree that they probably still have the majority of their infantry forces in and around the settlements and Sa'sur says Andro’s last report to her gave her instructions to remove all of the DIATAGA’s the moment we jumped into the system. They must have the bulk of the Kavalian equipment still in orbit.”


“Ships in orbit are Sa'sur’s problem.” Vengal said. “She has more moving correct?”


Washington nodded and motioned back towards Apo Prime on the chart. “She recalled the majority of the SCIMITAR’s Strike Group under the Royal Command Directive Urgent Storm. The last of them will join with her two hours before we do. Captain Patton has also discovered that to complement her Attack Force she pulled twelve MOONLANCER-B Missile Cruisers from the yards at Apo Prime. What she has should be more than a match for the Kavalian ships we know are in orbit.”

“Unless they call for more.” Vengal spoke.


Sadi shook her head slowly now. “They’ll know it’s him soon enough.” Sadi spoke softly as she looked at hm. “Vengal… what he’s doing… we can sense what he wants to accomplish. He’s doing it to save as many civilians as he can. Have Admiral Ceneu deploy two Fleet Groups under Shroud to these four different areas.” Sadi said pointing to the chart. “They are to stop any reinforcements to the Solmar sector at any cost.”

Vengal didn’t hesitate. “Captain Patton?”

The man was already moving. “I’m on it!”


Vengal turned back to Sadi. “He’s going to reveal that he’s on the planet isn’t he? Draw all of their attention away from interaction with the civilians and focus it on him.”


Sadi looked at Carisia and the others and nodded her head as she turned back to Vengal. “Yes.”


“They’ll undoubtedly surge out of their staging areas and try to capture him.” Vengal spoke. “Leaving light forces to guard the civilians.”

 
“You are moving Union military forces into The Wilds!” Ulana spoke up. “That should be approved by the Prime Minister and the Union Senate to insure we do not infringe upon our trading partners territory or rights.”


Sadi took a deep breath and then turned her head to Vengal. “There is a reason I brought Me'alla and her crew Vengal.” She spoke calmly. “I’m not entirely clear on why… on why the Senator is here. Perhaps you could enlighten me?”


Vengal began to speak but Ulana cut him off. “The Union Senate reserves the Right of Embarkation. We can board any warship within the Union Fleet in war or in peace to witness ongoing operations. The Prime Minister can not deny us that right for it violates Section Nine of the Union Charter if she does. And I will be transferring to the SCIMITAR when we rendezvous with her.”


Sadi glared at her. “The Right of Embarkation?” She hissed. “That has not been used in over seven hundred years.” She snapped.


“Perhaps not by others before me.” Ulana answered confidently. “But I am different. You should have studied the Diplomatic Bi-Laws more thoroughly while in the Academy Princess.” Ulana told her smugly. “That is something you should know.”

Vengal let his hand brush Sadi’s arm firmly, but hidden from Ulana’s eyes. “The Prime Minister deemed this was an appropriate action to take Sadi.” He spoke. “I disagreed… but was overruled by both her and Panos.”


Sadi looked at Vengal keeping her temper in check but wanting nothing more than to rip Ulana’s face off. “Panos?” She asked.

Vengal nodded. “He was very adamant.”

Sadi caught the hint of a message in his words and finally nodded her head. “Very well. Vengal insure all sub space communications off this ship and then off the SCIMITAR when we arrive are secure and have the approval of one of us or yourself before they are sent out.” She spoke motioning to Ne'Veha and the others. 

Vengal nodded. “Done.” He said.


“You can not refuse me communications!” Ulana snapped. “You don’t have the authority to do that!”


Sadi met her eyes. “Perhaps you should have done your homework before invoking the Right of Embarkation.” She growled. “Then maybe you would have caught the part that says you fall under the most senior officer’s authority. Section thirteen, paragraph nine. As Crown Princesses of the Union… that happens to be us Senator. If we are not available then it is General Vengal as Commander of the Durcunusaan.” 
“He is… he is an elf and a military officer!” Ulana spat. “I do not answer to him!”

“He is the fifth most senior military officer in all of the Union!” Washington snarled out before anyone else had a chance to answer. “He’s also been alive a hell of a lot longer than most of us in this room Senator! I suggest you remember that!”

Sadi turned to Vengal, dismissing Ulana before she could reply. “Andro’s STRIKER DT Mark II Variant is on the SCIMITAR… we will need it prepped by our ground crew and ready to launch the moment we transfer.”


Vengal nodded. “Already sent word ahead.” He spoke. “I’ll be riding with you if you don’t mind. At least until Captain Patton has got the KINDRED SOUL down on the surface.”


“How soon before we reach Sa'sur’s position?” Sadi asked.


“Twenty-two hours nine minutes Princess. Two jumps.” Mosont answered looking at her. “Another thirteen from there back to Andro. We are keeping track as well Princess.”


Sadi nodded with a small smile. “Yes… I suppose you are.” She said. “Vengal… is there some place we can speak privately.”


“I have a right to be involved in what you are planning!” Ulana snapped.


Sadi looked at her with blazing jungle green eyes. “Not in this reality!” She snarled back before turning and then staggering to the side.

Vengal reached for her just as Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria all staggered slightly away from the table. “Sadi!” He gasped.


Jomann had reached for and now supported both Ne'Veha and Carisia while Aeqea had grabbed Lu'ria’s arms. “What is it?” Jomann gasped looking at them. “Sadi?”


Sadi shook her head. “Something… something has happened.” She stammered. 


“With Andro?” Jomann barked.


Sadi shook her head quickly. “No!” She answered. “We felt… we felt terror and pain! It was… it wasn’t Andro.” Sadi turned and looked at Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria. “It’s the same, it’s the same presence we felt at the Senate vote!”


“She’s with him!” Lu'ria rasped gripping Carisia’s hand. “Sadi… she’s with him!”

SOLMAR

FEBRUARY 4TH, 1325 HRS, EST


Androcles Leonidas was his father’s son far more than he would ever admit.


Whether it was making war, or loving those who were his wives and mates, the similarity was obvious to all. Until he had felt her a short time ago, Androcles had pushed what he and the others had felt at the Senate vote to the back of his mind. All of them had. But then sensing her on Lisisa’s ship as he had, tasting her Mindvoice and Etheric resonance, it had brought all of the emotions and new feelings they had tried to bury back to the forefront. He had acted quite by  instinct then by sending his aura through the connection that they had shared. He gently probed and explored, expressing his interest and intense desire to her through Mindvoice, and feeling her instinctual acceptance and delight at his attentions. He had been aware of her presence on the STRIKER, felt her excitement and bravery, and then her fear as the ship was hit and began to spin out of control until it crashed several hundred meters away from him inside the settlement. She was calling to him and did not even know it and this action only succeeded in one result. The same result had it been Sadi or any of his mates calling to him.

It turned Androcles Leonidas into a heat seeking missile.


Sadi was the core of Andro’s heart and soul. She, more than him, had utterly accepted that other women would share their lives as mates and lovers. She had embraced this from the outset and was far stronger for it. It was Sadi’s recognition of this that finally allowed him to completely acknowledge it as well and now he felt it within him just as powerfully as she did. As they all did. They did not know her name but she was a powerful beam of light within their minds and filled with passion and desire for them as well as extreme intelligence. She was not as focused as they were, but Andro could feel her growing in strength and clarity because of her connection to them. She was not something they were willing to sacrifice to the fickle gods of war.

Elynth had sensed it within him seconds after he did and her response had been simple and very direct, as was her nature.


Go to her now! Let nothing stop you my Bonded Brother! Go!

That is exactly what Androcles had done. And he was not alone. Daio had seen him break towards where the STRIKER had crashed and without thinking he had followed his Prince. His oath as a Durcunusaan demanded it, and would be the reason his future would alter in the days to come. Across the settlement, the newest Leonidas son had also felt it within his brother, and without even a single pause, Dorian and Ryner began to carve their way in that direction while Elynth flew above them all and swept Kavalian soldiers aside like a tornado. It was this action that finally broke the backs of the Kavalian defenders. The Puma Bane soldiers were trained to harness their fear of dragons, to use it. After the initial attack caught them by surprise they had quickly dug in however, making the Union advances difficult and not without cost. The Union STRIKER crashing nearby with Sehri in it had sent the Durcunusaan and Spartan troops with Androcles into a frenzy. Their attacks became more ferocious and Shi Viskas began to sing in the midday air as they fed off the aura of their Prince that was unwittingly permeating their heads within Mindvoice.

Andro leaped easily over the top of a destroyed Heavy lifter, his wolf eyes blazing bright as the rear of the STRIKER came into view. He clutched Cana in his right hand, spotting half a dozen Kavalian troops moving for the rear of the ship. With barely a thought Andro lifted his left arm and his Shi Viska flared into existence and launched in the blink of an eye. He didn’t hesitate and followed his shield as it streaked toward the Kavalian troops, razor like blades extending from all around the shield’s edge. He was twenty meters away when his Shi Viska struck the lead Puma Bane soldier just above his shoulders and sent his head flopping through the air as it sped off, his body continuing forward at a run for another few feet before dropping to the ground. The remaining five soldiers turned and saw Andro bearing down on them and they lifted their combat rifles, sending a lethal barrage of kinetic projectiles at the foolish Union soldier. Their eyes only grew wider as they saw their rounds begin to harmlessly impact some sort of bluish shield encasing the soldier who was wearing gleaming gold armor with crimson streaks on the shoulders and chest. The Lycavorian was insane looking as he charged them, his empty hand filling with a handle of some sort and then a wicked looking sword blade appearing from that handle as if by magic. As they stood there and began to try and reload their weapons Andro fell upon them.


The first Kavalian, dismissing trying to reload his weapon, simply swung his rifle like a club with a wild scream. Saar came up instantly and with a powerful flick of his wrist, the sword sliced through the mechanism of the rifle and sent it spinning away in two parts. Cana plunged forward then, the blade of the sword driving through the center of the Kavalian’s chest and erupting out between his shoulder blades, splashing his comrades with blood. Andro didn’t stop his forward momentum, dipping low to his right and spinning around while sweeping Saar in front of him. The Dragon Armor forged metal blade claimed another victim as it decapitated the next Kavalian with barely a pause in its motion. Andro ripped Cana free of the Kavalian’s chest as he spun and brought that blade whistling forward to chop the leg out from another Puma Bane soldier. As that soldier began to fall, screaming out his agony, Andro’s right fist pummeled forward holding the pommel of Saar. The small bluish ball of power left his fist instantly and crossed the two meters to another Kavalian smashing into his chest. The ball of Etheric power lifted the Kavalian off the ground and sent him hurtling into the air screaming in agony as every bone in his upper body was crushed. He did not need to worry about landing for Elynth chose that time to sweep in from above and snatch his body into her curved talons. With barely a blink she ripped the Kavalian in half, ending his screaming and then tossing his body to the sides as she dipped her wings and began to turn back.

Four more Puma Bane troops appeared from behind a building, sprinting towards Andro with savage cries of rage. These four never even got close. Andro saw a flash of blackness and then two of the Kavalians were lifted off their feet and driven into the unyielding side of the building they had just run around. The shadows unwrapped instantly to reveal Dorian who then smashed his helmeted head into the face of one Kavalian while driving one of his Dragon Armor forged dual fighting knives, almost identical in appearance to those his Uncle had given to Yuri, into the throat of the other. With a trumpet of anger, Ryner blew through a stack of equipment containers, his jaws opening and closing on one Kavalian even as his huge wing was whipping around to smash into the body of the fourth Kavalian. The muffled screams of the Kavalian died as Ryner bit clean through his body and jerked his head to the side tossing his lower body one way and then spitting out his upper body to the other side. The Kavalian he had hit with his wing smashed into more crates upside down, falling to the ground in agony from dozens of broken bones. His pain would not last as Elynth flared her wings and landed, one of her talon equipped feet crushing the life from him while impaling two of her curved talons through his upper body. Dorian looked down at the stunned Kavalian he had hit in the face and simply reached down with both hands and grabbed his head. He twisted with all of his combined vampire and wolf strength and the man’s neck was instantly broken into dozens of pieces and he died instantly.

As Andro whirled back around to face the last two Kavalians he had attacked, he saw one already on the ground impaled by a Nehtes that now was driven a good two feet into the dirt. He saw Daio holding his right hand out fully extended, the K12 booming as he sent seven rounds into the last Kavalian’s upper body even as he was moving forward. When he got close enough to the Puma Bane troop, his left hand grabbed the dying man’s lightly armored front and yanked him closer. Daio placed the barrel of his K12 against the man’s head and pulled the trigger with no hesitation in the least.


“Nubou forn!” Daio screamed as the man’s head exploded like an over pressurized coolant tank.


Andro’s eyes went to the rear of the STRIKER now, his sensitive nose detecting the nearly overpowering apple walnut scent of a female within her fever, and the fear that was pulsing through that scent. Sehri’s Etheric resonance echoed within him and it was filled with terror. Daio was beside him now and he quickly slapped his Prince hard in the shoulder. He too could detect the scent and the meaning behind it, as well as the fear. 


“Go Andro! We will hold them!” Daio barked.  





Andro didn’t hesitate and was shifting to his wolf form before Daio’s words had finished echoing in the air.

“Eotharon… I’m… am I going to die?” Sehri gasped.


“Yes… you are!” The voice behind them growled.


Eotharon and Kelelm were turning before the words had finished being spoken but it was far too late. At least for the four Kavalians that stood behind them with their rifles leveled at them. Sehri’s eyes grew incredibly wide, as did Kelelm’s, even as Eotharon smiled broadly staring down the barrels of four rifles. One Kavalian’s eyes narrowed.


“You laugh in the face of your death!” He snarled jerking his rifle up even more.


“In the face of yours.” Eotharon commented.


“By the gods of our people!” Kelelm rasped out the words.


The Kavalian who had spoken realized Kelelm wasn't looking at them when he spoke and he turned his head sharply behind him, his own eyes going wide. Standing behind them with blazing azure blue eyes was the largest wolf the Kavalian had ever seen in the intelligence files of his people. Nearly three and a half feet tall at the shoulders and easily close to three hundred pounds by the looks of it. Those eyes stood out against the jet black fur that surrounded the muzzle of that creature, it’s lips drawn back over savagely long front fangs capable of tearing flesh easily, and it’s hugely muscular body poised to leap.

“Fuucckkkkk!” He screamed beginning to bring his rifle around.


He would never make it.

It was the most beautifully savage thing Kelelm had ever witnessed in his life and it was a moment in time that he would have forever. Everything seemed to slow around him as he saw the massive black wolf leap into the air directly at the Kavalian, it’s right front paw, easily three inches across and equipped with vicious looking talons, ripped outwards to strike the Kavalian in the neck. That single blow tore open the man’s neck, nearly severing his head from his body, blood arcing into the air as his body went sailing across the confines of the STRIKER to smash against the hard bulkhead. As the wolf continued its leap it was already changing and in a single blink he saw the form of a tall, exceptionally powerful Lycavorian in luminous gold armor take shape. A glimmering sword was in his right hand and as the large body of the Lycavorian finished spinning around that sword had already taken the heads of two more Kavalians before they even realized they were under attack. Their bodies were falling as Kelelm saw the eight inch long psychic knife burst from the left fist of the young man as the last Kavalian was turning. It entered just under his furry jaw and drove upwards with the force of the blow. In a display of strength unlike any Kelelm had ever seen Andro extended his left fist, his psychic knife fully imbedded in the Kavalian’s head and slamming him into the top of the damaged STRIKER with a sickening thud. The Kavalian’s body was clearly six to eight inches off the deck and his weapon clattered to the deck from twitching and suddenly useless hands. Andro’s eyes were ablaze with that azure blue glow, and his mouth was open to expose the vicious looking dual fangs that Kelelm would later learn were unique to the Leonidas bloodline. Kelelm watched in awe as the Kavalian’s legs convulsed madly and his eyes became nothing more than dark orbs as Andro twisted his hand slightly and he solidified his psychic knife inside the man’s head.

“Never! Never touch her!” Andro’s voice growled in a clearly vengeful tone.  

Andro yanked his hand back, the psychic knife still clearly evident, and he watched the body of the Kavalian fall limply to the deck. Andro’s chest was heaving in exertion and slowly the helmeted head turned to face them and those eyes settled on his sister. It was almost as if a switch flipped then, for the savage looking expression disappeared completely and the psychic knife vanished. With a simple nod of his head, the polished and blood stained Dragon Armor began to retract instantly and he was reaching for his helmet. Kelelm watched as he yanked if off and tossed it to the deck. Kelelm saw the dark hair and neatly trimmed goatee now and he watched as Andro moved for his sister, dropping to his knees beside her. Kelelm moved to intercede his body between them but Eotharon grabbed him and held him back, quickly shaking his head.


Sehri stared at those azure eyes, caught in their grasp as she was, the desire and want that swept through her quickly pushing aside the pain she still felt. She gasped in new sensations and delight as Andro quickly lowered his head to nearly touch hers and her inhaled deeply of her rich apple and walnut scent. Filled with pain and fear at the moment, but still very sweet to him. Sehri gasped as well, his aura suddenly surrounding and embracing her, filling her with warmth and passion and love, all of her senses coming alive like they never had before. Kelelm could only sit there and watch in shock as his sister’s pain filled face changed then and became animated and bright. She gasped as Androcles took another deep breath and she could feel his Etheric resonance embrace her fully. His nose brushed against her cheek and then across her lips, her hands coming up to take his face within her grasp without fear.


“You should have stayed on the ship.” Andro spoke the words only centimeters from her own quivering lips.


Kelelm watched in shock as his usually very demure sister grasped Andro’s face tighter and she pulled his lips down on hers with confidence. Sehri kissed him hungrily, a hunger Andro returned with fervor, and though she had never kissed a man before Sehri soaked up his essence and reveled in what it made her feel. His armored hand came up to grip her head gently, holding her up so they could deepen the kiss, something Sehri did without hesitation.


Andro reluctantly pulled his lips from hers after a long moment, his blood screaming within his veins almost as brightly as it did for Sadi. He took a deep breath, her hands still on his cheeks staring at him and he looked at her. “You should have remained on the ship Sehri.” He spoke finally, Kelelm’s eyes growing wider as he spoke his sister’s name. How did he know her name if they had just met?

“I… I could not.” She answered him.


“You are a stubborn woman.” Andro commented with a grin as he lifted his head slightly and studied her wounds for a moment.


Sehri watched his face, the most beautiful face she had ever gazed at, as his eyes studied her injuries and then his hand came up and a finger touched his ear.


“Sa'roh?” His voice barked.


“Here Andro!”


“Status?”


“Daio already ordered me down. One hundred meters west of your position.” Sa'roh answered immediately “Dantio and the others are just now reaching the auditorium to release the civilians.”


“Lisi?” Andro spoke lifting his head up and looking at the top of the crashed ship.


“We’re not seeing any movement at all Andro.” Lisisa answered over the COM implant which all of them wore. 


“You and Jeth remain airborne for now.” Andro told her. “Daio… secure an evac corridor to get the civilians out of the settlement to the STRIKERs. And order the KADEN in. Dantio?”


“We’re entering now Andro.” Dantio spoke and Andro could hear the excited voices of dozens of different men and women. “Number looks about right.”


“Dantio… losses?” Andro asked.


There was a moment of silence before Dantio answered. “Sixteen that I know of for sure.” He replied softly. “I’m still getting a headcount of our people.”


“Daio?” Andro asked.


“Eleven confirmed Andro.” Daio answered in that subdued voice. “They put up a much better fight than we expected.”


Sehri watched Andro’s eyes close for a brief moment and she felt the anguish wash over him. She reached out quickly and took his face in her hands and she saw that anguish quickly pass as she tried to touch him with her own aura as much as possible given she did not really know how to control it. She saw him nod slowly to her.

“We leave no one.” Andro spoke. “Get the civilians moving. Sa'roh… I’ll meet you at the LZ. Have Haridl standing by… I’m bringing her a priority patient.”


“Understood.”


Andro looked at Sehri. “It is better if a medical person removes these. I need to lift you Sehri. Draw from me what you need.”


Sehri nodded her head quickly understanding what he meant as his arms began to slid under her body and she laced her own arms over his broad shoulders.


“I can carry her!” Kelelm spoke as he moved forward and started to rise painfully in order to protect his sister’s virtue and honor.


Andro’s eyes lifted as he got his arms under Sehri’s legs and her waist. “You are injured as well Kelelm… better that you do not injure yourself further. Your sister’s honor is more than safe with me.”


Kelelm met those azure eyes and nodded after a moment. “Of that I have little doubt.” He spoke.


Andro nodded and turned back to look at Sehri. “Ready?”


She nodded quickly. “Yes.” She answered, opening her mind to Andro’s and preparing to use whatever she needed to dull the pain of when he moved her.


Andro smiled. “This is not exactly the way we had envisioned meeting you.” He spoke softly. “Sadi and the others will be angry with you for this.”

Sehri was about to answer when Andro lifted her and she grit her teeth against the surge of pain, quickly drawing a part of Andro’s tolerance for pain into her so she did not pass out. He stood up fully with her petite form in his arms and looked at her once more as her face relaxed somewhat. “Can we go now, or is there something else you wish to see?”


Kelelm saw his sister glare at him, but in that glare he saw a love that was reserved for those who would share your life forever. A love that his wife and mate gave to him everyday. As Eotharon griped his arm and helped him up fully Kelelm had a sense that life was going to be very different in the future.


Haridl dropped the smaller piece of metal to the deck of the STRIKER and returned her gaze to the open wound on Sehri’ side. She lifted the portable scanner and nodded her head. “Good… no slivers remain.” She spoke. She looked up at Sehri. “The medical filaments in your armor did their job. I will…”


Haridl’s implant cackled in her ear. “Hari… we need you!” Danito’s voice echoed. “We have wounded coming in!” 


Haridl looked at to where Andro was watching and saw him nod. “Go! I will finish.” He said.


Haridl nodded and grabbed her kit and began moving past the throng of recently freed civilians as they crowded the back of the STRIKER. Andro knelt in front of her, Kelelm beside her and holding her hand. The upper and lower portions of her armor, including the lightweight fatigue top had been removed leaving nothing more than a loose t-shirt that was partially soaked in sweat and outlined her pert, medium sized breasts perfectly. Kelelm’s eyes watched as Andro took the large medical patch bandage and began to apply it to the wound on Sehri’s side. Not once did his eyes wander from their task Kelelm noticed, even though his hands were so close to Sehri in such an intimate way. Given the social values of their people, this is not something Sehri would have allowed of a man she had just met. To view her in such a way and allow him to touch her so. It was only another sign to Kelelm that things were going to be very interesting from now on.

“This patch will anchor itself with micro filaments and feed your system with antibiotic fluids and additional enzymes that will assist your healing system.” Andro spoke holding it firmly to her side for a moment. “It will drop off in a few hours when it runs its course. Do not remove it.”

“I will insure this.” Kelelm said.


Andro saw her shiver slightly. “You are cold?” He asked.

Sehri nodded quickly. “Inside the ship… yes.” She answered. 

Andro began to unbuckle the clasps along the sides of his own upper body armor. Kelelm and Sehri watched intently as he removed it quickly and they saw a similar fatigue top which he unbutton quickly and pulled off. Sehri barely held in the gasp of wanton desire as she saw his entire upper body bared to her eyes for he wore no t-shirt under the fatigue top. Her blue eyes quickly took in the flaming tattoo on his abdomen, the numerous scars and the Talon Guardian Brand on his upper chest. Kelelm for his part recognized the body of a fellow warrior and based on the scars he determined this was not a man who spent much time inside. His skin was deeply tanned and the muscles excruciating in their detail. Andro reached up quickly and draped the top over Sehri’s shoulders. She swiftly put her arms through the sleeves and drew it tightly around herself.


“Better?” He asked.

Sehri nodded and without thinking she reached out and drew a finger across the brand of the Dragon Talon. Her eyes grew slightly wider when she touched it for it was directly over his heart and she could feel the thumping of his powerful heart under her touch as well as the warmth of his skin. The texture of the brand was unlike any burn or injury she had seen and it almost pulsed with a life of its own.


“What… what is this?” She asked softly.


Andro reached up and pulled her hand away gently, bringing her fingers up to his lips where he kissed them softly. “Something you can discover at a later time if you wish.” He said. “Something… something all of us desire.”


“They are… Sadi and the others… they are coming aren’t they?” Sehri asked in a soft whisper voice.


Andro nodded as he reached down and pulled his armor back up, slipping it over his skin and beginning to refasten it. “Yes. They will be here in under a day if all goes well.” He replied. “You however… you are finished exploring the unknown. At least for now.”


They looked up as the female elf came up and placed her hand on Andro’s shoulder. He looked up into Sa'roh’s face. “We’re almost ready.” She spoke.


Andro nodded and turned back to Sehri. “You will return to our base camp with Sa'roh. We are going to head north with those civilians we could not get loaded this time around. They will return for a second trip and we should return about the same time as your mother coming down from the REAPER. I understand she practically held Lunerr at gunpoint in order to get him to release the last STRIKER.”

Kelelm grinned. “She can be persuasive.” He said.


“I am coming with you.” Sehri stated firmly.


“Sehri you are injured!” Kelelm exclaimed.


Sehri’s eyes never left Andro’s face. “The medicines are working and I will only grow stronger as my healing system kicks in. You know this.” She stated calmly. “I don’t want to… I don’t want to be away from you Androcles. Not… not so soon after discovering you.”


“Sehri… it will only be for a few hours.” He said.


“I’m coming with you!” She spoke more firmly and slowly got to her feet. The pain in her leg had become nothing more than a dull throb by now.


Andro got up as well and looked at Kelelm. “Is she always this stubborn?” He asked.


Kelelm looked at his sister and shrugged his shoulders. “She never listened to our mother and father when growing either.”


Sehri snapped out with her hand and hit him in the abdomen. “Kelelm!”


“Very well… but I will carry you if you show signs of weakening.” Andro spoke. “We will be moving relatively fast to put as much distance as we can between us and this settlement. They’ll be looking for us shortly.”

Kelelm looked at him. “The attack was perfect.” He said. “They won’t discover we were here for several hours.”


Andro shook his head. “They’ll discover we were here in several minutes.”


Kelelm looked confused. “How?”

Andro grinned. “I intend to tell them.” He said.

KAVALIAN AD-HOC HQ

GENERAL AZLENR’S COMMAND CENTER
1430 HRS, EST

“…go more easy if you will only tell me what I wish to know. That is why I have brought you here.” Azlenr spoke to the vampire who was kneeling before the portable desk. Azlenr was standing beside it, Makali and Byka standing to the side with two Kavalian soldiers holding their weapons on the man.


Robaran looked at the man. His face was swollen on the right side from his broken cheek, his eye puffy and nearly shut. His entire body was sore and only Haridl’s blood had given him the strength to recover as much as he had from the beating the Puma Bane troops had given to him. He had been stunned into silence when his long time elven lover had appeared out of nowhere alongside the younger brother of Prince Androcles. She could not treat him as much as she wanted too and after only fifteen minutes she had kissed him goodbye with tears in her eyes. Robaran had decided to ask her to be his wife the moment she left. He would not let such a woman of strength leave his life.


Of course… he had to live through this as well.


“And if I don’t know or won’t tell you the answers to your questions then you give me back to your Puma Bane dogs?” Robaran snapped. “I’d rather you kill me now. Get it over with.”


Azlenr looked at the man intently. Azlenr had no particular hatred for vampires; they had never done anything to him. He only fought them because he was ordered to. The man appeared to be in superb physical condition, probably only a few hundred years old and he was obviously well trained in resisting interrogation or Marsin and his men would have gotten him to talk. His demeanor alone told Azlenr he was no ordinary Union Spartan.


“I have been around enough soldiers in my life to know that you are not a common foot soldier.” Azlenr spoke calmly. “If I had to guess I would say Union Special Forces or a member of their Durcunusaan. I understand your loyalty but these are questions that we can already deduce from your actions. You and your fellow team members managed to kill twenty Puma Bane Commandos before you fell. That is no small feat.”


“It’s easy enough when the only thing they are trained for is killing helpless men, women and children.” Robaran hissed. 


“A… regrettable occurrence… but one I did not have knowledge of and one I did not endorse.” Azlenr spoke. He stepped away from the desk and tossed several printed frozen images on the floor in front of Robaran. The bodies of several Puma Bane troops and the large dragon print. “Last night someone attacked a small Puma Bane encampment in the mountains above the northern settlement. They killed the ten Puma Bane troops with nothing more than bladed weapons and escaped without leaving any trace of where they might have gone. The weapons used were mostly your Nehtes and swords. We can also confirm there is at least one dragon here as well. Now… we know that only your Durcunusaan uses swords… and this action was far too precise for standard Union Spartans. We also know that many of your Durcunusaan are… connected to dragons. Bonded Pairs you call them. How many of them are on this planet and where are they hiding?”


“You don’t know half of what you think you know!” Robaran spat at him.


“You might be surprised at what we know.” Azlenr spoke calmly. 


“I doubt that… General Azlenr’Macoe.” Robaran spoke looking at him.


Azlenr looked more than slightly surprised that the vampire knew who he was, but this only confirmed to him that he was something more than a normal soldier. “You know who I am?” He said calmly.


“I know who you are.” Robaran snapped. “And him.” He said motioning with his head to where Byka sat on the edge of the table. “General Byka’Caleo. The two men given most credit for cracking the High Coven defenses around Tenari. You always work together and in the war with the Coven you failed only once and that was because you had a traitor in your midst who warned the Coven you were coming. Yeah… I know who you are.”


“You seem awfully well informed for a common foot soldier.” Byka stated calmly as he looked at him.


Robaran shrugged. “What can I say…? I watch the Netnews.” 

Azlenr moved in front of Robaran and squatted down. “Humor?” He said. “For a man in your position, humor is not something I would expect.”
“I’m dead anyway.” Robaran said. “Why not have a laugh before I die.”

Azlenr looked at him and smiled. “No… I don’t think that is what you believe.” He said. “You are filled with hope that your fellow soldiers that escaped will come for you. That they will somehow find a way to rescue you.”

“They’re already gone.” Robaran said.

“Doubtful considering your… shall we say… your mood.” Azlenr told him.

“Dying in service to my King… to my people… that is what makes my mood!” Robaran spat. “Pride! Honor! Things you have no knowledge of if you butcher children in the streets like they are animals!”

One of the guards lifted his rifle to slam it into the back of Robaran’s head but Azlenr held up his hand. “No!” He barked. “We are not Puma Bane and we do not treat prisoners in such a way!” He got back to his feet and turned his back to Robaran. “I told you that was not my doing.”

“I’m supposed to believe that?” Robaran barked. “I watched those Puma Bane troops shoot children in the back who were only trying to find a place to hide! And they laughed as they did it!”

Azlenr looked over at Byka who met his eyes. That sounded like something Marsin’s men would certainly do and it was the reason they had not wanted to use the Puma Bane troops to begin with. Keleru was insistent for some reason however and he finally had no choice. Azlenr turned back and looked at him. “It is the truth.” He stated evenly. “I have no reason to lie to you.”

“And I suppose you didn’t support your precious Keleru in blowing up the Union Senate Building on Earth and killing over a thousand innocents. Among them two hundred children whose only crime was trying to learn. Bet you didn’t support that huh?” Robaran snapped. “You must think I’m really stupid.”
Byka came to his feet now and looked at him. “You lie vampire!” He snarled. “Just like your Netnews lies! The KFI supported no such action!”

“You’d better check your facts on that bub!” Robaran snapped. “Just like you butchered hundreds of children within the borders of the High Coven when you invaded for no reason!”
Azlenr held up his hand keeping Byka from replying. “Now it is you who should check your facts. We had solid Intelligence that the High Coven was about to launch more poison missiles on our homeworld. We could not allow that to happen again. We were defending ourselves, nothing more.”

Robaran looked at him with wide eyes. “I suppose that is what your leaders told you huh? No one even knew the Kavalians had made a resurgence when you invaded the High Coven!” He snapped. “Fuck this! I’m not telling you shit! Just give me back to your Puma Bane animals and let them kill me!”

“I have no…” Azlenr began to speak but was interrupted when the small door slid to the side and his senior COM officer burst in. 

“General!” The man gasped. “General… we are receiving a communications!”

Azlenr looked at the man annoyed. “And this is important to me why?” He growled.

“The man… General… he claims he has just destroyed the Puma Bane detachment in the northern settlement and has freed all of the civilians. He wishes… he wishes to speak with you sir!” The officer stammered.

Azlenr looked at the man. “What?”

“It is a Union soldier. He… he says he has just wiped out the Puma Bane detachment at the northern settlement and has freed the civilians. He… wishes to speak with you.” The man repeated his statement.

“He is on our channels?” Byka gasped. 

The COM officer nodded. “Yes General.”

“Bring him.” Azlenr ordered as he surged forward pointing at Robaran. “Byka with me!” He stopped for a second. “Get Marsin here as well.” He ordered the COM officer. “Move… move quickly!”
Andro watched as Dantio and the others got the Bontawillian, elf and human civilians that remained from the settlement lined up and moving out of the sundered settlement gates heading north. They were moving quickly and efficiently as was the normal way for most Bontawillian people. All of them were clearly overjoyed to be free and Sehri and Kelelm had seen the looks of adoration given to Andro as the men and women passed him. Kelelm was not about to let his sister remain behind and they now sat together on the half ton chunk of concrete that had been part of the door before Andro had used his power to blow it open. Kelelm was watching him intently for clearly military purposes, Andro’s helmet once more on his head and hiding most of his features. The matte black helmet had a long plume of multi colored hair that fell back between his shoulder blades and was unlike anything Kelelm had seen before. The golden eyed dragon with open maw on the front of the helmet was very intimidating. That this normal armor could, in mere milliseconds, be covered in glimmering Dragon Armor did not escape Kelelm in the least. The powerful aura of command that surrounded this young man was there for all to see and feel and only those too dense to know their own name would miss it. That he was so young did not faze the much older Lycavorian Spartans that moved back and forth among the soldiers. He conferred several times with both the Lycavorian Dantio as well as the taller Daio. He also saw him make odd motions and signals with his hands towards different Union soldiers at different times. They would only nod and move off to conduct something that Kelelm would not see. The KADEN had taken nearly three hundred of the civilians aboard, almost thirty percent over her gross operating safety weight. Andro had trusted the human pilot when she said she could do it, and the ship had cleared the tree tops as it made its way north towards the ocean where it would cross the ninety kilometers of open water to their base on the southern continent. The STRIKER was fully loaded as well, and waiting for his signal to lift off. 

Sehri simply trembled and stared at him with newly discovered emotions and sensations surging through her. Through him Sehri could feel Sadi and the others growing stronger by the moment. They were getting closer she knew, but still hours away, yet that did not keep them from reaching for her and embracing her within their Etheric resonance as well. And everything around her was becoming so much clearer and focused as they drew closer. Her glaucous blue eyes never left Andro as he paced back and forth two meters away, stealing glances at her while issuing orders to his men. Sehri was also intelligent enough to know who Eotharon and the two other Durcunusaan soldiers who knelt discretely to the side were. They were there to protect her. Sehri remembered the greeting between Andro and Lisisa. He had swept his sister up in his arms and hugged her tightly, all the while scolding her for doing something so stupid as to come here. Sehri had watched and listened within Mindvoice as Elynth scolded her younger but much larger brother, all the while checking him for possible injuries and finally brushing her snout against his affectionately. Sehri noticed for the first time that Lisisa wore a similar helmet to Andro, though the plume was nowhere near as long, and it was missing the dragon face in the front. The pain in her side was nearly gone between the medical patch and her own remarkable healing system and the throbbing in her leg was an afterthought now. 

She and Kelelm had watched him speak to the Kavalian officer on the portable monitor that had been set up and give his instructions. Now it was only a matter of waiting until the Kavalian Commander replied. Sehri watched him reach up and remove his helmet as he turned to them and he crossed the distance to them in a dozen steps before squatting in front of her. His hand came up and she could feel the warmth of his body through the leather like ArmorPly that covered his palm as he stroked her cheek with his fingers. Sehri reached up quickly and placed her hand over his holding his fingers in place.


“The pain is almost gone?” He asked softly taking off his helmet.


Sehri nodded her head. “Yes. So is the throbbing. I told you that.” She said with a smile.

Kelelm looked back and forth between them. “You told him… Sehri… you have been sitting here with me the whole time. How…” He stopped and saw his youngest sister look at him with an odd gaze. Kelelm glanced at Andro and then back to her. “Ahhh… I understand now.” He said.


Andro looked at Kelelm. “This is… this is not something any of us expected Kelelm.” Andro spoke.


“You mean you and your other wives and mates?” Kelelm asked.


Andro nodded. “It is as much a surprise to us as it is to Sehri. Especially the intensity of it.” He answered. “Part of it is her fever yes, but the majority of it is something else within all of us. It pushes Sehri’s fever to the back.”


Kelelm looked at him. “I have to say… first meeting your brother on Austrova… now you here in the middle of a war…” Kelelm shook his head with a smile. “This is not how my father and mother envisioned it.”


“I can safely say it is not exactly what I had in mind either.” Andro replied.


Kelelm looked at him. “Why do this?” He asked. “Why make yourself a target. Is it not easier to simply leave?”


Andro nodded. “Yes. In doing that however, I leave these people to the mercies of the Kavalians. You have seen the bodies and the condition of the survivors. The Kavalians that we killed lined up over fifteen hundred innocents and butchered them because they would not fit in the main auditorium in the center of the settlement. Men, women and even children.” Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “That was the only reason. These dead Puma Bane soldiers you see all around us… they are the Kavalian Shock Troopers… totally committed and loyal to their leader Keleru. They will kill everything in their path to accomplish their goals. Securing this planet was their goal and they massacred thousands of innocents to do so. What makes you think any survivors would be treated differently.”

“But you are… you are the Crown Prince of your people!” Kelelm stated. “You are risking your own life!”

Andro chuckled. “Yes I am.” He stated. “And I’m also known to have a few screws loose as well.”


Kelelm looked at Sehri quickly and saw her smile. “Screws loose?” He asked. “What does that mean?”


“Andro!” Sa’roh called out to him from the portable COM unit. “They are answering!”


Andro smiled wider. “It’s a nice way of saying that I tend to do rather crazy things.” He answered before kissing Sehri firmly and then rising to his feet, returning his helmet to his head. “Things that drive others malda as well.” He looked at Sa'roh as he came up to her. “The instant I end this, you are airborne.”


Sa'roh nodded. “You don’t have to tell me twice.” She said.


Andro nodded and touched the inside of his left wrist activating the Dragon Armor. It took exactly four seconds for the pliable plates of Dragon Armor to extend and conform to his body over the top of the ArmorPly Mark V uniform, making him a very imposing figure.
“Activate it!”

KAVALIAN FIELD HQ

SOUTHERN SETTLEMENT


Azlenr moved into his communications center, Byka taking up a position to his right at an COM panel. As Robaran was pushed roughly to his knees on the left, the main door opened and Marsin made his entrance. He glanced darkly at where two of Azlenr’s men stood on either side of the Union vampire prisoner and then back to Azlenr.


“General…” Marsin stated. “I was told we are receiving a communications from the so called terrorist leader!” He hissed.


Azlenr nodded his head. “I was just about to reply to him.” He stated. “He claims they have destroyed the northern settlement and killed all of your men.”


“Impossible.” Marsin snapped. “A handful of civilian insurgents do not stand a chance against my men!”


Azlenr shook his head in disgust and looked at Byka. “Byka?”


“I have gunships standing by.” He spoke. “And a light armor company moving to the northern settlement as we speak. They should arrive in twenty-seven minutes.”

“Send the gunships!” Marsin snapped.


“We have a limited number of DAGGERS Major… most of them still reside on our ships in orbit and I will not send them into the unknown.” Azlenr answered. “Let us see this rebel leader. Activate the COM link.”


The Kavalian COM officer nodded his head and adjusted his controls. The holographic image exploded into existence in the room and it was not the image of a Bontawillian or elven civilian. They were looking at a fully armored Lycavorian Union Spartan staring at the transmitter from under the helmet. Only his eyes and small portions of his skin were visible with his lips, the rest covered in crimson streaked gold Dragon Armor. The crimson coloring decorated his shoulders and chest and had to be some sort of rank insignia if Azlenr was any judge. They could see very little behind the Lycavorian as the window of the holo signal was being kept very small on the other end.


Azlenr kept his eyes on the image as he issued orders. “Get me an identity from our data banks, though I doubt we will find one if this is just a common Durcunusaan soldier!” He hissed. “Trace the COM signal and direct the ground forces accordingly Byka! Activate audio as well.”


“General… you aren’t actually going to talk to this terrorist are you?” Marsin gasped.


Azlenr didn’t meet his eyes. “Yes I am.” He spoke. “It will buy time for our ground forces to get there.”


“We should just send our gunships!” Marsin declared.

Azlenr looked at him now. “We are receiving no response from your men Major!” He hissed. “No outgoing transmissions and no answers to our calls! I’m not going to risk what few gunships we have in an unknown situation! Especially if they have wiped out your men!”


“I refuse to believe that!” Marsin snarled.


“Keep thinking that Major.” Azlenr spoke dismissing him as he turned to face the image. “Activate audio now!”


“Active General.” The COM Officer spoke.


Azlenr stepped closer to the holo projection. “To whom am I speaking?” Azlenr spoke firmly.


“Who I am does not matter.” Andro answered him. “What I am going to tell you does... General Azlenr’Macoe.”


Azlenr looked surprised at this and it showed in his expression. He looked around quickly and then back to the image. “You have me at a disadvantage.” He spoke finally. 

“Yeah… it’s been like that for a day or so now hasn’t it.” Andro answered flippantly. “A pity for the men you have lost but they were nothing more than the murderers of innocents and they deserved their fate.”


“Those were my men!” Marsin screamed moving into the cone of the transmission now. “And you will pay for their deaths!”


“Ah… you must Major Marsin’Jiate. The local Puma Bane butcher.” Andro spat with contempt and once more surprising Azlenr with his knowledge. “You men are not so skilled or adept when they are facing men and women who can defend themselves. They did not put up much of a fight to be honest. I thought there would be more to them.”


Marsin hissed in hatred. “We will see who is laughing in the end when I have you under my blade Lycavorian dog!” He snarled. “You will…”


“Enough!” Azlenr barked shoving Marsin back. He looked at Andro. “You know who we are… so I will assume you are not some civilian insurgency cobbled together from those who escaped when we took the settlements. You were obviously soldiers here for rest and relaxation when we began our assault. Just like the man we now hold I would gather. Surrender yourself and your men to me and there will be no more death.”

“General!” Marsin hissed in shock.


“Silence!” Azlenr snapped at him as they heard Andro chuckle from the transmission. Azlenr looked at him with angry eyes. “You risk the lives of your men and every Union citizen on this planet with your disregard!” He barked at Andro.


“You think I contacted you to negotiate my surrender?” Andro asked calmly. “You presume much Kavalian.”

“Why else would you contact me?” Azlenr demanded. “You have obviously cracked our COM codes to be able to contact me on our own channels. Why do that unless you plan to surrender?” 

 Andro shook his head slowly. “Spartans do not surrender General Azlenr.” He spoke calmly. “It is against the code of honor that we follow. You do know what honor is don’t you?”

“Honor?” Marsin rasped with a smirk. “I will show you your honor! I will find you!” He growled. “I will find you and you will pay!”

“Enough Major!” Azlenr shouted. “You will remain silent or I will have you removed!”

Andro shook his head once more. “You are a putrid excuse for a man Marsin'Jiate.” He spoke. “You know nothing of honor! I would be surprised to discover that you can even spell that word. You butcher innocent men, women and children even as they beg you for their very lives!” Andro was looking directly at the transmitter on his end of the communication. “You will not leave this world alive Major Marsin'Jiate. I will spread your remains among the dirt of the world you have violated so!”

Azlenr stared at the holoimage. “You contacted us! Do not waste my time any longer unless you have something to say!” He said angrily growing tired of the games.
“Oh… I have something to say.” Andro spoke as he lifted his hands and grasped his helmet. They watched as he removed the helmet slowly, revealing his face.

The gasps from within the room were very obvious and Byka hissed loudest of all with wide eyes. “Fuck!” He rasped quietly. “It’s the Lycavorian Prince! It’s the son!”

Azlenr was the only one who did not show a great deal of emotion as he stared at Andro. “Prince Androcles Leonidas.” He finally stated calmly. “This… this is a surprise.”

“You are holding over ten thousand Union citizens against their will. I want them loaded aboard one of your ships and removed from this planet. I will grant that ship access to return to Bontawillian space.” Andro stated. “I want this done in the next twelve hours.”

Azlenr chuckled softly. “You will grant access? I control this planet now Prince Androcles. I control this planet and the space it resides in.”

Andro smiled. “There is an old saying on Earth General Azlenr… Don’t count your birds before they hatch.” Andro said. “Do not be so secure in the position you now hold. The civilians on this planet are innocent settlers and scientists. You have already killed several thousand of them. I will not allow you to take any more of their lives.”

“We are at war Prince Androcles. A war you started with your actions.” Azlenr answered calmly.


Andro’s head tilted to the side and his eyes narrowed. “Members of your Puma Bane Commandos infiltrated my homeworld! My father’s city!” He snarled. “Your people kidnapped my second elven mother after you thought you had succeeded in killing my father! Then my perverted uncle raped her! He took her against her will!” He roared angrily as the images of what had happened that he had gotten from Fedor and Eirene flashed in his mind. “A crime I will make all of you pay for even as my father makes my uncle pay! Your sick Puma Bane commandos blew up a building with over a thousand innocent men, women and children. Two hundred and forty-three children to be exact! Children who will now never have the chance to grow old! Who…!”

“I will not listen to these lies boy!” Azlenr snapped. “You were training High Coven dragons to fight my people! We needed to act in order to protect ourselves!”


“By killing children?” Andro gasped.


“That is a lie!” Azlenr snarled. “Enough of this! I will spar with you no more! Surrender yourself to me and we can end this war before it even begins!”

Azlenr and the others couldn’t help but take an involuntary step away from the holo image when Andro’s eyes suddenly flared brightly and almost began to glow that azure blue color. “This war… this war began the day your leaders made the mistake of trying to kill my father!” Andro snarled. “This war began the day you made the decision to lay your hands upon my elven mother’s person and defile her as you have! Lie to yourself and your men General… but do not lie to me about the truth!” Andro moved closer to the transmitter. “You have Union citizens you are holding against their will… give them a ship and allow them to leave. Then we can battle as two armies and victory will go to the better of us.”


“I have two divisions of Kavalian troops already on the ground!” Azlenr snapped. “You cannot possibly hope to match my numbers. We will find you!”

Those glowing eyes blinked and Andro nodded. “I have six hundred… give or take a few dozen.” He answered with a shrug. “We have you outnumbered.”


Azlenr blinked in shocked his face locked in an expression of disbelief. “Are you mad?” He barked finally.


“Since you have no intention of releasing those Union Citizens that you hold, I will say this.” Andro spoke. “For every Union citizen that dies by your hand or the hand of any man under your command I will kill ten of your soldiers. You executed fifty-three Union civilians only hours ago… the five hundred and nineteen Puma Bane troops you had here at the northern settlement makes us even. Ten of your men for every civilian life you take General Azlenr. That is my oath to you. My math is excellent General, eventually I will get to you by simple process of elimination. You will run out of men willing to defend you.”


“You arrogant…” Azlenr began to shout.


“You may come collect the bodies of your men.” Andro told him. “You will find we are much more civilized than you.” Andro’s glowing eyes turned to look at Marsin. He bared his dual fangs which were now fully extended. “Marsin’Jiate…” He growled. “Enjoy your last days in this life you foul excuse for a man, for when I find you, I will take your head and mount it on my spear. Then I will put it on display for the crimes and dishonor you have committed against the Bontawillian people! You… mister big bad Puma Bane cock breath leader… you will suffer for every innocent life you have taken or caused harm. I will see to that myself.”


“I will kill you!” Marsin screamed. “I will kill you boy!”


Andro almost smiled at him. “Yes, I’m sure you would like too. As my father would say however… get in line motherfucker!” Andro turned back to Azlenr. “Say good bye to your armored column General. It is right now coming into range of my weapons. This will be your only warning General Azlenr’Macoe and the only time we will talk. You have had your chance, I do not give second chances. By the time you get someone else here, we will be gone and then this war will have truly begun.” Andro turned to someone outside their cone of vision on the Kavalian end. “STGs!” He barked. “Destroy the column!”


Andro turned back and looked at Azlenr. “Welcome to my war General.” He stated. “You should have stayed home.”

