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It had been far more taxing and painful than the labors of her other children without any doubt. Given the dazzling result however, Yuri Moran would welcome that pain and discomfort for every single child Pa'cour gave to her, for it was only another step on the long road of their redemption. A road that Yuri Moran walked with her head held high, and for the first time in her life, with pride in what she was doing. 

Yuri stood in the vast Medical Wing of the underground facility staring out the two way glass view window that overlooked the dozen research labs below currently filled with Lidene’s many busy scientists and researchers. So much had taken place in so short a time and but for the grace and compassion of one young man, Yuri Moran would not be experiencing it. The Darpia Syndrome had taken hold within her much more quickly after leaving Union space and coming here. Her earlier injuries at the hands of Androcles and then her mammoth expenditures of MV energy during their escape from Robert’s ship had weakened her body enough so to allow the Darpia Syndrome to take hold more rapidly than normal when she had conceived Pa'cour’s child within her womb. Nalavi had given her every bit of information he had on the disease and Yuri had done everything within her power to learn about it and adhere to the strict diet and exercises Nalavi regimented her too. All that would not have mattered except for the advanced growth serum given to them by Anja Leonidas. The means to insure they began their future with a happy event. An event that would solidify their path and resolve. And it had done just that. Beating down the inbred distrust of Lycavorians in general, Yuri had done exactly what Nalavi and the instructions from Anja had told her. Four all too brief weeks passed before Nalavi determined she needed to inject the serum and accelerate the birth or risk losing the child. She and Pa'cour made that life decision without a moment’s hesitation.

It was a life altering decision to be sure, for the moment they heard their daughter’s angry wail of life renewed, it cemented them on their road going forward. 
The birth left her terribly weak given everything her body had suffered in the last months, but Yuri grasped onto the strength Pa'cour’s unquenchable love had given her and never looked back. Under Nalavi’s expert care and the advanced medical facilities this base provided to them, Yuri began to truly heal for the first time in her three thousand plus of years of life. Holding her new daughter in her arms those first few hours was like a soothing balm. It didn’t last of course as Onera grew so rapidly, but it had the effect needed to propel Yuri forward and making a silent vow to somehow, some day, make amends to Carisia and Lucia. If ever she could and they would allow. Using the instructions given to them from Anja, Yuri used her own powerful Mindvoice abilities, so much clearer and focused now that Xaxon’s vile essence was gone, to slowly pass knowledge to Onera as she grew. Within this knowledge Yuri gave their daughter the combined awareness of both her parents and their life experiences. It had been difficult for Pa'cour to share so many horrible memories that were secret to him, but he now had what he had wanted for the last two plus decades and that was Yuri. He was not going to lose that no matter what he had to do. 
This connection also allowed Yuri and Pa'cour to share their lives in a manner not many had the chance to do. Seeing what each of them had endured throughout their lives only caused their new love for each other to become stronger and focused, right up until the point that now nothing would ever come between them. It was a love; a bond that Yuri and Pa'cour embraced without question for neither of them had ever felt something so beautiful and grand in two lives filled with so much violence and hate. It was especially powerful for Yuri, for in Pa'cour’s mind she had seen the depth of his devotion to her and it had humbled her. No single person in all her years of life had ever shown such calm and voracious commitment to her with no thought of reward. Hours they spent in a Mindvoice connection passing to their daughter their knowledge of things, always keeping her mind even with the growth of her body. Three days spent doing this until the growth serum had run its course and Onera had, for all intents and purpose, reached the age of twenty-three. And then finally Yuri could rest and heal completely under Nalavi’s care and Pa'cour’s love. Nalavi and Pa'cour both had even mentioned that she did not look the same. Having Xaxon’s essence out of her and the birth of Onera had brightened her normally dark features and she looked relaxed and… happy. It caused the intense lines in her face to fade quickly and now she looked so much calmer and at peace. 
“… finally time to declare you at peak health!’ Nalavi’s voice broke into her thoughts and she turned to look at the man who had helped her so much through the years. A man who, for all intents and purposes, had been more a father to her than her own. “I don’t believe I have ever seen your physical results as so impressive.” He stopped in front of her and held up the data pad. “Everything is normal Yuri. Well beyond normal in fact to be honest. You are in the physical condition of a seasoned commando if I do say so myself. All of your tests are far above average and show no signs of lessening. Pa'cour’s physical regiment has benefited you greatly.” He took her arm, one of very few men or women who would dare such a thing and squeezed it gently feeling the new musculature. “Now… tell me how you feel.”
Yuri couldn’t help but smile at his obvious enthusiasm to this news and she looked at him with bright dark eyes. “I feel reborn Nalavi.” She said confidently. “Truly reborn.”
Nalavi nodded. “Now that’s what I like to hear from my patients.”

Yuri’s head tilted to the side slightly, her lush black hair falling over her shoulder. The dark gray jumpsuit she wore conformed to her lithe body like a second skin. She had added ten pounds of muscle to her five foot seven frame thanks to her Immortal husband’s workout regime as Nalavi had just commented. Her body had become leaner and much more muscular in just these last two or three weeks while she adhered to Pa'cour’s regiment for her. While they had not made love since Onera’s birth, Yuri relished in the nights of just being within Pa'cour’s strong arms as they slept. Yuri was yearning for his touch again however and she had every intention of indulging in her Immortal husband’s magnificent manhood again very soon. 
“It has been you hasn’t it Nalavi?” She said softly.

Nalavi met her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“All of these years right in front of me and I never suspected. My mother never suspected that it was you.” Yuri said. “It has been you all of this time.”

Nalavi’s dark eyes narrowed. “I’m not following you Yuri.”

“Pa'cour and I… we figured out there had to be a Union spy within our inner circle… or within my mother’s inner circle. Someone positioned very deep. In a posting to know just about everything, or have the security access to discover just about everything they wanted.” Yuri said evenly. “A spy that was able to feed the Union information on almost every operation that the High Coven executed. That is why there have been no engagements with Union forces in the past twenty-five years. If it did not directly affect the Union, they were intentionally avoiding areas of space where our forces would be. If it did affect them then they acted before we did; eliminating any course of action we could possibly take that might pit us against them. And all this time… all this time we thought for sure it was certain members of the Ventash'ma who were aiding the Kavalians.”
“Yuri… what… I don’t know what…” Nalavi began to stammer now. “I don’t know what you mean Yuri.”
“Who approached you Nalavi?” Yuri asked him. “Please my friend… do not lie to me now. Not after all we have been through together and the trust we have built. Do not act like my mother and Robert.”

Nalavi met her eyes and set the data pad on the examining bed. He turned to look out the view window into the research area. “I guess… I guess it had to come out sooner or later.” He said softly. “No approached me Yuri.” He answered turning back to her. “I went to them. I had to go to them.”

“Who?” Yuri asked again. “Armetus?”

Nalavi nodded his head. “I met with him and a vampire female named Marci first yes and then…”

“Martin?” Yuri asked.

Nalavi nodded. “Six months after my first meeting with Armetus. I didn’t know he was going to be there. We were meeting in secret on Talbot Seven to put the finishing touches on certain things. Contact points. Communications channels. He had Isabella with him and he was already there.”

“Nalavi… I… you lost your wife and two children to a Lycavorian attack.” Yuri said. “I thought you hated them with…” Yuri saw his eyes and moved closer. “That is not what happen is it?”
Nalavi shook his head. “My wife and children have been living within the Union since shortly after you met with him to retrieve Vonis.” He said. “When I saw how you reacted to Vonis’s defection I… I knew I had to do something Yuri. It was… I saw then that everything was going to begin to fall apart. The Kavalian invasion only sped things up. Part of my demand was that my family be allowed to live within the Union without fear of reprisal should anything happen to me. The Krypteria has watched over them for over two decades now. He has kept his word to me. My daughter is a student at the Apo Prime University, tops in her class. My son… the last report I received was that he had just been promoted to Captain and commanded a Special Operations team made up of vampires and Drow. He is supremely well respected and he has just taken a Drow female as his Blessed Wife. I understand that caused quite a stir, but the Drow within his command respect him immensely. He is part of Colonel Norris’s Division on Earth. The clone officer who…”

“I remember him.” Yuri said. “You have not seen them?” Yuri asked.

Nalavi shook his head slowly and turned away from her again. “They think… they think I am dead Yuri.” He said softly. “It was the only way to get my wife to leave the High Coven and accept the Krypteria’s offer.”

Yuri’s hand came up to cover her mouth in sadness as he said this. “Nalavi…?” She finally gasped.
“Something needed to be done!” Nalavi spoke with heated passion in his voice turning back to face her. “I did not want to see the High Coven fall! The path your mother had us on would have brought death and destruction upon us as surely as we stand here now. If not from the Kavalians then from the Union itself Yuri. She had no idea how far they had advanced before she began her fool quest! She did not think them capable of such things! She was never more wrong about anything than she was this!”

“What… what were the terms?” Yuri asked.

“I gave them any information that I received or could gather.” Nalavi said becoming far more comfortable now that his secret was out. “In return they would avoid High Coven patrols along the border and not actively engage High Coven forces in any manner. I also demanded that if they could in any method assist us against the Kavalians… that they do so.”

Yuri looked at him with wide dark eyes. “Martin Leonidas agreed to this?” She gasped stepping closer to him.

“That man… he is unlike any man I have ever met.” Nalavi said softly shaking his head. “He is the most frightening individual to stand in front of, yet that same persona also makes him the most trusting. He stares at you with those eyes and he sees things! It’s like he stares into your soul! He knows things Yuri! Things we can’t imagine. His son has the same trait. I knew that when we stood in front of him on his ship. There is wisdom in their eyes that… it is almost unnatural. Wisdom that none of us have and I think we would be horrified to see what I think they see.” Nalavi looked at her and moved closer and took her hands in his. “Martin Leonidas hates his brother and the Kavalians far more than he dislikes the High Coven Yuri. He jumped at that chance to do this. Who do you think stopped the attack on Sytau? Or the one on Tungel? You, your mother, Moran… all of you thought the Kavalians had simply stopped their invasion movement and did not attack. Union forces destroyed them Yuri! Wiped them out to the last ship! They appeared out of Shroud, disabled the Kavalian’s communications in some manner, probably with the same thing that disabled the Kavalians communications around Kranek and then they obliterated them! They disappeared once more, leaving your mother and Moran to think the Kavalians had never gone through with their attacks. I saw the after action reports Yuri! Martin Leonidas wanted me to know he was keeping his word!” Nalavi turned away from her and laughed softly. “It’s amazing isn’t it? Your mother wanted him dead so badly… she wanted his head on a platter… and it is Martin Leonidas and the Union that has kept the High Coven from falling.”

“Nalavi… I…” Yuri stuttered.

Nalavi turned back to look at her. “Martin Leonidas could have removed any of you Yuri. He could have reached out to any of you at any time and nothing would have stopped him. The man is… he is the most lethal force I have ever seen in all my life. His son takes after him you know. The loyalty and confidence they inspire in others is… it is infectious. Fighting Androcles as you did was foolish.”

“I realize that now Nalavi.” Yuri spoke looking at the floor briefly.

“Martin Leonidas stayed his hand! But by his grace alone do we still stand here Yuri!” He said with intense passion flowing in his words. “Your mother thought she was better than him… more powerful? Ha! It is too bad she did not live long enough to see that she is a child compared to him!”
Yuri turned away from him shaking her head. “Yah... nindol zhah naubol saph Usstan ssiggrin.” She gasped. (God… this is nothing like I thought.)
Nalavi looked at her back. “So… so what happens now Yuri?” He asked softly. “Do you have me executed?”

Yuri spun around and looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” She exclaimed. “Phraktos nau! Nalavi no! Never! Never!” She almost shouted as she stepped up to him. “I only… I only wanted no secrets between us any longer! Nalavi you are a part of this! You saved me! You saved Pa'cour and our daughter! I… I could never hurt you! Not after what you have done! What you have told me! This… what we have started here… this is just as much your doing as it is ours!”

Nalavi shook his head. “I wouldn’t go that far.” He stated.

“But it is!” She exclaimed. “Without you… without you we would not be here!” Yuri stepped closer and wrapped her arms around his waist. “You… you have been more a father to me than my own ever was Nalavi.” She said softly pressing her head to his chest. “You have… you have helped me to shake off the darkness and discover the path I was meant to walk. You helped me to discover Pa'cour. To discover the person I was meant to be.” She pulled her head back and looked at him. “You will never have anything to fear from me Nalavi. Like Pa'cour… you have never wanted anything from me in all this time. And yet you watched over me. No… Nalavi… I…”
Nalavi lifted his hand and touched his finger to her lips. “I know.” He said with a small smile. 

Yuri met his eyes. “What you have told me… it makes sense now.”

“What does?” He asked her.

“What Martin told me… the day Vonis defected to the Union.” Yuri spoke as she stepped away and drew his hands into hers.

“What… what did he say?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri’s eyes were bright. “Maybe one day Yuri. And then again… maybe not. No one knows what the future holds. I’d be more concerned about your future right now. It appears your precious High Coven is in deep trouble. So long Yuri. Give your mother a kiss for me… just to let her know how I feel about her.”

Nalavi’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t understand.” He said.

Yuri looked at him and smiled. “He knew Nalavi! He knew even then that this would happen! He knew my mother would never be able to defeat him all those years ago. He knew what his son would do even then! Ending the war! Bringing… bringing us together as he has with Narice. He perhaps did not know in the manner it would happen… but he knew it would happen! And it… it relates to what Androcles told me as well.”

“What he told you?” Nalavi said.

Yuri nodded. “That we would need each other in the future.” Yuri looked at Nalavi. “I… I don’t think he was referring to the Kavalians Nalavi.”

“Who could he have meant?” Nalavi said. “They are now at war with the Kavalians. Who else could we help them against?”
Yuri pulled away slowly. “The Kavalians! Ha!” She spat with some humor. “Androcles and Martin Leonidas are not the High Coven Nalavi. The Kavalians will come to see this very soon I think. At the cost of great pain. The Union will not prosecute their war against the KFI as we did Nalavi. The Union does not know how to fight a defensive war. They will not make our mistakes.” She turned back and looked at him. “The Kavalians will have some victories, simply because of their force of numbers, but when Androcles and his father decide it is time to end this farce of a war, the Kavalians will not know what hit them or from what direction it came. I am beginning to see now that there is far more to Martin Leonidas and his son than meets the eye.”

“If not the Kavalians… then who?” Nalavi asked.

Yuri shook her head. “I don’t know. Not yet. As we walk down this road we have set upon we will discover that answer. I know we will.” She said drawing in a deep breath. “Unlike before… I will not worry about that bridge until it is time to cross it.”

“And me?” Nalavi asked her softly.

Yuri looked at him with genuine affection in her dark eyes. “You? You are going to walk that road with us Nalavi. Your role has not changed. You have saved me. Saved Pa'cour. And you have brought our daughter into this world. That is not something we can ever repay.” She moved up in front of him and took his hands once more. “If that is what you want as well. I have no right to hold you here. You are free… you are free to go where you wish Nalavi my friend.”

Nalavi stared at her for a long moment. “You are going to need me to look out for you.” He said.
Yuri smiled. “No doubt.” She told him.

“Then I will stay.” He said. “For as long as you need me.”

“No more secrets Nalavi.” Yuri said. “I know well what damage secrets can do. Between you and I and Pa'cour. No more.”

Nalavi nodded his head. “Done.”

Quite unlike her old self Yuri kissed his cheek warmly. “Then if I have a clean bill of health… I need to meet with Lidene and discuss some of his concerns.” She spoke. “Join us for dinner. Onera simply adores you. She thinks of you as her grandfather you know.”

Nalavi nodded without question. “She does grow on you.” He said with a smile. He reached up and took her shoulders. “Do not let this new you hide your true self Yuri. Do not embrace this so much that you lose who you truly are. That would be a mistake. Keep your wits about you and remain sharp and unforgiving to those who are our enemies.”

“I am not my mother Nalavi.” Yuri said.

Nalavi shook his head. “No… you are not. And neither is Narice. You are both better than her. Just remember where you come from.”

Yuri nodded. “I don’t intend to lose myself my friend. And knowing what I know now… feeling what I do… I will be more than unforgiving to those who would do those I have come to love harm.”

“Good. Then I will see you for dinner.” He spoke.

Nalavi watched as she nodded with a smile and made her way out of the medical center. He breathed a huge sigh of relief and gripped the table’s edge tightly. He alone knew what Yuri could do if she truly wanted too and he had no desire to feel her wrath. Not now. Having this off his chest was soothing in a way. Now he did not need to hold anything back from her any longer. Now he could go into the future with a clear mind. And perhaps one day… perhaps one day he could reunite with the woman who still held his heart and the children he had not seen for more years than he could remember.
Yes… this was a good thing they had started. Whatever Yuri was talking about… the future did look far brighter than it had only a few short months ago.


Yuri stopped in the wide corridor outside the medical center and looked at the towering Immortal who waited for her. Pa'cour had succeeded in bringing nearly four hundred Immortals over to their cause, a dozen of them having pureblood vampire wives. That word was spreading that he was Cha'talla’s brother carried quite a bit of weight within the Immortal mind, more so that even Pa'cour realized, and he was being very careful about who he brought to Veyerai to join them. They had convinced nearly three thousand purebloods and half breed vampires who had scattered from the Coven shortly after Narice had reclaimed power, many of them not wanting to have their past deeds catch up to them. It was well known that Narice was cleaning house so to speak and anyone who had even an inkling of history with the Kavalians or doing things their own way was suspect. The men and women that had joined her and Pa'cour were patriots to the core, yet they had done things that would probably not have been construed as being in the best ideals of the High Coven now. They did not oppose Narice taking power, quite the opposite in fact, but what they did all have in common was that they feared her if what they had to do in the past was discovered.


The Immortal stepped up to her. “Princess?” He asked.


Yuri looked at him evenly. The Immortals who had joined them had not stopped calling her Princess and after the first few days she gave up trying to change that. They were Immortals that had served with Pa'cour through the years and would follow him through hell and back if he asked. All of them had taken the serum that returned their true Akruxian nature to them, Nalavi easily able to duplicate Esther’s work with the formula she had given them. They viewed her now as many viewed Cha'talla’s wife Esther, and while it was not something she wanted, it was something she had come to accept. 

“Nalavi is to be protected at whatever the cost Ma’dur.” She told him. “He is… he has become very special to me. To all of us. I will not lose him to foolishness from others who believe him to be a traitor.”

The Immortal nodded without hesitation. “I will see to it Princess.” He answered. 
“If you are able Ma'dur… do you have contacts among those Immortals who joined Cha'talla?” Yuri asked him.

Ma'dur nodded slowly. “I… I have friends yes.”

“Reach out to them if you trust them. Try and discover anything you can about Nalavi’s family. Where they are? What they are doing?” Yuri said.

“May I inquire as to why Princess?” Ma'dur asked.

The old Yuri would have probably had the Immortal killed for questioning her intentions but now Yuri felt a kinship to the Immortals. Having Pa'cour as her Blessed Husband had made her see things about the Immortals that very few did. “Would you, as an Immortal, protect your family at any cost Ma'dur?” She asked him finally.

Ma'dur nodded. “Without hesitation. No matter the cost.”

Yuri nodded. “I am the wife of an Immortal now Ma'dur. I intend to make sure that those we consider family are protected. No matter the cost.”

Ma'dur nodded his head and smiled. “Indeed you are Princess. Indeed you are.” He took a deep breath. “The new group is ready in Central Holding.” The tone of his voice caused Yuri to look at him keenly.

Yuri looked at him. “What Ma'dur?” She asked. “You suspect something is wrong? Tell me.”


“It may well be nothing Princess… but two of them… purebloods like yourself.” He spoke carefully. “They seem out of place considering they approached us. They say they are engineers, but they move with…”


“What?” Yuri asked.


“They move with the skills of an assassin.” Ma'dur said finally.


“You say they approached you?” Yuri asked him. “That is very interesting. We haven’t exactly been broadcasting who we are or what we are doing to the masses?”

“No we haven’t.” Ma'dur agreed.

“Where did they approach you?” Yuri asked.

“Jagalir... when we were transiting from Ricot Four.” Ma'dur answered. “They said they were referred by the Kochab Quellian.”

Yuri began to walk. “Quellian huh?”

“I don’t like or trust any Kochab Princess.” Ma'dur spoke. “They are too quick to change their allegiance.”

Yuri nodded her head as they rounded the corner headed for the elevator that would take them down one level to the research area. “And normally I would agree with you completely Ma'dur. Quellian is different however. I have dealt with him for many years without the knowledge of Robert or my mother. He has never tried to betray me and he has never gone back on what he says he can produce.”

Ma'dur nodded. “A trait not normally found in their species.”

Yuri nodded. “Exactly. Well… let’s see what Quellian has to say shall we? I need to meet with Lidene so we can contact him from Lidene’s office.”


Ma'dur fell in beside her. 

“…find you!” Pa'cour barked as he moved around the corner of the dimly lit corridor.

The Union base was enormous, fully four square kilometers, and built entirely under the thirteen thousand foot high mountain range on the northern continent. When they had first come here, Yuri and he were stunned at the sheer size and scope of the facility. How the Union could build it within High Coven space and never be discovered is something they would probably never know. The power core was connected directly into the molten heart of the planet itself. Huge heat exchangers gathered and then filtered the massive amounts of power to the entire base. Using the core of the planet insured that the base’s power signature would never be distinguished from the planet itself, though six massive Shroud generators were erected and always powered from the four corners and the center of the facility. The base was seven stories deep, with the main control center near the top of the mountain. They were only using the first four levels right now, which left the entire level he was currently on to be used as an enormous training ground for those he and Yuri had been able to pull to their cause. The many empty rooms and corridors provided an excellent course for any soldier to learn his or her trade.
It was here among these walls that he had committed all of his combat skill and nearly seven thousand years of experience into training the person most precious to him behind Yuri. They had only been at it for a week now, but they were advancing more rapidly than even he could have imagined.
Events over the past months had flown by. The death and violence that had filled his life had culminated in the one day where he had waited seventeen terrifying seconds before rushing forward and grasping Yuri’s shattered body in his arms and forcing her long, vampiric fangs into his thick neck, forcing her to feed off his blood to heal the horrific wounds she had suffered at the hands of Androcles Leonidas. Seventeen seconds waiting for that black mist like cloud to leave her broken body forever. He didn’t know how she would react to his actions. He thought for sure she would have him executed. After over twenty years of secretly desiring her in the worst possible way, and knowing that he would never have her, Pa'cour welcomed death at her hands. What he had found instead, it made every day since that single moment in time, a gift he would forever cherish. 
Two things he never thought the gods would gift him with were now his, and if he died tomorrow, Pa'cour of the Immortals would die knowing he had experienced everything this life had to offer. He had the most precious jewel of all as far as he was concerned. That jewel had shimmering raven black hair, wonderfully soft, full lips that he had tasted more times than he could count and a lithe body that he had and would worship until the end of his time. His love for Yuri had started the first day he had seen her on Lycavore all those years ago. A taboo that he could let no one know of, for back then, just the hint that he thought of the Princess in such a manner would have been instant death. As the years passed and he remained as her Captain, that secret love grew daily. Love was an emotion that Pa'cour thought himself incapable of until that fateful day that she came to Lycavore and altered his life forever. Yuri altered his world again when she not only embraced his forbidden love for her; she returned that love to him tenfold. Pa'cour knew who she was and what she was capable of. Her life had been hard, and everyone who had been close to her had tried to manipulate her in some manner to get what they wanted. Yuri sensed within him that he was different. He wanted nothing from her. No grand position of power, no staggering amount of credits. He wanted only her love, and the day she died on that planet was the moment that brought two tortured souls together, to heal and begin anew.
Pa'cour felt the flickering of the air too late and suddenly his legs were flying up from beneath him. He felt the soft yet strong hands shove his ankles away and he was crashing to the hard floor with a grunt of pain. His dark eyes blinked and he looked up into the face of his and Yuri’s path of redemption and the second thing he never thought he would have.

She had the beautifully angular shaped face of her mother but his near bronze colored skin. The bone spurs along her jaw line were decidedly feminine in appearance and unlike the more pronounced bone spurs of the normal Akruxian female. They were still a healthy white color and provided an eye catching distinctive feature. Her jet black hair was tied into a single long strip that fell to nearly the middle of her back, her eyes the same dark brown as her mother. She stood much shorter than a pureblooded Akruxian female would at only five foot six but she matched her mother’s height and general build. She was also endowed with her mother’s lush figure. Large breasts and a narrow waist, and a muscular definition that could rival any Spartan woman from the Union. His redemption. His chance at starting over. The culmination of a forbidden love that was no longer forbidden.

His and Yuri’s ultimate testament of their love. 
Onera.

Their daughter.

“Unless I find you first father!” Onera proclaimed as she lowered the tip of Iphan rie Aellseleum to Pa'cour’s chest right above his heart.

Pa'cour glanced at the tip of the sword and lifted his eyes to his daughter with what, to an Immortal, amounted to a shit eating grin. “So it would seem!” He spoke. “Well done! Very well done my daughter!”
Onera smiled and drew back the sword quickly, reaching out her hand for her father and watching as he gripped it. She assisted him as he got to his feet and stared into his dark eyes as he towered over her. “I wish mother was here to see it.” She spoke.

Pa'cour met her eyes. “She has seen it Onera.” He said. “She has seen it through my eyes dalharil. Never doubt that your mother sees all that you do.” (Daughter)
Pa'cour had accepted fully the Mindvoice bond that Yuri and he had forged. With her skillful instruction he had begun to learn how to manipulate this new ability as much as his limited understanding allowed. He was learning more and more and Yuri was an excellent teacher. He knew she hated to be away from Onera, but there were duties that only she could see to and she knew it, as did Pa'cour. To compensate for this Yuri had established a special link that allowed her to see through her husband’s eyes when she was focusing hard enough. Pa'cour could feel that focus in his mind even now and he knew Yuri was walking down the corridor in another part of the base and Ma'dur was wondering what she was smiling about.
Onera nodded. “I know.” She said with a smile. 

Pa'cour took her hand. “You begin your advanced training with the shadows next week dalharil.” He told you. “Your mother is looking forward to that. She has been working on the regiment she will teach you for several days now. And she is a master at using the shadows.” Pa'cour drew her over to a stack of crates and barrels that lined several of the corridors and motioned for her to sit down. “Onera… your mother is…”
Onera shook her head. “You do not have to explain to me Ilharn.” She told him. “You forget… I have seen some of mother’s past. Your past. At least that which you chose to show me. I know she does not want to make the same mistakes as before. As she did with my sisters because of the darkness that gripped her.” Onera looked away with a smile. “Sometimes she… she smothers me.” (Father)

Pa'cour brought Halize rie Aellseleum up and spun it expertly before sliding it into the scabbard on his back with barely a pause. “She is getting better Onera.” He spoke. “As she grows more comfortable with herself now, without the darkness of Xaxon filling her, she is becoming more relaxed and easy.”

Onera met his eyes and nodded. “I know… and she is! I know… I know she has not shown me everything that monster forced her to do… but I have seen some of it. I know she is hard sometimes, and she can be very vicious… but she keeps that locked away tightly now.” She agreed. 
Pa'cour nodded. “It is part of the vampire nature… to be cold and calculating. You have it within you as well. That is what Xaxon took advantage of. Twisted to his will. Who you see now… who everyone sees now is the real Yuri. Who she was meant to be. Yes… she can be cruel and harsh at times… but not to her children or those she loves.”

“Like you and I.” Onera said. “Like… like my sisters?”

Pa'cour nodded more slowly this time. “She will… she will try to make amends to them one day. She doesn’t believe forgiveness is deserved from them, I know that, but only time will tell.”

“I will always be different… won’t I father?” Onera asked softly.
Pa'cour nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered honestly. “Because of how you were born and because you are our daughter. There are many who still… who still hate your mother for her actions in the past. Some of that hate is justified… some is not. It is no different for me. We both have many sins to atone for Dalharil, that is why we did not simply disappear when we had the chance. The manner in which we conduct ourselves now is how we will make amends. Unfortunately… when we… when we discovered our love for each other, everything happened so quickly that we did not consider you could be the result.”

Onera nodded her head with a sly smile. “Mother said it was the most glorious thing in the world though… making me. She said you make her quiver whenever you look at her.”
Pa'cour looked at her with wide eyes. “She… she said that?” He gasped. “Dalharil… you should not speak of such things with me!”
Onera laughed at the expression on her father’s face for she had never seen an Immortal blush. “I am not so reserved Papa.” She spoke playfully. “And mother is becoming less so. Especially when it concerns you. She… she worships you Papa.”

Pa'cour met her gaze. “No more than I worship her.” He said. 

Onera spun Iphan rie Aellseleum in her slim hand then and seated it into the scabbard in her opposite hand. “These swords Papa… they were not forged by an Immortal or vampire Weapons Master were they.” She spoke.
Pa'cour shook his head. “No they are not.” He answered looking at Halize rie Aellseleum in his own hand. “They were forged by the elven Weapons Master Nehtes.”
Onera’s dark eyes grew a little wider. “The Lycavorian Union’s Weapons Master?” She gasped. “I have heard some of the other Immortals talking about him. And these swords! How did you… how did you obtain them from him?”

Pa'cour smiled. “They are exquisite are they not?” He spoke lifting Halize and admiring the curve of the pommel. “Forged from pure Union Dragon Armor. Unbreakable and never to lose their razor edge.” He said softly, almost reverently Onera noticed. “They… they were a gift from a man.” He said looking at her now. “A man who was honoring a request made many thousands of years ago. A man who believed in me. They are called the Hammer and Anvil of Justice in the Lycavorian language and I gave him my word that they would never be used outside of the names they carry. You must honor that now as well.”

“Me?” Onera gasped.

“Your skills with the sword are at a level that you will need your own weapon. Iphan is suited for you yes?” Pa'cour asked.

Onera looked at the sword. “Yes!” She rasped. “It feels… it feels like it is almost alive at times.”

“Then you will carry it now.” Pa'cour told her. “You have earned the right and I trust you will help me to keep my word?”

Onera met his eyes. “Pholor ussta bel'la ilharn.” (On my honor father.)
Pa'cour nodded. “Good.”

“Who… who gave them to you Papa?” Onera prodded him once more.

Pa'cour looked at her. “There are some things that I keep close to my xukuth Dalharil.” He answered with a smile. “Some day you will discover the answer you seek… but for now I will keep this knowledge close. For me… for me it was the day my life truly began.”

Onera gripped the scabbard with Iphan in it tighter and pulled it close to her chest. “Then so shall I father.” She said softly. “So shall I.”

Pa'cour rose to his feet with a nod. “Then before we meet your mother and Nalavi for dinner we need to wash. It would not do for us to stink them out of our quarters would it?”

Onera chuckled softly. “We do smell rather bad don’t we?”

Pa'cour nodded. “I also believe it is time for you to have your own quarters.” He said. 

Onera’s eyes lit up in joy. “Really?” She almost shouted.

Pa'cour laughed as he took her arm and they began to walk towards the elevator. “It would not be appropriate for me to worship your mother with you in the next room.” He told her calmly.

Onera’s face broke into a huge smile and she began to laugh. “Papa! You just made a joke! A sexual joke!” She exclaimed. “Wait until I tell mother!”

Pa'cour grinned and drew her close. “You can accompany us to Nebonese in two days and purchase some items to decorate your new quarters.”

“Really?”

Pa'cour nodded. “It was your mother’s idea… but since we are going there anyway… it will allow you to begin to grow into who you are.”

Onera wrapped her arm around her father’s waist and hugged him as they walked. “And give you and mother time to worship each other again!” She said with a laugh.

Pa'cour chuckled. “Well… yes… there is that to consider.” He told her.

“…is your complete list?” Yuri asked Lidene looking up to meet the eyes of the Research Professor who was now in charge of the entire Advanced Weapons program thought destroyed on Research Station One.

The man was of medium height, only an inch taller than Yuri’s five foot seven, his brown shoulder length hair slightly unkempt and his facial hair sparsely spaced which gave him a rather haggard appearance all of the time. Yuri had learned long ago to look past that for Lidene was brilliant. He was the one who had used the technology and material from the City Ship on Nuwaroa and integrated it into the High Coven’s Cloning Program. He and those of his team were the only ones her mother had allowed to study and actually work with the Pralor tech, and that is why Yuri had ordered him off the station before the Lycavorian Union reduced it to space rubble. Lidene was mildly excitable and could talk very fast at times, but no one could doubt his mind.

“I… I did not want them… you know… asking for personal items.” Lidene stammered as he looked at her. 


Yuri smiled slightly and shook her head. “Lidene… this base will be our home for the foreseeable future.” She told him. “I want everyone to be as comfortable as possible. Many have brought their families here just as your people have.” She handed back the data pad to him. “Please… have your people request what they want. If we can procure it… we will.”

Lidene took the pad from her and nodded. “Thank you… thank you Princess.” He stammered once more.


Yuri nodded. “You have some information for me?” She asked.


Lidene’s eyes lit up. “What? Yes! Oh yes!” He exclaimed turning to the computer station he stood next too. He typed a few commands and Yuri watched as the monitor shifted and changed to show several different variants of weapons systems. “The most promising that we have so far been working on is a version of the Quantum Matter Pulse Cannons.” He adjusted the screen. “We can build the weapon itself with no difficulty, even mount it on a ship, but in order for it to do anything other than sit there, an enormous power core is needed.” He looked at her. “Or a Pralor power core. Twenty billion terawatts of power to be exact.”

Yuri looked at him. “Twenty billion!” She almost shouted. “Lidene… is that… is that even possible? That kind of power… the engine core for the ship would have to be as large as one of our frigates. We can not build a ship that size!”


Lidene shook his head. “No, no!” He said. “But based on the data taken from the Union ships that destroyed Research Station One, the Union has devised a Pralor based engine core. It appears to have been installed on all their capital ships from what I can tell. A Quantum Fusion based Resonance Matter Reactor. Much smaller and much, much more powerful than anything we have without question.”


“They have built their own Pralor ship?” Yuri asked.


Lidene shook his head. “No. They have designed and built an engine based on Pralor technology using materials known to us.” He answered. “And done so in a short time as well if their capital ships all have this power plant. Excellent work too… a bit ungainly if our theoretical specs are right… but excellent work nonetheless.”


Yuri shook her head. “Wait… how were you able to scan their ships Lidene? We have tried on several occasions and were not able to do this.”

Lidene nodded. “Unless you catch them when they are lowering their Shroud Shields. I… I was on a transport in the area when they did this to attack the Research Station One. It only allows a window of four point nine seconds, but I managed to conduct a very simple scan during that time. Nothing they would have detected, but far more than what I had hoped to get. They appear to have worked out the power matrix cycling of the Shrouds and have lessened the gap to less than five seconds. If you are not prepared for it, you will miss the window.”


“And you were prepared for it?” Yuri asked him.


Lidene shrugged his shoulders. “I knew something was going to happen. I got all of our people off, just as you ordered, but I remained behind in a G9 to see for myself.”


“That was a singularly stupid thing to do Lidene.” Yuri scolded him.


It bounced off Lidene and he smiled. “I know! I know!” He exclaimed. “Stupidest thing I’ve ever done in my life. I…” He looked at Yuri’s expression and stopped talking. “Well… I got the readings and then escaped.”


“What about… what about the rumors coming out of the Farnuri Expanse. A seven kilometer long ship and a handful of Union craft decimating nearly five hundred front line Kavalian warships.” Yuri asked. 

“Seven kilometers long.” He shook his head. “We don’t have…” He looked at her. “Oh… you mean the Union?” Lidene turned to his computer and typed in several commands. “Oh… the answer to that is easy.” He answered. “They recovered the ship on Ritaah.”


“What? The entire ship?” Yuri gasped. “How?”


“The reports, unconfirmed mind you, they match up almost flawlessly with the sensor readings our ships took of it when it was buried in the mountain. Size matches almost perfectly as I said.” Lidene answered. “A Pralor ship of that size, with its advanced technology could easily do what the rumors say.”


“So you are saying they have a Pralor ship.” Yuri stated.


“Two if you include the one on Earth.” Lidene told her. “I can safely estimate most of their current technology is based on the ship they took from Lycavore. Shields. Engines. Power generators. Communications. The Union far surpasses us in these field snow. Because of the one hidden on Earth. This ship from Ritaah not so much. When they do start to incorporate the technology from this new ship, it will be quick however. They already have all the parts in place and they have had twenty plus years to work out the small details. They are very bright you know. And whoever was able to build and modify engine cores based on the Pralors is positively brilliant. I want to meet them! These Pralors… they did not believe in building things small.”


Yuri turned away for a moment and shook her head with a sly smile. “Martin Leonidas… you devious bastard! You did know!”


“Princess?” Lidene asked.


Yuri turned back to him. “It’s not important right now.” She told him. “So you can build these weapons Lidene?”


Lidene nodded his head. “With known materials of course. Not as sturdy or accurate as the Union… we don’t have their expertise just yet… but reasonably similar… yes. The Power Cores to operate them… that is another story.”


“One thing at a time Lidene. How many different types?” Yuri asked.


“Two different classes of ship based weapons. A unique missile launching technique, but without whatever missiles it is suppose to fire.” Lidene said. “We haven’t delved that far into the actual data itself. It’s very hard to understand in some cases and even with the translation cubes from Nuwaroa… it’s slow going. I don’t know how the Union got so far along with it. They should have run into the same problems we are having.”

“They had Martin Leonidas.” Yuri said softly.


“Princess?” Lidene asked.


“If what I have studied these last weeks is even remotely accurate… the Pralor Ship on Lycavore was still nearly intact. The Pralors on that ship integrated into the Lycavorian population over the many centuries.” Yuri met his eyes. “The Commander of that Pralor ship is Martin Leonidas’s direct descendant. He has to be. My mother’s notes referred to him as Sumar. My mother’s notes were accurate, albeit very much filled with hatred and anger. She eluded to this in several areas of her journals.”


Lidene’s eyes grew a little wider. “Then he… then he would have known how to operate the ship! Maybe… maybe not directly or how… but he would have known.”


“And don’t forget the Avatar.” Yuri spoke. “He was this Sumar’s Avatar. He was never far from his side and if the journals and logs are accurate… this Avatar would retain everything from his time with Sumar.”

Lidene looked at her. “Princess… would it be possible… could I review these journals?” He asked. “The ones that are not…”


Yuri looked at him. “Lidene… that is an excellent idea!” She spoke. “She was very meticulous in logging them. Anything having to do with the Pralors or their technology I will make sure get to you.”


Lidene smiled excited. “They may be the keys to truly beginning to understand this technology Princess.”


Yuri nodded. “I agree. What about small arms Lidene?” Yuri asked.


“I have a small team on that.” Lidene said. “I thought you only wanted ship data and did not bring that with me.”


Yuri shook her head. “That is fine. Small arms are not a priority right now. You can brief me later on that. Do you need anything to help in your research?”


Lidene met her eyes. “Princess… my team… we…”


Yuri stepped closer to him. “Professor Lidene… I have absolutely no intention of using this data or anything you create in order to conquer or oppress. Would you rather it had fallen into the hands of Admiral Moran?”


“Certainly not! He was a savage and vile…” Lidene stopped with wide eyes and looked at her.


Yuri chuckled at his expression. “Have no fear Professor… in that regard we have similar feelings towards my former husband.” Yuri shook her head. “I give you my word… for what it is worth I know… but I give you my word nothing that you create will be used to subjugate any species.”


“Then… if you don’t mind me asking… why develop it?” Lidene asked.


“So that if… if we need to defend what all of us regard as sacred to us… I want to be able to do that to the best of my ability.” Yuri answered. “You have free reign to proceed how you see fit Lidene. No one will watch over you or demand you build something we have not already agreed too. You answer to no one but myself and Pa'cour.”


“There is something you are not telling me.” Lidene said.

Yuri nodded. “Yes there is… and when I discover what it is myself Lidene… you will be among the first to know.”


“Ah… very good!” Lidene said. 


Yuri smiled. “Was there something else?” She asked.


Lidene shook his head. “Don’t like the new group much.” He said. “They seem rather… odd… if you get my meaning.”


Yuri nodded. “Yes I do Lidene. I’ll take care of it.”


“Good. Good. Couple of them were downright scary. I’ll get back to work and let you know of anything new.”


Yuri watched him scamper across his lab towards a group of three other researchers as Ma'dur came up beside her.


“Princess… forgive me my boldness… but this man?” Ma'dur said. “He does not seem to be…”


“All there?” Yuri asked with a smile.


“Yes.” Ma'dur answered.


“He isn’t.” Yuri said. “But he is still the most brilliant man I have ever met with the possible exception of one.” She replied. “Come… let’s use Lidene’s office and check with Quellian before we meet this new group. Given that Lidene mentioned it… I doubt very much it is coincidence.” 


“…recommended them?” the Kochab in the transmission snapped defensively. “I haven’t recommended anyone to you in the last three weeks Princess. You know that.” He spoke. “And I certainly would not have told them to meet with you on Jagalir. That spaceport is a cesspool for vermin of every species and it goes against the agreement we made.”


Yuri turned slowly in the chair as his smaller image moved within the office he was occupying on Nebonese. “I gathered as much Quellian.”


The Kochab looked at her evenly in the transmission. “Yuri…” He spoke forgoing her title to let her know he was serious. “We have done business for over ten years. Have I ever misled or lied to you in that time?”


Yuri leaned forward in the chair. “Forgive my lack of inflection Quellian.” She stated quickly. “No Quellian… you have never done any such thing, unlike many who choose to occupy themselves in a similar field as you. You have nothing to fear my friend… not from me. A trust that I hope is mutual?”

Quellian nodded instantly. “It is. Very much so. And it has been for some years now. I hope I have proven that.”


Yuri nodded. “You have more than proven that Quellian. I am troubled by who would direct these individuals however.” 


“I won’t be doing any such thing in the future.” Quellian spoke. “Not after you have gone and had a change of heart. Not to mention that walking mountain you now call your Blessed Husband.”


Yuri chuckled. “Pa'cour is rather large isn’t he?” She said. “I never doubted you Quellian but we needed to be sure.” She leaned forward. “Can you find out anything about them or who might be volunteering information in regards to me?”


Quellian nodded his head. “I’ll put some feelers out and check my own people to make sure they aren’t talking about things they shouldn’t be.” He told her. “No promises though. Only someone very brave or very stupid would come after you now.”


Yuri’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”


“The contract that maniac Lycavorian Prince put on you has been removed yes, but not the one by your former husband.” Quellian said.


“Robert has put a contract on me?” Yuri said almost casually. “That is so like him. And Androcles Leonidas is no maniac… be assured of that.”

“Yes well… it’s causing quite the confusing situation.” Quellian said.


“How so?” Yuri asked.


“It seems that when the young wolf Prince you angered changed his mind and removed the bounty on your head… he also implied it would not be in the best interests of anyone who continued to pursue the contract.” Quellian told her.


Yuri’s dark eyes were wide. “He ordered that?” She gasped.


Quellian shook his head. “Not openly no. He implied it however, as I said. Given what has occurred recently within the Lycavorian Union and here in The Wilds, not to mention his display on the Union’s Netnews Channels, there are very few who are willing to cross him due to his propensity for obliterating things. He has developed the reputation of being exceptionally unforgiving towards those who harbor ill-will towards him or members of his family. I give you the Icalro Alliance as an example. The survivors of that debacle are still wandering in and all of them are babbling about invisible ships that blew that fledging government into oblivion. Scum though they may have been.” Quellian stopped moving within the transmission. “That is why I said they are either very brave or very stupid to come after you. None of the usual sources will even touch the contract put out by your delightful former husband. I must say though… while your Immortal is overly large… he is definitely an vast improvement Yuri. I find myself liking this part of you far more than the old one.”

Yuri smiled warmly. “As do I Quellian, as do I. And thank you for your words. I happen to agree with them most vigorously. I will send the remainder of our list to you before we depart tomorrow. That should give you ample time to gather what you are able. We will see you on Nebonese in four days.”


The Kochab nodded. “Until then.” He said.


Yuri looked at Ma'dur as the transmission ended. “Thoughts?” She asked.


“This Kochab speaks to you with more familiarity than I like Princess, but it seems his information is accurate. We must tell Pa'cour about this contract.” Ma'dur stated. “This contract by Robert Moran is not something we knew about.”


Yuri nodded her head. “Oh… I will tell him.” She said quickly. “You said there were two of them among the group that recently arrived?”


Ma'dur nodded. “Knowing what Quellian has told us now… I believe the rest are also just scum that they hired to cover themselves.”


Yuri got to her feet. “Indeed. I tend to agree with you. Robert was never very inventive in his actions. In or out of our bed.” She said. 
Ma'dur did not meet her eyes out of respect but he chuckled softly nonetheless. “It is truly good to see that your eyes have been opened Princess.”

Yuri nodded with a smile. “I agree.” She said. “As for our guests… see to it that all of them are eliminated except for our two special guests Ma'dur. Them… I want them interrogated until there is little left to gain from them. I do not care how it is done.”


“And then?” Ma'dur asked.


Yuri met his eyes. “Then give their remains to the animals that live around our mountain. They need to eat as well.” She told him coldly.


Ma'dur smiled a positively evil smile. “I will see to it.”

SOLMAR SYSTEM

FEBRUARY 7TH, 0729 HRS, EST

ULU SCIMITAR STRIKE WING

BATTLE OF SOLMAR

DAY ONE
 

They had been warned.
Azlenr had fought with the same fleet for a dozen years and he knew the overall Task Force commander. A man who was a bit rough around the edges and who thought highly of Keleru, but a man who knew his business nonetheless. Azlenr had warned him to keep his guard up after his conversation with Androcles Leonidas. The Lycavorian Prince was well known for being a tactical expert and willing to use very unorthodox in order to win. The Admiral had listened to Azlenr’s warning and when their communication ended he promptly dismissed it. He was secure in the knowledge that they had more than enough ships in the system to handle even a full scale assault. He was also confident that should the need arise, reinforcements were not far away.

He was wrong on both counts.

No reinforcements would be coming, but not because they were not available. They would not be coming because they had been ordered to stand down. 

And no matter his experience… the Kavalian Task Force Commander had only fought High Coven up until this day. He was used to having High Coven forces fight a defensive battle and quickly move out of the area after one or two volleys of their weapons. He had never fought a dedicated force of men and women from multiple species, all with the same enduring will to win.

When the ten MOONLANCER B-Class Battlecruisers dropped from LSD operation on the edge of the planetary system, the reaction of the Kavalian crews was slow and wrought with surprise at the appearance of Union capital ships. The MOONLANCER Bs were well out of the range of any Kavalian weapon and the Task Force commander sent word off to Azlenr that they were turning to meet Union ships. He ordered fighters launched from the six GREAT SOULs under his command and then he ordered fully half his DIATAGAs and DIMERUs to move to engage the ships. He gave the orders with confidence and more than a little arrogance and he walked directly into the careful trap Sa'sur had laid.

The MOONLANCER-Class Battlecruiser had originally been designed as a carrier of fighters to support the LEONIDAS I-Strike Cruisers. With the introduction of the LEONIDAS II their role had changed significantly and then with the advent of the ARIZONA-Class the older ship found its niche. Fifty of the enormous ships had undergone a swift refit, dispensing with much of the aircraft and hanger deck items needed to sustain fighters. In place of fighters, the B variant now sported one hundred M22A Missile Batteries, broken into ten separate launchers. Five of the massive batteries deployed along each enormous wing of the MOONLANCER B, each launcher with ten individual tubes. Three stretched across the top of each wing, two under each wing, giving the ship a decidedly ugly appearance. That appearance however, did not take away from the role of the MOONLANCER B in any way. As if on some unheard order, the moment the Kavalian ships turned to meet them, each MOONLANCER B opened up with every missile in its bays. Designed for a sustained bombardment of almost twenty minutes before its magazines ran dry, in the space of just four seconds, one thousand M22A ZMF were launched directly at the oncoming Kavalian ships. As the last missile left its launcher, five of the huge ships broke to the right and five to the left, each of them defying Kavalian reports that they were nothing more than lumbering behemoths. And each going through it’s two minute reload cycle just as fast as their crews and computers could go. None of them wanted to be left out of the battle ahead. 
The Kavalian Task Force commander, a man by the name of Gordna, came out of his chair with stunned eyes as his bridge crew began to scream about missiles.

“Report damn it!” He bellowed. “Give me a report!” 
“Incoming missiles Admiral!” The sensor operator shouted. “Tracking a thousand of them! Unknown type!”

Gordna’s eyes grew even wider. “A thousand!” He gasped.

“It’s hard to track them! They have some sort of stealth profile!”

“Targeting on our DIATAGAs and DIMERUs!”

“Union ships breaking away!”

Gordna went to the closest tactical station on the bridge of his GREAT SOUL. “Order evasive!” He screamed. “Order our ships to start evasive maneuvers! Break contact!”

“Most of the missiles appear to be locked on already Admiral!” The operator barked.

Gordna was a man of emotion, as all Kavalians were. The emotion foremost in his mind right now was anger and he turned to watch as the larger tactical holo image showed the Union ships breaking away but not retreating out of the system. It was then that he made his second tactical error and doomed his Task Force forever.

“Don’t let them escape!” He snarled. “Second Echelon of DIEROYs move to engage the missile ships! Destroy them! Order all fighters to concentrate on them! Have our DIATAGAs and DIMERUs engage the missiles targeted on them! Form into groups and concentrate their point defenses!”

“Admiral… the missiles will impact in twenty-six seconds!” The operator gasped. “They can not…”

“DO IT!” Gordna roared. “Helm… come to course four seven nine three point two!” He moved back to his command chair. “I will show these Union dogs who is the superior fighter here! Power forward batteries and target the closest Union ship!”

It was a bold move and had the ten MOONLANCER Bs been the only threat, a move that would have no doubt succeeded as he brought his GREAT SOUL and its superior firepower to bear on the missile ships. There was only one flaw with his plan, and it was a flaw that would cost him his life. The MOONLANCERs were the bait. And if you wanted to live, you never took the bait in an ambush.
SCIMITAR STRIKE GROUP

KINDRED SOUL GROUP ATTACHED

HOLDING OUTSIDE SOLMAR PLANETARY SYSTEM

“… That’s it Captain!” The Tactical Officer barked out from his station as he turned to look at where Sa'sur stood with Sadi, Ne'Veha, Jomann and Vengal. “The Kavalian Task Force has committed!”
Sa'sur smiled a predatory smile as she came to her feet from her command chair. “Stupid fucking Kavalians! Always thinking with their cocks!” She muttered hotly under her breath drawing a large grin from Sadi and Ne’Veha. “Signal the Strike Group! Prepare to jump into the system! Execute Plan Omega Four Three!” She barked out the orders. “Strike Wing Bravo to cover the KINDRED SOUL until she breaches the atmosphere! Wings Charlie and Delta to maneuver and engage. We are going straight for that fool Kavalian!”

“We’ll launch and follow Bravo and the KINDRED SOUL to the surface Sa'sur.” Sadi spoke. “General Vengal will assume overall command while General Washington and Colonel Mosont deploy and secure our position.”

“Andro and Dorian have already begun to stage and move the civilians they have to this area. Once we are secure, we’ll begin shuttling them up to the fleet.” Vengal spoke.

Sa'sur nodded. “We’ll keep the skies clear.” She spoke confidently. “I already have three fighter groups ready to deploy and escort from the surface. Captain Patton is going to be really pushing the KINDRED SOUL at a steep angle so remain back from his wake.”

Sadi and Ne'Veha nodded. “We will.” Ne'Veha answered.

Sa'sur nodded. “Alright… let’s do this.” She said.

Sadi nodded her head and knew then why Sa'sur and Andro had been such a success as a pair. Separately they could and did motivate and drive people around them forward. Together commanding the SCIMITAR, they drove men and women to greatness that few, save the crew of MJOLNIR’S HAND and Riall’s ship, could surpass. 
Sadi looked at Ne'Veha. “Come SirsanGai.” She spoke taking her hand. “Our mate calls to us.”

Jomann and Vengal fell in behind them silently as they left the bridge and Sa'sur couldn’t help but grin as she turned back to her Combat Display. She looked over at her Tactical Officer. “Andro’s going to need to do some serious body worshiping to get rid of the anger they have at him.” She said.

The female elf chuckled and nodded her head in agreement. “I think he is up to the task Captain. And I don’t believe they are as angry as they like everyone to think.”
Sa'sur nodded. “No doubt!” She agreed and turned to face the main portion of her bridge. “Ok people! Twenty seconds! Get ready!”

ULU KINDRED SOUL
WASP-CLASS ASSAULT CRUISER


She stood looking at the men and women of her command and could not feel anything but confident pride. They stretched back as far as she could see along this deployment section of their Drop Pods. 
Colonel Josephine Miller. Commander of the Second Brigade, 82nd Cataphract Division, United Lycavorian Union military. The “Rabid Dogs” as they were affectionately referred to by other officers within the division. Josephine Miller, or Josie as she preferred unless you cared to have your teeth rattling around your mouth for calling her Josephine, was pound for pound as hard as they came. Her five foot seven body was a hundred and twenty-six pounds of chiseled muscle and bone. There was no body fat on her tanned frame whatsoever, yet she retained her feminine appeal because of the shape of her incredible ass and her firm, medium sized breasts. She had joined the Union military at seventeen, ten years after Earth was freed and one of a wave of volunteers that joined in the years after the Battle for Earth twenty eight years ago. She was quickly chosen for officer’s school after her basic training because of her drive and intense charisma and the powers at be wanted human officers who could motivate and lead. At only nineteen years of age, almost ten years to the day after the end of the Battle for Earth, she found herself graduating from a shortened Officer’s Training School and thrust into command of a platoon. Her history and reputation only grew from there.

Josie Miller was one of only nine human officers to lead forces during the Evolli war and one of only three in command of Union units during the Battle of Alba Tau. Her joint human and Drow scout unit had seen extensive action across that jungle hellhole of a planet and it was the cause of the single long scar that now decorated her face. A thin three and a half inch long scar from the end of an Evolli blade that ran from just below her left eye to just beneath her jaw. It was a wound that had grown infected before she was able to reach one of the Hadarian Healers, and while they could have removed any trace of a scar, Josie chose to keep it as a reminder of what happen on that planet. Josie Miller was not a woman to be trifled with as many had learned over the years. Her father, a General of Earth forces, worked closely with War Master Tareif and General Lynwe. The defense of Earth and all they had built from the ruins was foremost in their minds. Josie had beaten down many who had challenged her or her form of command, and she had the distinct label as the only human officer to ever tell a visiting alien dignitary to go fuck himself.

Josie lifted her hand and looked at the new Cataphract armor she and all her troops wore. Ten years of research had gone into the development of the Cataphract Armor and the finished product was about to get its baptism under fire. The Cataphract armor was special. A flexible layer of ArmorPly against the wearer’s body, a Ducorsis weave on top of that layer, and finally a combination of Dragon Armor and Crystanium combined in a mixture that made it both light and incredibly durable. Within each layer of the armor were microfilaments that monitored the body of each wearer and served as an exoskeleton of sorts. The body armor made the wearer naturally stronger and faster and able to endure on the battlefield far longer than the normal human. Charles Taylor had been screaming for years about getting the humans involved more in the military portion of the Union’s defense. He wanted humans to carry their own weight, and after years of research Ben O’Connor had delivered. Josie flexed her hand, feeling the added power in her grasp and the sense of accomplishment the armor gave to her. She looked up finally and glanced at the grizzled Sergeant Major who had been at her side for nearly a decade now. He nodded, holding both her helmet and his under his arms. Josie nodded back to him and climbed up onto the stack of ammunition crates.

“Listen up you Rabid Dogs!” She bellowed. Her voice carried over the distance only so far, but the implants they all wore insured even those in the back rows heard her. “This is it! The Kavalians have taken the bait and in two minutes we’re jumping into the shit!” Josie let her eyes sweep across the gathered men and women. “Many of you have been with me for a while so the same shit applies! For you new people… listen up! President Taylor and the King have been working towards this day for over ten years! The day when humans finally announced to the stars that we are here to stand up for what the Union means! The Lycavorians and the Elves have carried us for too long! Now we have the ability to carry our own weight out here! Now we show everyone that we can kick their assess just as well on the ground as Admiral Lorian does in the stars!”

Josie smiled when that comment got a rousing round of proud roars of approval. Miranda Lorian had become somewhat of an icon among the humans within the Union military. Her accomplishments showed everyone that humans could be just as important as anyone else.

“We got this armor… but it doesn’t make up for what we have in our heads and hearts!” Josie continued. “That is what drives us! The King and President Taylor never gave up on us and now it’s time to show them their faith wasn't in vain! You all know the plan… once we are groundside… 1st Brigade and my command group link up with Colonel Mosont and a brigade of Durcunusaan! We secure their LZ since we are gonna be groundside first!” This brought even louder cheering from her people and Josie glanced back to where the Lycavorian commander of the Durcunusaan division stood with another. He smiled at her before she turned back. “The Kavalians have killed civilians! Innocent civilians who it’s our job to protect and defend! Now we get payback for them and get the rest of them offworld!” She shifted her form on the crates. “If it’s Kavalian… kill it with extreme prejudice! We don’t take prisoners on this Op! Not unless the word comes down! This is where we shine! President Taylor and King Leonidas worked hard at getting humans back into the thick of things, and this armor does it. But as the King says… if you break it, you buy it. And at twenty million riyal per suit… your ass will be in the military for a long time paying it back!”

That comment brought laughter now, cutting away the pre-combat tension that had been hanging over them.

“We are not invincible! Keep your wits about you! For you new people… listen to those who have seen combat before! Take what they say to heart! It may just save your ass and I don’t write letters very well!” Josie exclaimed. “You die on me… I’ll haunt your sorry ass for the rest of your spirit living fucking life!” Josie grinned at the wide eyes and stunned expressions she saw among the many new faces. They would be looked after by the older members of her Brigade she knew. “Maintain your spacing during the Drop! Stay with your platoons and companies and don’t over compensate on your Pod’s controls! And if you happen to land on top of one of those furry bastards, once you blow your hatch, bend over and introduce yourself! Right before you blow their sorry ass into the next life!” Josie turned to her Sergeant Major. “Sergeant Major… let’s do this!”
The man nodded and looked at the gathered men and women. “Alright you rabid dogs! Man your pods! Drop your socks and grab your cocks and pussies! It’s time to go to war!”

Josie chuckled as she stepped off the crate and moved over to her command group. She stared at Mosont for a long moment and he finally smiled. “Inspiring speech.” Mosont spoke.

“Don’t jerk my chain!” Josie snapped as she stepped up to him. “I don’t like being a puppet! Why are we being assigned to you?”

Mosont shook his head quickly. “You misunderstand your purpose Colonel Miller.” He said. “You are not being assigned to me. I asked General Washington for the best Brigade within the 82nd. There is no second fiddle here. The reason for my request is quite simple. I needed the best. The Kavalians on the surface have no doubt been made aware of our ambush by now and they will soon see our ships jumping into the system. They know the Prince is on the surface. He will need to break his Shroud based ground cover to get the civilians to the KINDRED SOUL. When he does that… every Kavalian on three continents will know where he is. They will drive right for him. Which is exactly what he wants them to do.”
Josie nodded her head. “Get the civilians off with all the attention focused on him.” She said.

Mosont nodded. “You see now why I requested you. Our two brigades are going to be moving directly from the LZ to his location in order to reinforce him. I do not want to be delayed by petty Kavalian forces. We destroy anything that gets in our way. Something I am to understand you do quite well.”

Josie grinned. “That’s been said about me… yeah.” She said.

“This is not an easy mission Colonel Miller… and I have the utmost respect for what you have accomplished. I commend you.” Mosont said. “I basically want someone who I do not need to babysit. That is you.” Mosont motioned to the Lycavorian next to him. “Allow me to introduce Dilochites Lemios. He will act as your liaison to me. There are times when radio communication will be spotty at best. He can Mindvoice me with any ideas or orders you feel necessary if the radios are not working. He’s also fully drop qualified.”

The Lycavorian was easily over six foot and his helmet hid most of his features but Josie looked at those piercing green eyes and saw no fear. He was a Lycavorian and she knew of very few who were afraid of anything. He bowed his head to her slightly. “It will be an honor to work with you Colonel.” He spoke.

“You might regret saying that.” Josie quipped.

The large Lycavorian shrugged his shoulders. “We shall see.” He said. “But I sincerely doubt it.”

Mosont held out his hand to her and Josie took it. “Good luck Colonel. May the gods guide your actions and I will see you on the ground.”

Josie nodded. “Same to you.” She said. She watched him turn and walk away and then her eyes went to Lemios. “Let’s find you a pod…” She spoke. “We drop in six and a half minutes.”

SOLMAR
ANDROCLES’S TAC BASE


“… them in tight!” Andro’s voice carried over the din of hundreds of men and women moving into the ships as quickly and safely as they could. He stood near the end of the ramp up in to the KADEN transport, a small Bontawillian girl in one arm as he ushered others forward with his free arm. Aleatia stood silently on the ramp of the STRIKER not far away with Harira and Kelelm watching him, Harira’s eyes wide. “No one gets left behind!” They heard him yell above the sound of hundreds of feet.

“What is happening?” She asked having just this moment caught up to where Aleatia was.

Kelelm looked at her. “The assault has begun.” He stated more calmly than he felt, but in the few short hours he had been among them, Kelelm was still filled with confidence and pride at what they had accomplished so far. “Union ships have entered the system and begun their attack against this Kavalian fleet. They are preparing to move the civilians to the staging area that reinforcing ground units will secure roughly four kilometers from here near the beach.”

Ibani and Osbela came rushing up to them as well now. “Mother!” Ibani declared.

Aleatia looked at them and reached for their hands. “The Union attack has started.” She told them. “We will be leaving shortly.”

“Where is Sehri?” Osbela asked quickly.

Aleatia turned her head back to where the civilians were loading the KADEN and their eyes followed, seeing Sehri come moving back down the ramp of the KADEN and right up to where Andro was standing. He didn’t hesitate and held out the small child for her to take. As Sehri scooped her into her arms, Andro moved to an elderly Bontawillian woman who was struggling to keep up with the rush of bodies and he lifted her into his arms without pause. He and Sehri immediately turned to go back into the KADEN as the woman in Andro’s arms hugged him in happiness and relief.
“You see the way they look at him.” Aleatia said softly. “With reverence in their eyes. It is how they look upon Sehri now as well. Just for being with him.”

“You need to have her come with us Lady Aleatia.” Harira spoke moving up to her. “She cannot remain here!”

“She’s right mother!” Ibani insisted.

Aleatia smiled. “At this juncture… there is very little I would be able to force your sister to do.” She stated. 
“She is the youngest!” Osbela snapped. “She must listen to you!”

Aleatia smiled. “I don’t think it is up to us any longer.” She stated. She looked at Kelelm. “Is it my son?”

Kelelm shook his head. “No. The battle is already set in motion.” He stated. “Once we receive word that Androcles’s forces have secured their objectives, these ships with the civilians will leave. The Kavalians will undoubtedly detect where they came from and descend upon this area in overwhelming force.”

“What?!” Harira gasped. “Kelelm… you are sure?”

Kelelm nodded. “It is a sound tactic. We will have revealed our position and the Kavalian leadership will be under the mistaken impression that killing Androcles will bring victory. At least that is the path they have followed so far.”
Harira looked at Aleatia. “Lady Aleatia… then we need to be on one of those ships!” She rasped.

Aleatia looked at her. “You see these people Harira?” Aleatia said. “Different from us though they may be… it is obvious they are in no position to fend for themselves. I will not take the spot of one of them to protect myself.”

“This is not our fight!” Harira exclaimed. “Dyack would agree with me and send you away!”

Aleatia shook her head. “Do not presume to know what my husband and mate would do better than I Shaman Master Harira.” She spoke in a low, harsh voice. “Dyack would not place innocents in harm’s way to save himself or any of us, though he would surely want too.”

“This is not our fight!” Harira repeated her statement.

“That is where you are wrong Shaman Master.” Kelelm spoke. “This is our fight. It became our fight the moment that we discovered part of our history with these men and women. We are Lycavorian… just as they are.”

“We are Rothryn!” Harira hissed.

Kelelm smiled at her. “And what is a Rothryn Shaman Master Harira? A Lycavorian that simply cannot change their form. That is the only difference between us and it is certainly not enough of a difference for me to turn my back on everything that we have discovered since embarking on this trip.”

Aleatia nodded. “Well spoken my son.” She said. “There is so much more for us to learn. And I know Dyack would want us to learn it all.”

Harira shook her head. “You must keep Sehri close by at least!” She snapped. “She is part of the Circle of Shamans! You cannot let her put herself at risk with this… this Androcles.”

Aleatia grinned. “I have no control over that at this point.” She answered.

“Mother!” Osbela exclaimed.

Aleatia looked at her daughter. “I know we had hoped something would happen between Androcles and you or Ibani, but that is not going to be the case Osbela. I’m sorry.” She turned back to look at Androcles at the top of the ramp as he set the older woman down with extreme gentleness and let her shower his cheeks with kisses of gratitude. “With what I have discovered over the last few hours talking with Androcles… there is nothing that will alter your sister’s path now. A path she walks with great happiness and hope.”

“… Is everyone Milord.” The Bontawillian spoke to Andro at the bottom of the ramp of the KADEN.


Andro nodded his head. “Keep everyone calm Councilman Chael.” He said. “When the word comes for the ship to take off… it will be quick.”


The Bontawillian nodded his head. “Milord Prince… what you have done here? It cannot be…”


Andro shook his head now. “What I have done is my duty.”


Chael nodded and reached out to take Andro’s free hand. Sehri clutched his other hand tightly. He looked at her now as well and took her free hand in his. “May I… may I assume this is…?”


Andro looked at Sehri with bright azure eyes and then back to him. He nodded his head. “Yes.” He said. 


Chael smiled. “Princess Sadi… Princess Ne'Veha… the others and now this shining light Milord.” He spoke. “The gods of the mountains truly look upon you with their blessings that you discover and claim such strong women.”


“I’ll agree with that.” Andro spoke.


Chael reached up and placed his palm to Sehri’s cheek. “The blessings and thanks of my people go with you Princess.” He said. “With both of you.”


Andro and Sehri watched as he turned and quickly made his way up the ramp into the KADEN as it began to close. Sehri looked at Andro.


“He called… he called me Princess.” She said in a soft, disbelieving voice.


Andro smiled and drew her close to him with one arm. Sehri didn’t hesitate and wrapped her arms around his waist with a bright smile. “That is what you will be if you choose.” He told her. 


“It is Androcles.” Sehri answered him, her eyes never leaving his face as she looked up at him with confidence and desire. “More… more than anything.”

Andro leaned over and captured her lips with his surprising her with the intensity of the kiss. Sehri returned the kiss with equal passion, feeling the heat within her veins because of her fever grow even hotter at her desire for this powerful Alpha wolf holding her. Not until she had come into her Coming of Age fever had her wolf instincts and blood surged so powerfully to the forefront within her and she knew it was because of the wildness she smelled and sensed within Androcles. He pulled away reluctantly after a long moment but not before leaning over more and firmly nuzzling the ridge of her ear and causing delicious shivers of enchantment to race through her. “Come… we will make contact with KertaGai and the others. They will be making their approach soon and we need to get this over with soon.”

Sehri looked at him oddly with adoring eyes as his touch only added to the overwhelming craving she had for him and the women she had yet to meet. “Why? Isn’t it… isn’t it better to be safe.”


Andro smiled at her. “Because your scent is driving me mad and no doubt it will do the same to Sadi and the others when they arrive. I’m going to kick the Kavalians ass so that we can get you back to my ship and have our way with you.”


Sehri felt a warm sexual flush surge through her at his words and she pressed her body closer to his, feeling so very beautiful and confident with the way he spoke and looked at her. “You… you are very confident Androcles Leonidas.” She cooed to him.


Andro smiled and his azure eyes grew even brighter as he looked at her. “I know what your scent makes me feel. What it will make Sadi, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria feel because they are also wolf. I know what it will make Carisia feel because we are tied so tightly together within Mindvoice. I hope you are prepared Sehri… we will love you senseless.”


Sehri smiled as well, her face lighting up. “I think I will… I will savor that forever.” She said.


Andro smiled and took her hand and they headed for the STRIKER.

SOLMAR

KAVALIAN BASE CAMP

SOUTHERN SETTLEMENT


“…hitting our fleet hard!” The Kavalian tech monitoring the battle above shouted across the command room. Azlenr didn’t respond to him as he stormed into his command center with Byka right behind him. “They are taking heavy damage!”

“They outnumber the Union fleet!” Azlenr almost screamed. 


“They caught Admiral Gordna unprepared!” The man answered.


Azlenr snarled his anger. “More than likely they caught him fucking one of his slave girls!” He growled. “Insure all ground batteries are alert and prepared to repel any assault of this base that comes!” Azlenr snarled as he strode across the command center. “And get me a link to the Prefect!”


His COM officer turned and shook his head. “Communications is jammed General!” He reported. “We can’t even talk with the ships in orbit! It began the moment the missile ships were detected! It is unlike any jamming I have ever seen! Nothing but white noise and complete silence on all channels!”


Azlenr looked at Byka and he nodded. “Just like at Kranek.” He said softly. “Reports say they never got a warning off before they were obliterated.”

“Have all air assets prepare for a mobile assault!” Azlenr snapped turning back to his men. “This fool Prince will have to reveal his location at some point before they begin landing troops and I want to be able to smash him into oblivion when he does! Have Major Marsin join us in my office when he gets here! Byka!”


Azlenr motioned him to follow and he turned and marched into the room that used to be the office and quarters for the Bontawillian Security Chief. Azlenr turned and waited for the door to shut before he reached out and locked it electronically. Byka looked at him oddly as he turned and moved to the makeshift desk that had been set up.


“Azlenr… what is going on?” Byka asked. “The Union is attacking in force! We need to respond! They must have troops they are going to land!”


Azlenr nodded. “No doubt.” He stated looking at his friend. “How long have we served together Byka?”


“Nearly three hundred years now.” Byka answered instantly moving closer. “And I know when something is wrong. What is it?”


Azlenr held out the data pad to him. “Read this.” He said.


Byka reached out with a puzzled expression and took the pad. He pulled it back and began to read silently, his eyes narrowing and growing dark as he read. All he needed was thirty seconds and he looked up. 


“Where did you get this?” He snapped.


“The where does not matter at the moment does it” Azlenr said. “Do you think it is possible Byka?”


“Azlenr I…” Byka began.


“I asked you a question old friend. We have never held back from each other even in the worst of times when we have stood side by side against vampire forces.” Azlenr spoke again stopping his words. “Do you think it is possible?”


Byka looked at the pad once more before looking up and meeting Azlenr’s eyes. “Up… up until two years ago I would have said no.” He stated evenly.


Azlenr knew immediately what he meant. “What happen with Kameka?” He said.


Byka nodded his head. “I saw the way Keleru handled that.” He stated. “Nothing was done to Marsin. What he allowed Kameka to do afterwards, to become a pilot; it was only done as some sort of retribution. A ploy to appease the Pride leaders who support him but are more liberal and modern in their thinking.”

Azlenr nodded. “A view that more and more of our younger Pride leaders are beginning to share.”


Byka moved closer to him. “Where did you get this Azlenr?” He asked. “If Marsin’Jiate discovers you have this he would be within his rights as Puma Bane Commander to arrest you and question you.”


Azlenr nodded. “Yes he would.” He replied. He turned and moved to the small counter and poured two glasses of the Bontawillian juice they had discovered upon taking the colony. “I was with the prisoner.” He explained as he turned around. “The vampire. His name is Robaran.”


Byka took the offered glass. “The prisoner? Why?”


Azlenr sipped the juice. “I wanted… I wanted to question him about this Androcles Leonidas.” He answered. “Perhaps find out how he thinks. Did you know that when a vampire takes the blood of someone, not a victim, but someone they care for, it develops a bond between them? A bond within what they call Mindvoice.”


Byka shook his head. “I never stopped to speak with any vampire long enough to ask such questions.” He answered.


Azlenr nodded his head. “Neither did I.” He said. “Until this Robaran. He is unlike the vampires we are so accustom too from the High Coven. There is no arrogance within his voice or his demeanor. He even referred to me as sir on a number of occasions.”

Byka shook his head. “I’m not following you Azlenr.”


Azlenr set the glass of juice down on the desk. “He is to be married to a female elf. She is on this planet as we speak among the Prince’s forces. She was given a message to pass to him within this Mindvoice. A message from Prince Androcles to me. This information was found by Union commandos on the commander of the northern settlement Byka. They were not able to decrypt all of it… but enough to know what the body of the message intends.”


Byka moved closer to him. “The prisoner gave you this?” He gasped. “You believe him? And why would the Lycavorian Prince send this after what he said in the transmission?”


Azlenr met his eyes. “What do you think my friend?” He asked. “Could what he says be true?”


“Azlenr that is crazy!” Byka spoke. “The Prefect could never hope to accomplish that and get away with it!” Byka looked at him. “Could he?”

“Why not?” Azlenr asked. “The Puma Bane Troops belong to him. To a man they would do whatever he commanded of them. He has warned us both in the past we allow too much freedom and control to our clones and he does not approve of it. That our men are loyal to us and not to the Imperium as a whole. Not to him. He has over three thousand of his Puma Bane troops on this operation alone. Why send so many?”


“We are successful!” Byka hissed. “We are successful because we grant this to our clone troops! And they fight harder and longer! They trust us!”


Azlenr nodded. “Yes… and that is what he sees as wrong.” He turned and moved to the window. “This entire operation felt wrong from the start Byka.” He said softly. “So close to the Union border. A Bontawillian colony and not Lycavorian. Innocents and not soldiers. And then there is Marsin. The man who scarred your daughter. A man who insists on killing innocents even when he is told they took no part in the death of his men. Why send him when he has so many other Puma Bane Commanders?” Azlenr turned and looked at Byka. “Up until an hour ago I was blind Byka… now… every nerve ending and combat sense that I have is standing at attention. And not because of the Union forces.”

“So you… you believe this information?” Byka asked.


“I believe that it is no coincidence that Marsin was chosen to be on this operation and not someone else.” Azlenr told him. “You heard Keleru yourself Byka. He didn’t care that there were civilian casualties. It didn’t faze him. Even after we told him that civilians were not responsible. That ought to tell you something old friend.”


Byka looked away for a long moment then turned back to him. “Azlenr… could what this vampire said… about the attack on their offices that killed children… could it be true?” He asked.


“I don’t know.” Azlenr spoke. “I will tell you this though… the more I learn… the more I believe he will do anything to gain more power.”


“Even target innocents?” Byka asked. “Children? Doing this would start a war with even the most docile of species! Against Lycavorians who value their females and children so… it is insanity!”


“Many of our comrades do not view the lives of innocents as we do Byka.” Azlenr said. “Another reason the Prefect does not care for us.”


Byka shook his head. “This is… it is all so outrageous!” He exclaimed. He looked at him. “What do you intend to do?”

“I mean to send Marsin and his Puma Bane troops after this Androcles when he reveals his location.” Azlenr spoke. It will be the only chance we have to stop the Union assault. If we kill him before they begin to land troops they may just retreat.”


Byka looked at him. “And if not?”


“Then you make sure that you do what you have wanted to do to Marsin for many years.” Azlenr spoke. “Give his life to Kameka. Remove him and the remainder of his men will fall in line enough to repel the Union attack and give us time to determine what is going on and what our future holds.”


“If any of this is true… if any of this is true my friend… our future may not be extending past our actions on this planet.” Byka said softly.


“I will not allow the Lycavorians to slaughter our men for actions which we neither agree with or would have supported.” Azlenr spat. “This also makes me wonder how many of our people actually know how this stupid war began! We had enough problems battling the High Coven!”


“And now they are aligned with the Union.” Byka said shaking his head. “Events have not worked out as I imagined.”


“Do they ever?” Azlenr said. He turned back to the window. “Choose your finest scout team Byka.” He said turning back. “Insure they have secure communications that the Union has not already jammed. Give them a LEUGERS and send them to Nebonese. Have them use the planet has cover to escape the Union ships. You have spies there you can trust yes? Men who will not be tainted by the information Keleru tells our people?”


Byka nodded. “Yes. Why?”


“Tell them to find out what the truth is Byka.” Azlenr stated firmly. “What this vampire Robaran has told me? It is almost too fantastic to believe.” Azlenr looked at him evenly. “Tell them to find out if we started this war to fuel the Prefect and Marshall Pusintin’s craving for power and their hatred of the Union. Tell them to find out if we started this war by killing children Byka.”
TALISMAN 
PRALOR VECTOR-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER
ON COURSE FOR ONTEROM 


Nearly two and a half kilometers long, the VECTOR-Class Attack cruisers were one of the newest designs of Pralor engineers and the first ships they had built after they had come to live on Artaaya. Many of the surviving senior officers and military fleet personnel from the war with the Scourge had advocated smaller ships that were not simply lumbering targets for the massive and powerful Scourge NEST-Class Carrier ships. Without the devastating influence of the new VORTEX-Class Heavy cruisers, introduced far too late in the conflict to help them, the Pralor fleet could not stand against the Scourge with the few remaining heavy warships they had. Currently they had only twenty-seven of the VECTOR-Class warships, the center of eight different fleets made up of an assortment of different smaller warships. All of them were hiding and training within different nebulas around their star system to hide from any Scourge patrol that might possibly wander by while also remaining close enough to begin to evacuate the planet should it be necessary. More warships were being built, but at a much slower pace than many of those within the military complex liked. They feared not being able to defend Artaaya if the need arose.

Murano stood staring out of the view window of the crew’s lounge on deck thirty-one of the TALISMAN. His hands were clasped behind his back and he stood causally, ignoring the low murmurs of the crew that occupied the lounge. Word had spread very quickly that a Praetorian still lived and that he was on their ship. Many of the younger Pralors scrambled to get a glimpse of him for they had grown up reading and studying about them in their classes. The teachers of the new generations had refused a proposed edict by some members of the Elder Convention to remove the Praetorians and their history from what was taught in the schools. The many Pralors who taught the children and had survived because of Praetorians and their actions refused and after this failed attempt the proposed edict was forgotten. The actions of the Praetorians during the First Scourge War, as well as their sacrifices in the first decades of the second war had soon elevated them to near iconic status. Being that they were thought long extinct, when it was first discovered that the Praetorian Murano, a man who had fought behind the very First Praetorian Sumar, lived and breathed and was only middle aged by Pralor standards, it sent most of the crew into a tizzy as they tried to look upon the holy Praetorian in their midst. Several of the more history oriented buffs among the crew delved into the historical archives on the ship and discovered Murano’s storied history. His exploits as a young Praetorian with Sumar, the very first and most powerful of the Praetorians, were now making the rounds of the ship. 

Murano allowed his eyes to simply stare off into nothing as he let his memories drift to the forefront of his mind and once more fill him with pride and strength. The charges they had led against Scourge forces during the first war. The impossible tasks that Sumar had devised and then executed with brilliance. Fighting beside him had been the honor of Murano’s life. He truly cared for all those under his command and there were times when Murano had seen him weep over the bodies of fallen Praetorians. None of them questioned his skill or his purpose and every Praetorian drew from the strength of purpose that Sumar so exuded. Even though they were victorious in the end, Sumar had known the Scourge would return to exact their revenge. He made it his priority to restore the ranks of the Praetorians even as he was named Chief Elder Pralor of their people. Murano knew this was done against the will of many older Pralors who did not appreciate or agree with how Sumar did things. He was too quick to action they said, and it was his own brother, another Praetorian, who insured that the Scourge’s hatred would never die. Many blamed him for Xaxon’s actions and while Sumar paid these thoughts and musings no mind, they were part of the reason he chose to command City Ship Mission 4039 himself. So that he could replenish the ranks of the Praetorians with those whom he had trained with his Holy One’s help. 

Sumar and Wayonn were a pair talked about all over the Pralor empire at the end of the first war. Where one went, the other was never very far behind. Wayonn was more a brother to Sumar than his own blood and many believed this is what drove the two of them to greatness among the Praetorians. They personified the bond between Praetorian and Holy One. Murano and his own Holy One were much the same way. Aleia was passionate about what they did and what they were protecting and Murano drew strength from this, just as she drew strength from his power and abilities. Aleia was long dead now, killed in one of the last Scourge attacks as they were escaping into the unknown, slashed to bloody pieces by three Scourge Warrior Elites as she was defending a small group of refugees. Dead and always remembered, just like Sumar and Wayonn. 
Murano blinked slowly when those thoughts crossed his mind. The presence he felt was staggering in its power, so much so that it reminded him of Sumar and the aura he presented to all who could feel him. The presence was also darker in a way he could not place his finger on. Not in an evil sense… but wild and raw in its emotions. As if that darkness was part of the very essence of the individual. Whoever it was, he was very well trained to be able to shield his essence so completely and…

“Murano?” Delnash’s voice broke into his thoughts and he turned his head to look upon his older brother by two years.

“Delnash?” He spoke in that deep measured voice.

“You were deep in meditation Murano. Please forgive me for interrupting you.” Delnash spoke as he began to turn away.

Murano smiled and shook his head. “Memories brother. Only memories. No apology is needed.” He told him. “I should be commending you on your work. In leading our people how you have these last centuries and in keeping my secret for so long.”
Delnash bowed his head slightly with a smile. “You disapprove of many of my political decisions if I recall brother.”

Murano looked at him. “It is true we do not agree on many things Delnash… but you have always placed the interests of our people first. It is only in my opinion that you and the others cling to past concepts that contributed to the downfall of our people. There are too few with fresh ideas on the Elder Convention.” He said.

Delnash looked around. “You seem to have draw an audience brother.”

Murano nodded his head. “Something I have avoided for just this reason.”

“You are a Praetorian brother.” Delnash told him reaching out to place his hand on his arm. “That alone sets you apart and demands respect for who you are among our people. It was the Praetorians who saved us.”

Murano chuckled softly and shook his head. “There are those who would debate that with you Delnash. Some on the Elder Convention.” He said as he turned to face him fully and saw the many faces of the crew that were watching them. 

Delnash took his arm and drew him to the nearest table. “You speak of Lorendo.” He said as he motioned for him to sit. “We have three on the Convention who are under well below the twenty thousand year age limit Murano.”
Murano nodded. “True… but it is not enough.” He stated simply. “Lorendo… even you at times. You cling to ideas and concepts that have long been proven to be unworkable. They are part of the reason we lost Delnash.”

“They have served us well in the past Murano.” Delnash spoke.

“In the past!” Murano insisted. “They are no longer feasible and we stagnate because of it Delnash!”

“You are speaking of the Children’s Law.” Delnash said. “I know you did not approve of that but it needed to be done.”
“Forcing our people into relationships and then telling them they had to have children for the sake of our future as a people?” Murano shook his head. “No! The relationships would have come given time. Children would have come, far faster than you think had you let nature take its course when we settled here instead of forcing it.”

Delnash shook his head. “I do not wish to argue with you about this again Murano.” He stated calmly. “I have the best interests of our people in my decisions.”

Murano nodded. “Yes… but they are sometimes decisions from the past brother. We need to look forward… not back. We will never reclaim what we had… no matter how much Lorendo and the others wish it.”
Delnash gripped his arm and squeezed it once more in a brotherly fashion. “I do not want to go over this again. I came to see if you can tell me anymore about what you have felt. These people. This… this Praetorian you sense. You said he was filled with the essence of Sumar. How is that possible Murano? Sumar had no wife. No children. His ship was lost and no trace of him was ever found.”

Murano shook his head. “I don’t know the answers to those questions brother. Only that the essence I feel is definitely Sumar. As we draw closer the resonance takes better shape and I know that the two others I felt are also from Sumar in some manner.” He answered honestly. “The resonance is too strong, too focused to be anything else.”
“What else? You seem hesitant when you speak of it.” Delnash asked.

“There is… it is like a darkness within the resonance.” Murano said softly, Delnash’s eyes growing larger.

“Darkness? You said that before brother. Evil you mean?” Delnash asked.

Murano shook his head quickly. “No. Not evil. A potential for savagery and anger unlike anything I have ever seen… but it is focused and controlled and…”

“And what?” Delnash asked.

Murano looked at him. “It is part of the resonance. It is very invigorating. Freeing.” He answered.

“You are drawn to it?” Delnash gasped.

“It is part of the resonance I feel as I said.” Murano answered. “It is part of the person whom this is. It is a male, that much I can sense. The other two as well.” He shook his head. “Whoever it is… his shields are too much for me to attempt to breach from this distance. Even closer it would not matter. He has an Oracle supporting him, guiding him, perhaps more than one. Strong minds that radiate power. One even seems familiar somehow but I can not place it.” Murano looked off to the side out the view window. “There are seven other minds that reinforce and sustain him. Six I believe are female… bound to him very tightly in some way. They are powerful minds that are intermingled with his completely. I’ve never seen or felt anything like it before. I believe… I believe the seventh is a dragon and if what I sense is correct, they are bound together in a way that Teniri says is not possible. Whoever they are brother, they know extensively of Etheric ability and they are heavily shielded.”

“It is just the one Praetorian you feel on Onterom though?” Delnash asked.

Murano nodded. “Yes. The other two are not there but I feel them through him. And they burn with the same intensity as Sumar.”

“How can that be if they are not Pralor?” Delnash asked. 

Murano shook his head. “I don’t know.” He said.

Delnash leaned back in the chair. “We will need to proceed cautiously.” He said.

Murano looked at him. “Delnash… this person… these men I feel! They burn with the blood of a Praetorian.” He spoke sharply. “We should be rejoicing.”

“Yes well… I would much prefer to discover who they are before we start celebrating Murano.” Delnash spoke. “We don’t know who they are or what it is they are doing within Station One Zero Five. For all we know they could be helping the Svorag. That is why we brought a detachment of the Convention Guard.”
Murano looked at him and shook his head. “The Convention Guard.” He spoke softly. “Sashan is a good man brother, but you made a mistake appointing him Chief of the Military Convention.”

“He has done well so far.” Delnash said.

Murano nodded in agreement. “Yes he has… but that is because we have not come into contact with any force that we could not bully because our of superior technology and skill or those not intimidated by Teniri and our dragon brothers and sisters. Against the Scourge or someone more capable he will fold almost immediately. He is not a warrior.”

“We are not at war Murano.” Delnash spoke.

“We will always be at war as long as the threat of the Scourge surrounds us! You should have appointed Fleet Commander Angon. And you should have brought a detachment of Fleet Guard… not the Convention Guard. They are nothing more than ill-trained showpieces with their commander as the only exception from my eyes.”

Delnash met his eyes. “They are good men brother.” He said.

Murano nodded. “No doubt. Yet they have had no formal training and they were thrust into a role of some importance in guarding the Elder Convention when we fled. The years have done nothing except turn them into glorified bullies.”

“I really wish you would agree with me more often Murano.” Delnash spoke in a neutral tone. “You say I am doing a good job yet you do not agree with much of what I have done in order to keep our people safe.”

Murano met his brother’s eyes. “I agreed with quite a bit of what you had done initially Delnash. Expanding the Science and Medical Conventions for one was a brilliant move against the voices of the others. Investing in new and improved technologies that could benefit our people was what we needed at the time. Artaaya was the perfect place to settle and you made that decision with strength and conviction. However… Elder Lorendo should never have been made a Convention Elder in my eyes.” He said calmly. “He is one of those who was advising the Chief Elder at the end and he was among those who gave him counsel against defending the Talgarain Expanse. We could have held for decades within the Talgarain Expanse and instead we withdrew. This only hastened the end of our people and cost billions of lives!”

“I was not among those advising the Chief Elder brother.” Delnash spoke. “Not at the end of it all.”

Murano nodded. “I know… and it makes me wonder why you would support Lorendo’s appointment to the Convention of Elders.”
“We needed his wisdom.” Delnash said.

Murano snorted. “We need his wisdom like we need a case of Scalarion Measles!” He snapped. “He is a fool and I question your support of him and the decisions you have made in the last few centuries. You and the others act as if we are no longer in danger. It is almost as if you wish it to go back to the way it was.”

“Murano you…” Delnash began.

Murano held up his hand. “I support you brother… but it is my duty as a Praetorian to let you know I take disagreement with some of the major decisions you have made. In the end… those will be the only ones that count.” 
Delnash looked at him. “Then I have your support?”

Murano met his eyes. “You are my brother and the Chief Elder of our people. Those of us that remain. Yes… I support you brother. Until the bitter end if that is what it means. As long as your first thought is for our people and their continued existence.”
Delnash nodded. “It always has been brother.” He reached across the table and gripped his arm. “I know it has been hard for you Murano. Remaining away and hiding yourself but…”
“Chief Elder Delnash… we have detected something you should see. Please join me on the bridge.” The voice of the TALISMAN’s Commander filled Delnash’s head from the internal ship speakers that dotted the vessel.

Murano looked up at the voice as Delnash tapped the small circular device in the center of the table. “I will join you momentarily Commander.” He replied. “Send for the other Elders and I will bring Praetorian Murano.”

“As you order Chief Elder.” The man answered.

Delnash looked at his brother as he got to his feet. “I speak caution brother but I am just as excited as you to discover who these people are. And how they were able to enter our station even after the security measures Lorendo put in place.”

Murano got to his feet as well and nodded. “As am I.” He said. “As am I.”

Murano enter the expansive bridge of the cruiser beside his brother and detected the scowl from Lorendo immediately. He dismissed the fool and looked at the Commander who stood beside the huge chart table along with the ship’s seven foot tall Avatar.

“Commander Dehov?” Delnash spoke as he moved across the deck to stand in front of the man.

The TALISMAN’s commanding officer was an experienced man who had fought against the Scourge many years ago. His dark brown hair was sprinkled generously with white but he was still in excellent physical shape even at forty-three thousand years old. He turned to the chart and typed quickly bringing up a crystal clear image of two ships near the planet. Two very large ships, though considerably smaller than the TALISMAN itself.
“We detected this six minutes ago Chief Elder. Our destination.” Dehov spoke.

Delnash picked up on this quickly. “Ships?” He said.

Dehov nodded. “Yes Chief Elder.”

Delnash looked at him. “These people had to have gotten there somehow… I don’t see why this is significant Dehov.” He spoke.

Murano moved around his brother and looked at the images and readings scrolling beside the images of the ships on the holo display. He tapped the control console as his eyes focused intently, Delnash and the others watching him. “Dehov… is this…?”

The Commander nodded. “Yes Praetorian Murano.” He answered. “This is why I called you here Chief Elder.” He moved up next to Murano. “We used the TALISMAN’s main sensor array and tied it into a Series Twelve long range sensor probe which we launched just before making our first jump. The probe arrived in the Onterom system approximately nine minutes ago and we just started getting data back. We are using a low power passive scan at the moment.”

“Why?” Lorendo asked. “The Series Twelve probe can do an active scan of the entire system in minutes.”

Dehov nodded. “Yes… but immediately after arriving in the system the passive sensors on the probe detected a very sophisticated cone of energy emanating from one ship. This ship’s sensors would detect an active scan the moment it began and the probe’s internal command protocols stopped an active scan.”

Kasdan moved forward now. “How is that even possible Commander? The Series Twelve sensors operate on a phased sub space level. They should be completely undetectable.”

Dehov nodded his head in agreement. “And that would be the case Elder Kasdan… to ships that do not have access to our technology. Nut both of these vessels are exhibiting power signatures that are derived from Pralor technology.”

Delnash’s eyes grew wider. “What?” He gasped.

Lorendo stepped closer. “That is not possible!” He stammered.

Dehov nodded his head. “I assure you Elder Lorendo… our scans are quite accurate. This ship here on the right…” The image adjusted and brought the picture of the ARC ROYAL much closer for viewing. “This ship has a Quantum Resonance Reactor signature. Extremely efficient and very powerful for a ship this size. The differences in power output and frequency variables are there indicating marked difference in construction, but these engines are definitely based on Pralor technology. A Series Nine City Ship engine core design with some ingenious and very extensive modifications if I had to guess. The second ship is a more primitive version… but the signature is there as well.”
“Series Nine City Ships were the most advanced we had but they have not existed for over thirty thousand years.” Murano spoke again. “The Scourge destroyed the last sixteen of them when they took the shipyards on Lustan.”

Dehov nodded. “Yes… I know.”

Delnash pointed to several protrusions on the outer hull of the ship. “What are these?” He asked.

Dehov looked at him. “Those are gun turrets Chief Elder.” He answered him with ease. “This… this is a warship.” He spoke confidently. “The design is excellent and it indicates some sort of carrier class, but the external armaments indicate otherwise. Roughly three thousand five hundred meters long and some 400,000,000 metric tons. I estimate a fast strike capability coupled with some very advanced plasma based weaponry. Plasma weaponry that could very well decimate the vast majority of the ships from the Alpha Quadrant. Which is where these two ships are from by the way.”

“The Alpha Quadrant.” Murano said softly. “That is where… that is where Sumar’s ship crashed.” He turned to his brother. “A Series Nine City Ship.”

Delnash shook his head. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves brother.” He spoke softly.

Kasdan ran his finger along the edge of the underside of the ARC ROYAL’s side. “What are these Captain?” He asked.

“Given their size and appearance I would guess they are landing bays of some sort. On both the ventral and dorsal access points. Given this ship’s size, I estimate it could carry several hundred fighters of a small nature. Slightly larger than our own fighter drones if I had to guess.” He looked at Delnash. “The main hull is comprised primarily of a mixture of metals that I have never seen before and… it is surrounded by Class Seven Pralor shields.”

“Class Seven?” Murano hissed. He looked at Delnash. “The same shields carried by a Series Nine City Ship brother!”

“We are also detecting the smaller power signatures of Pralor Nanlar Worker drones. On both ships.” Dehov said. “Nearly three hundred in total.”
“Nanlar Worker Drones?” Delnash gasped once more. “How is that possible? Nanlar Worker Drones are the most sophisticated drones we have ever developed! Can you pulse their command codes!”
“No!” Murano barked. 

“Why not?” Delnash snarled. 

Kasdan moved right up to the table now. “In order to pulse their command codes Chief Elder, we would need to override their operating protocols. We can’t do that from here.”

“It would not matter even if we could.” Dehov spoke tapping on his console. “The Probe already tried to covertly access the Worker Drone Protocols and was denied access. The attempt was not detected… but it discovered that the Drones are working on entirely different command protocols than what they were designed for. They are moving around within the two ships of their own accord. Almost autonomously.”

Delnash looked at Lorendo and Kasdan. “They were never designed to work like that.” He spoke.

“No Chief Elder. I have no explanation.” Kasdan said. “Not without inspecting one of them.”

“There is something else Chief Elder.” Dehov said. “Something significantly more interesting if I do say so myself.” He turned to the large Avatar just behind him. “Avatar 27… your findings again please.”

The Avatar moved to the table and his large hands moved faster than their eyes could follow. 

-Approximately two point seven minutes after the probe arrived in the Onterom system, a ship dropped from sustained Quantum Reversion and rendezvoused with the unknown alien vessel. It was taken into the port side landing bay of this unknown ship, supporting Commander Dehov’s assertion of a fighter complement-

“Quantum reversion?” Murano asked with wide eyes. “One of our ships?”

-Yes Praetorian Murano. Corvette Class of HELIX design. Passive sensors specify almost no deterioration of hull which I have concluded indicates low usage of primary drive core-

“HELIX design?” Murano asked. “HELIX Class Corvettes were not built until three decades before we fled our space. They were specifically tasked with supporting…” Murano’s eyes grew larger and Dehov nodded his head.

“Yes.” He said with a smile. “The only HELIX Class Corvettes we built were assigned to the VORTEX-Class Heavy cruisers. Seven per cruiser.”

Murano looked at the Avatar. “Two Seven… you are certain of your scans?”

-Accuracy is one hundred percent Praetorian Murano- The Avatar answered looking at him. –I was able to gain the registry of the corvette from the probe’s scans. It was assigned to VORTEX Cruiser 341. One of seven as Commander Dehov has pointed out-

Delnash looked at Dehov. “Is this ship in our database?”

Dehov nodded his head slowly. “Yes Chief Elder. VORTEX Cruiser 341 was the same ship that was chosen by the Elder Convention to download all information from the five main libraries on the homeworld Entheo. A single Junior Science Elder from the Science Convention was then selected and assigned to the ship and the ship was given a secret course. It departed the homeworld four days before… before Entheo fell.”

“Departed to where?” Delnash rasped out.

Dehov shook his head. “We were never able to discover that Chief Elder. That particular information was destroyed with the main Science Headquarters on Entheo. The headquarters was ruined before it could be taken by the Scourge or uploaded to an escaping ship.”

Delnash looked at Lorendo. “Lorendo… you were part of the Science Convention back then. Do you know anything about this VORTEX cruiser?”

Lorendo shook his head. “No. I was not privy to decisions made on Entheo Chief Elder. I was only a junior administrator then.”

“Lifesigns?” Delnash asked quickly turning back to Dehov.
Dehov shook his head. “That would require an active scan from the probe. It would be picked up instantly by this ship. I did not think it wise.”

“This is becoming more worrisome by the moment.” Lorendo spoke now. “These… these unknown people have our technology! Our ships! Our secrets!”

“They have shown an unique ability to adapt our technology as well.” Kasdan spoke with a much more curious nature than a worried one.

“Why are they at Station One Zero Five?” Lorendo asked. “How did they gain access and what are they looking for?”

Murano looked at him. “Kasdan and I have told you how.” He spoke.

Lorendo glared at him angrily. “Yes I know! Your feeling that there is somehow another Praetorian out there! One who is not of Pralor blood! That is not possible Murano and you know that! It was forbidden! Taboo! Sumar himself instituted that law when he was Chief Elder Pralor.”
Murano kept his distaste for Lorendo in check. “I know what my senses are telling me!” He stated calmly. “You may deny it all you wish and cling to a millennia’s old law that is all but extinct, but that does not change the fact that there is a Praetorian on Onterom right now. A Praetorian born of Sumar’s line.”

“Sumar is dead!” Lorendo spat. “He died when his ship was caught in an Ion storm and crashed! Everyone with him died! What you hope for is not real! Everything that was Sumar died with him!”

Dehov looked at Lorendo. “Forgive me Elder Lorendo… that statement is not entirely true.”

Lorendo whirled on the man. “What are you prattling about Commander? Why do you insist on helping this old fool’s rants?”

Dehov’s eyes narrowed and his forehead wrinkled in a look of extreme contempt and anger. “You’ll forgive me my words Elder Lorendo… you should not speak to Praetorian Murano in such a way and…”

“I will speak to him however I choose!” Lorendo barked loudly. “And you should mind your station Commander! You…”

“Enough!” Delnash snapped angrily. “Your distaste for the Praetorians is well known Lorendo! It was back then and I see time has not dulled your fervor. You will, however, address my brother with the proper respect and honor due his position. He is a Praetorian…” Delnash hissed at him. “… And among our people that has and always will grant him equal status and authority as any Elder on the Convention! That is how it was set up by Sumar and it has not changed over the millennia!”

“Perhaps now it should.” Lorendo spoke.

“You will not besmirch that authority and you will mind your words or I will have you removed!” Delnash barked at him. “Murano has seen and experienced more than any of us standing here now! You will not berate him in front of others! In front of me! Praetorians hold the Right of Justice and you would do well to mind your actions! That part of their duty was set in stone and it will not change whether Murano is the last Praetorian or not! As long as I am Chief Elder Pralor that will never change! Is that in any way unclear to you now?”

Lorendo opened his mouth to answer.

“Be very careful what you say to me now Elder Lorendo.” Delnash snapped. “Very careful.”

Lorendo stood there silently for a moment and then nodded his head. “As you wish it Chief Elder Delnash!”

Dehov stepped closer to Delnash stunned at what had just taken place. “Forgive me Chief Elder… but the information we have indicates that Elder Lorendo is very wrong regardless!”

Delnash turned back to him quickly. “Explain Dehov.” He ordered curtly.

Dehov looked at Avatar 27. “Tell them what else you found Two Seven.” He spoke.

-At Commander Dehov’s direction I was able to link my neural network with the probe exactly twenty three seconds before the HELIX Class corvette was taken aboard the unknown vessel- Avatar Two Seven explained. –While I was linked to the probe I detected the Protonic neural signal of another Avatar-

“Another Avatar?” Delnash exclaimed. “On the corvette?”

-Correct Chief Elder Pralor-

“By the Holy Word… they have access to an Avatar!” Lorendo nearly shouted but caught himself and kept his voice neutral.

“Two Seven… were you able to determine the Avatar’s source code?” Murano asked as his gut began to burn with happiness and fulfillment.

-It is very odd Praetorian Murano. The Source Code has been altered significantly. It has evolved to a level that should not be obtainable-
“Why?” Delnash asked.

-I detected neural pathways that are not suppose to exist in any Avatar Chief Elder. They are new and not part of normal programming. The brief scan I was able to execute was only point six milliseconds in length. Any longer duration and this Avatar would have detected such an intrusion based on the advances of its neural network pathways. The Protonic links were much more advanced than any I have installed-

“Why is this significant?” Lorendo exclaimed. “We are discussing the source code for Avatars when we should be talking about these unknown and possibly hostile individuals with access to our technology!”

Murano stepped right up to Avatar Two Seven and gazed at the taller, hulking form of the Artificial Intelligence that his people had built hundreds of thousands of years ago to help them in their exploration. Each Avatar was unique and the vast majority of them served on starships. “Avatar Two Seven… why is what you detected odd?” He asked.

-The Protonic Neural Pathways are unique to each Avatar Praetorian Murano. You know this- Two Seven answered.

“Yes.” Murano said.

-The Protonic Neural Pathways I detected are from Class Seven Ship Avatar 41. He was the Avatar for Series Nine City Ship 41- Two seven answered. –They originate from the former Chief Elder Pralor Sumar’s Avatar- 

