CHAPTER NINE
SOLMAR SYSTEM

ULU SCIMITAR


The LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruiser was always built to be the forward projection of Lycavorian Union power. The Nodon Shipyards were spilling them out at a rate of ten a month now and as soon as Ben and Avi got the details worked out, the Pralor Worker Drones were going to be deployed to all the major Union shipyards to increase that output by a factor of ten. 
Those LEONIDAS II ships that were first produced were now in the process of being refitted to bring them up to the same standards as the SCIMITAR and others that were newer. The ship was capable of bringing an enormous amount of horrific firepower down upon on an enemy, as well as nearly two hundred of the finest fighter and fighter/bombers known to be operating within the Alpha Quadrant. 
The Nodon species, officially called the Terraijiin people, were the sixth race to join the Lycavorian Union when it all began and the brain child of the LEONIDAS II class ships. For millennia they had been the primary engineering species and ship makers within the Union and they were almost fanatical in their loyalty to the Union and the royal family. They were thrilled with anything that could help them perfect their trade and when Ben told them of the Worker Drones and the potential it would allow. Avi had been able to use the engine core and research database of SPARTA'S WRATH to first copy and then build a smaller version of the Worker Drone assembly line. That line was now up and running at full capacity and the Drones were being produced very quickly. They would soon become invaluable to the Nodon shipyards and others that were major engineering points across the Union as well as the ships they would be assigned too. Ben’s only strict instruction to those who would be receiving the Drones was simple. Treat them as part of your team and not a machine. Most of the Drones produced at Ben’s order would go to the Nodon, for he knew they would treat them as Avi had said to treat them. They were machines yes, but they were valuable parts of a mechanism and needed to be treated as such. The Nodon would do just that. A few ships within the Union fleet would be receiving the drones as well, but only those ships that Ben selected. 

In the hands of an experienced field Commander who knew their ship and their crew, the LEONIDAS II-Strike Cruiser, named after the King’s father, was a devastating machine of war that could strike fear into anyone.


Sa'sur was such a commander.


The crew of the SCIMITAR had been together for years and they knew their commander in what many considered a personal fashion. She had bailed more than one of them out of big trouble at one point or another in their careers and earned their lasting loyalty. She did not ask of them anything she was not prepared to do herself and all of them knew that and they knew what their ship could do. That the SCIMITAR was also Prince Androcles’s personal ship also gave them a bit of swagger wherever they went. It also meant they had to be the best there was at their jobs. And they were.


Sa'sur was coming to her feet before they had even finished their jump reversion and she was barking out orders. Exactly four point five seconds after the SCIMITAR ended her jump, all of her main forward batteries opened up at the same time. All of them targeted on a single point in space. That the Kavalian command ship under Admiral Gordna occupied that space was no small coincidence to any of them. That ship just happened to be in the way of them getting to their Prince. Thirty two Type I MK9C Alpha Series plasma batteries, powered by the advanced Hyper Matter Fusion engine core installed on the SCIMITAR, targeted the Kavalian command ship. All of them were unforgiving in their precision. Gordna’s shields were overwhelmed by the intense and concentrated firepower of the SCIMITAR’s weapons and for the second time in less than a year, the SCIMITAR claimed the first destruction in battle of the vaunted Kavalian GREAT SOUL Command cruiser. This added to her total of seven so far if you included the ships she had destroyed at Kranek. The Kavalian ship’s shields were unprepared for such a concentrated barrage of highly focused plasma beam power and the plasma turrets quickly sliced through those shields bringing them down. Once the shields came down, the Type II turrets continued the punishment by hammering the Kavalian hull in dozens of places, punching into the hull of the Kavalian ship like fists from some angry god. Internal explosions began to rock the ship and the bulkheads in half a dozen places along the hull began to buckle severely as the Type II turrets began to rip into the superstructure, blasting chunks from the hull of the ship. Then the torpedoes arrived. Seven Proton torpedoes punched into and through the outer hull of the GREAT SOUL and unleashed their killing power from within the belly of the great ship. Two struck just beneath the engine core of the Kavalian command ship, fracturing the core’s shielding and sending deadly Tri-Cobalt radiation pouring into the interior of the ship. Three more torpedoes slammed into the upper hull, spaced along one forward wing and the resulting explosion blew a massive chuck of the superstructure clean off the main part of the ship. The Kavalian cruiser lost main power with the first torpedo hits and was suddenly very helpless. 

Captain Sa'sur, turned many years ago by her Lycavorian husband and mate, gave them no mercy. Every torpedo, every hit by her plasma turrets, it was retribution for the many lives the Kavalians had so callously taken and the horrid abuses they had subjected their second elven Queen to. Their would be no forgiveness this day. Not from her… not from their Prince and not from any member of her crew.
Gordna would not live to see the destruction of his fleet. The first barrage of Type II turrets had slammed into the superstructure above his bridge and the resulting explosions had sucked the air out of the entire bridge area before the upper deck collapsed onto the bridge and crushed everyone into oblivion. With that event, all command and control for the Kavalian fleet orbiting Solmar died. No more orders would come for them and they would be left to fend for themselves. A situation that most of them were unaccustomed to in any way. Essentially… the moment Gordna’s ship died, the rout was on and every Lycavorian ship commander in the SCIMITAR’s Strike Group knew it. Like a pack of intelligent but ravenous wolves, which many of the commanders were, they bore in on their enemy without an ounce of pity or remorse. They had become the type of predators that Prefect Keleru had never experienced before. They had become unrelenting. 
Sa'sur saw Gordna’s ship coming apart and she turned to her Tactical Officer. “Order Delta Wing to execute Attack Plan Gamma One Four! Charlie to commit to established orders! Tell the KINDRED SOUL she is clear to move in! Launch all fighters! Everything we have! We need to make this quick! ZMF missiles to target remaining DIATAGAs and DIMERUs! Take them out!”

“Captain! MOONLANCER Wing reports they have reloaded and are turning back into the battle!” A sensor tech barked out. “Bearing four seven eight three! Requesting targets!”

Sa'sur nodded her head. “Target rich environment!” Sa'sur barked. “Anything they can hit… kill it! We’ll never get an opportunity like this again! The Kavalians may be fuck ups, but they’ll learn from this!” Sa'sur stabbed down on the console on the arm of her chair. “Sadi! Launch now! Follow the KINDRED SOUL in!”

Sadi’s voice was calm as she answered. “Launching now! Good luck Captain. Go with the gods!”

“And the same to you Princess.” Sa'sur spoke as she turned back to her crew. “Let’s go hunting people! Helm come to course four one seven three mark two. Weapons free! Weapons free! All fighter squadrons to pick a target and bear in! We take no prisoners today! We leave no ship operating! When we are done I want nothing but a graveyard full of Kavalian ships!”

That order would resonate to all the ships in the SCIMITAR’s Strike Group and would find its way back to several senior Kavalian officers within Kavalian space within weeks. It was a statement that would crack the armor of their minds and put the first inkling in their heads that this war of choice begun by their Prefect was not going to turn out the way they had hoped.

STRIKER ONE FIVE ONE


“Clear!” Ne'Veha barked out as her hand moved across the controls. “KINDRED SOUL turning to starboard with Bravo Wing covering!”


Sadi turned her helmeted head and nodded. “Full power SirsanGai.” She directed. “We’ll go in ten thousand meters above her!”

Ne'Veha nodded. “Strikers One Five Two, One Five Three and One Five Four turning with us!”


“One five Two?” Sadi called out in her helmet COM.


“Six degrees off your port Sadi.” Normya’s voice answered confidently.


“Diamond formation Normya!” Sadi spoke. “We’ll be going in through the KINDRED SOUL’s wake and it will get rough!”


“Understood.” Normya replied. 


“Eli…” Sadi continued. “Make sure Tharua, Caydren and Cinol are secure! It will be very bumpy!”


“On it!” Eliani’s voice for the rear of the STRIKER echoed.


“… a Union Senator and I can go…” Sadi’s head turned as Ulana’s voice snarled behind them and her jungle green eyes grew wide as she saw Ulana push her way past Jomann into the cockpit. Ulana’s own eyes grew wide as she looked out the cockpit window and saw the dozens of much larger ships maneuvering all around them while their main guns were firing. “Oh… oh my!” She gasped in shock at what she saw. It appeared to be total chaos… it was anything but however, Ulana didn’t know that.

“Jomann… what is this upaee doing on my ship?” Sadi snarled.


Jomann shrugged his broad shoulders. “I did not see her board.” He answered.


“Get her out of our cockpit!” Ne'Veha barked now.


“I have every right to be here!” Ulana hissed back glaring at Sadi with extreme distaste. “I am…” Ulana was unable to finish her sentence as her head was yanked back viciously by her long hair and Eliani stepped around her from the side and stabbed her in the neck with an injector. Ulana’s eyes rolled into the back of her head instantly and Eliani let her begin to drop to the steel deck without regard.

“A nubous pain in the mida is what you are!” Eliani snarled as Jomann caught her limp form before she cracked her head on the deck plating. Sadi looked at Eliani who smiled back at her with those bright green eyes. “Brendi saw her coming forward. Figured I make sure she stayed out of the way. I’ve wanted to do that since the day Lisi, Carina and I told her to get screwed!”


Sadi grinned. “Thank you Eli.” She said.


The STRIKER rocked slightly and Jomann reached out to grab Eliani’s arm as Brendi staggered into the cockpit now as well. Ne'Veha adjusted her instruments. “KINDRED SOUL is beginning her descent!” She barked out. “She’s extending her Drop Pod doors! She’s prepping to drop the Cataphract division!”

Sadi motioned with her head. “Get her carcass secure and then grab a seat!” She barked. “We’re going in.”


Brendi’s eyes were wide as she saw the massive bulk of the WASP-Class Assault Carrier in front of and below them. She looked at Eliani. “Eliani… aren’t we… aren’t we awful close to that big assed ship!” She stammered.


Eliani grinned at her. “Where’s your spirit of adventure Brendi?” She chimed in sweetly as she gripped Ulana’s arm.


“I left it back on Earth.” Brendi answered her eyes wide.


“Help me with this bitch!” Eliani spoke and waited for Brendi to move under Ulana’s other armpit. Eliani looked at Brendi’s gorgeous brown eyes and felt a flush of excitement swirl through her body at the dark red hair and full body that Brendi possessed. “You hang out with us long enough and this will become the norm.” She stated. “C’mon… let’s get prissy pants here in a seat before she cracks her head.”


Jomann grinned at his gorgeous wife and mate as she and Brendi moved back into the rear of the STRIKER. The banter between the two of them was becoming more frequent and easy and Jomann could smell that Brendi was beginning to get very comfortable with Eliani and being around her. The desire from Brendi he could smell easily, as could Eliani, but neither of them wanted to rush her. Over the past weeks he had become more comfortable with the feeling inside him that found Brendi very enticing. Brendi would never be as completely delicious to him as his Anome, for nothing could stir him as Eliani did, but Brendi’s scent was extremely pleasant to both their senses. He knew Andro had struggled with the emotions and feelings of finding others who would share his and Sadi’s lives, and as with Sadi, Eliani seemed to have already fully accepted that. Andro told him he would only be able to resist it for so long before he knew it was time to claim her, especially if Eliani and she were to be together before he had fully accepted it. Trying to dodge or outrun fate and destiny was a losing battle, Andro had told him. Better to accept it for what it was and bask in the feelings it brought to all of them.

Jomann settled into the chair behind Sadi and Ne'Veha. “Has this ever been done before Sadi?” He asked. “Such a large ship landing on a planet?”


Sadi looked at him. “First time for everything.” She said.


“Yes… but you only die once.” Jomann reminded her.


“You’ve been hanging around Andro way too much.” Sadi said with a smile. “Besides… where is your spirit of adventure?”

“As with Brendi… I think I left it on Earth.” Jomann replied. “I am just glad I am not in one of those pods. Being blasted from the belly of a ship while still in orbit does not sit well with my stomach.”


Sadi turned back to the look out the cockpit window. “I’ll agree with that.” She stated. “We’ll have to keep Andro away from that part of the ship. Knowing him… he will want to try it.”

ULU KINDRED SOUL


“…Pods locking into position!” A voice shouted out over the activity on the main bridge.


“Bravo Wing moving to port and starboard to cover us!” Another voice echoed. “Two fighter squadrons shadowing!”


“Hull temperature?” George Patton barked.


“Nominal Captain!”


“Adjust course three degrees starboard and eight degrees down angle.” Patton snapped. “Let’s begin our descent! Everyone on your game folks!”


“Helm answers three degrees starboard and eight degrees down angle!” The female voice barked out.


“Give me point three on launch thrusters!” Patton ordered. “Make damn sure coordinates are programmed in. I don’t want to blast our boys and girls all over the fucking planet!”


“Coordinates locked!” The Tactical Officer answered. “All Commanders acknowledge.”


“I just love doing things no one has ever done before!” Patton exclaimed as he came to his feet. He took a deep breath. “Open Drop Doors!”


Along the belly of the KINDRED SOUL, extending for nearly a third of the ship’s 2800 meters, massive doors retracted exposing a dark interior and the bulbous shapes of hundreds upon hundreds of individual Orbital Drop Pods.

“Drop doors open and locked!’ The voice answered his command after twenty seconds.


“Shit… here goes nothing.” Patton muttered softly. “God speed people.” He turned to his Tactical Officer. “TO?”


The man turned to look at him. “Optimal position sir! Now or never!”


Patton didn’t hesitate. “Begin Drop! Launch the ODPs! Successive order by section! Launch! Launch!”


It was a sight to see for sure, and only a few hundred of the KINDRED SOUL’s crew got to see it, but they would insure the word spread like wildfire. With the first explosive blast of decompression, the human 82nd Cataphract Division, brainchild of Admiral Ben O’Connor, entered into active combat in force. The Orbital Drop Pods or ODPs began spitting from the interior of the belly of the KINDRED SOUL like bullets from a massive shotgun. The popping sound of explosive compression soon became a continuous roar as the first wave of three thousand ODPs were launched into the stars in the time of sixty-six seconds without a single failure of the launching mechanisms. As those three thousand pods began to drop through the atmosphere beneath them, a massive cocking system twisted the launching mechanism and dropped the next wave into place. One minute later, three thousand more ODPs were leaving the belly of the KINDRED SOUL, each carrying a living and breathing individual soldier who was becoming part of more Union history. The many crewmembers who were watching could only shake their heads in awe and wonder just who was insane enough to put their body into one of those pods and be shot from the belly of a ship in orbit. 

The reputation and legend of the 82nd Cataphract Division began even before they put boots on the ground.
Patton sat in his command chair and waited silently, saying a special prayer his mother had taught him under his breath as he let his crew do their jobs. He had very little to do during the actual drop since they were not under fire thanks to Bravo Wing and the fighters so as a good commander he stayed out of the way. The KINDRED SOUL was barely skimming the surface of the atmosphere and moving at a snail’s pace for a ship her size, but this is what she had been intended and built for and Patton couldn’t help but feel pride that she was doing exactly what she was designed for. All of their training runs had proven that they could launch every pod they had in just eight point four minutes. At the seven point three minute mark his TO looked up from his screens.
“Captain! All pods away! All ODPs away clean! No malfunctions!”

Patton smiled to himself and sat up straighter. He would have to give each and every crewmember operating a piece of machinery in the ODP Section a special gift for executing their jobs to perfection and shaving over a minute off their best time in training. Combat did make the adrenalin surge.

“Close Drop Doors!” He snapped out the order. “Helm… prepare for full power descent! Shields at maximum! Order all stations to prep for atmospheric entry! Let’s get down there and make sure they have a command base to come back to!”

“Locking in Vertical Ventral Thrusters!” The Helm Officer barked out. “Spooling engine power to max! Lateral thrusters online! Shit! This is going to be so cool!” The woman barked out from her seat causing everyone on the bridge to laugh softly.

“Drop doors have been secured Captain!” The TO announced.

Patton nodded. “Helm! Let’s burn up the atmosphere shall we! Lieutenant Harbin…” Patton motioned with his arm. “If you would so kind Lieutenant! Smooth as you can Kelly! The ship is yours!”
The woman nodded her head. “Engaging Captain! Hold on everyone! This is going to be one hell of a ride!”

Skimming the atmosphere as they had been doing, when the KINDRED SOUL dipped her nose and began to penetrate the relatively thin upper layers, everyone on the ship felt their descent begin and they stopped what they were doing to hold on and try to find a place where they could see outside the view windows. This was going to be a sight and all of them knew it.

SOLMAR

ANDRO’S BASE


“…Colonel Mosont and one brigade of the Durcunusaan Division as well as the 1st brigade of the 82nd Cataphract under a Colonel Miller are going to moving to our location from the south! The drop has already started and the 82nd should be on the ground in three to four minutes.” Andro was speaking to everyone who stood around the Chart table in the rear of the STRIKER. “As soon as the KINDRED SOUL lands, we will drop the ground based Shroud and send the civilians to her.”





“Long eyes report that the Kavalians have every DAGGER that they got airborne and maintaining position over the northern settlement.” Dantio spoke moving his finger across the chart table. He looked at Andro. “They’re waiting… just as you thought they might. Given their position, once we drop the Shroud, we’ll have perhaps seventeen minutes before they are all over us.”


Kelelm shook his head. “To commit to such an action?” He spoke. “They actually think killing you will end the invasion?”


Andro nodded. “It seems that way.”


“Not very bright are they?” Dorian spoke from his spot ext to Lisisa.


“Downright foolish if you ask me.” Kelelm answered him. “If these commanders are as experienced as you believe, they must know your death won’t stop it.”

“They know that…” Andro answered. “They are hoping it causes enough of a pause for them to dig in deeper and make it more or less impossible for us to reclaim the settlements without massive losses on our part.”


Lisisa looked at him. “You think they are going to believe your message Andro?” She asked.


Andro shrugged his shoulders. “We’ll know when we see who exits these DAGGERS.” He replied. “If they are full of Puma Bane troops then we’ll know that Azlenr and Byka have at least given some consideration to it. If not… then they are fully committed and don’t believe what we sent them.”


“Wow… over two thousand of their Puma Bane troops?” Dorian spoke softly looking at his brother. “That means they’re serious about killing you fervon.”


Andro chuckled and nodded his head. “Nice to be so well thought of isn’t it?” He said.
“It’s his sparkling personality.” Lisisa said as she poked her brother in the ribs. “Always so charming.”

“Remember what father, Medwaw Anja and Uncle Danny always say?” Andro spoke.

“It’s not just a job…” Dorian mimicked their father.


“It’s a fucking adventure!” Lisisa finished with a grin.


Everyone at the table laughed softly except for Harira. She looked at them as if they were crazy. “This… this is insane!” She finally exclaimed. “We are going to wait here for them! You stand there and make jokes and these men are coming here to kill you! To kill us!”


Andro looked at her oddly. “Don’t worry Shaman Master Harira… if things don’t go as I hoped, Sa'roh will take off with you and the others and get you to the SCIMITAR.”


“Leaving you to die here?” Aleatia asked.


Andro smiled. “I have no intention of dying on this rock Lady Aleatia.” Andro said. “If it breaks down, we’ll sprint for the mountains to our east and then work our way around until we link up with Union forces to the south.”


“And then?” Aleatia asked.


Andro met her eyes for a long moment. “I will not allow the Kavalians to remain here on this planet Lady Aleatia. It is too strategic a location for them to have a forward base here able to strike into Union territory.”


“What does that mean?” Harira demanded. 


Andro looked first at Lisisa and then to Dorian. He turned back to them slowly. “If we are unable to hold here and we don’t get some sort of indication that one or both of these Kavalian officers are wavering, then I will give the order.”

“The order for what?” Harira asked.


“I will order the settlements and surrounding areas glassed.” Andro answered her. “An orbital bombardment that will eliminate every living thing within five kilometers of each of the remaining five settlements.”


“That would… that would kill…” Aleatia gasped.


“Yes.” Lisisa spoke softly. “It would kill every innocent civilian within the settlements.” She answered for her brother. “And in their deaths… others will live.”


Her words brought silence to those gathered and Sehri stepped closer to Andro, pressing up against his side firmly. “How many… if you had to do this Andro. How many lives would be saved?”


Andro looked down into her eyes for a moment. His arm slipped around her waist with little regard for who saw and he pulled her close before looking up at Harira and Aleatia. “This colony rests within striking distance of nine major Bontawillian planets with a total population of over five hundred and ninety million souls.” He told her. “I will not allow the Kavalians to put those planets at risk by having a forward base here to strike into Union territory. Those civilians in the settlements would die yes, but they would die for the greater good and all of them know that. And every Bontawillian in those five remaining settlements would understand that it needed to be done.”


Then we must make sure we do not fail. Elynth’s voice filled the heads of everyone who could Mindvoice to include Harira, Aleatia, Ibani and Osbela. Everyone looked towards the rear of the STRIKER where Elynth rested with Ryner and Jeth. Ryner sat between the brother and sister pair, the last few hours speaking with them and learning from them. Jeth and Elynth were nearly as famous among the dragons of the Union as their father and to be able to soak up any knowledge they had was precious to him in order for Ryner to protect Dorian.


Andro nodded his head. “Well said sister.” He spoke. “When the fighting begins Lady Aleatia… all of you will remain on the STRIKER. I will leave a detachment of Durcunusaan to secure the area around the ship and should things begin to go badly, Sa'roh already has orders to take off and escape.”


“And what do we do until then?” Aleatia asked.


“We wait.” Andro replied laconically. “We should know within a few minutes what play the Kavalians will make. Once Union troops begin hitting the surface it will get real busy.”

ODP POD 1462

COLONEL JOSIE MILLER
 


She adjusted the glide of her pod as she passed through the thin layer of clouds and the ground appeared before her some thirty thousand feet below.


“Activating beacon!” Her voice was calm but the excitement and nervousness was also very present. This was the first actual drop they had done outside of simulations and so far it was going better than she had hoped. “Descent angle is within parameters! Speed seven hundred and fifty! Firing course correction thrusters! Standby!”


Small thrusters on the outside of her pod fired in synchronous order, adjusting the descent of her ODP until it was lined up perfectly with her impact point. The laser in the bottom of the pod had locked onto the perfect landing point and immediately relayed this information to all the pods in her Brigade. It would allow them to come down within a thousand meters of each other as a cohesive fighting force.


“Data received!” A male voice broke in. “ODP adjusting.”


Josie could hear the many voices of her company and battalion leaders as they called out their status and the status of their people, as she had her implant set on the brigade channel. She could detect the fear and excitement in all of the voices, but also the calm and she felt pride at this knowledge.

“Colonel Miller this is Colonel Mosont!” The deep voice broke into her helmet.


“Go!” Josie popped.


“We are four minutes from breaking into the lower atmosphere! Your status?” Mosont asked.


“All pods intact and on course!” Josie answered. “We’ll be on the ground in two minutes and your LZ will be secure four minutes after that! How’s the ride?”


Josie heard Mosont chuckled softly. “If I was in my wolf form, every hair on my body would be standing on end! Though I’d much rather be here than with you! Launching your body from a perfectly good starship while in orbit does require some…”


Josie laughed. “Balls?” She quipped.


“I was going to say loose brain circuits.” Mosont answered.


“Yeah… well maybe I was dropped too many times as a child.” Josie told him. “Gotta go now! We’ll see you in six minutes!”


“We’ll be there!” Mosont answered.


“First Battalion! Ground Imaging shows a slight rise in terrain at your LZ!” Josie called out. “Adjust your retro rockets to compensate so you don’t bury your pod half in the ground!”


“Already compensating Colonel.” The BC answered back.


“Stay on top of that Phillip! It might change more.” Josie ordered. “One minute forty seconds to touch down! All commanders form your units up and prepare for landing impact! And for fucks sake… no one forget to hit your braking thrusters!”


Josie could hear laughter over the COM as the order was passed down and many of her people made jokes about burning into the ground and a glorious way to go it was. She shook her head at the bravery of her people and set to the task of making sure she fired her own thrusters. 


It wouldn’t do for the commander to burn in.

STRIKER ONE FIVE ONE


“This is it!” Sadi called out. “All STRIKERS, prepare to execute sixty degree turn to port! This is where we break from the KINDRED SOUL!” 


Ne'Veha looked at her. “Ready.”


“Normya?” Sadi barked into her helmet COM.


“On your mark!” Normya answered.


“Three! Two! One! Mark!”


Sadi and Ne'Veha’s hands flew across their respective control consoles and the STRIKER banked sharply to the left and dropped so quickly Jomann nearly lost his stomach.


“Hull temp just spiked! KINDRED SOUL is burning up the area around her!” Ne'Veha barked. “Increasing liquid coolant through the hull to one hundred percent! Ventral shields holding steady!”


“Ten seconds and we’re clear!” Sadi answered as she drove the STRIKER down through the atmosphere. “Normya!”


“We’re a little cooked but with you!” Her voice answered.


“A little?” Tir'ut’s voice echoed over the com.


“Turning to one three five nine mark four!” Sadi announced. “TOT to Andro is two minutes three seconds!”


“…temp is four thousand degrees and rising!” The Operations Officer barked out as he gripped the edges of his console.

The edges of the main monitor showed where the hull was glowing red with the heat they were generating upon entering the atmosphere. Patton sat stoically in his chair gripping the arms tightly. “What are we tested out at?” He snapped.


“Eight thousand Captain!”


“Then we have some wiggle room!” Patton spoke. “Maintain your course helm!”


“Aye! Ninety seconds until we breach the lower atmosphere!” Kelly Harbin barked out, her eyes never leaving her instruments and her hands constantly making course adjustments. She had graduated flight school tops in her class and she was proving the confidence Captain Patton had in her when he selected her right from graduation to pilot the KINDRED SOUL. This was her ship and she was not about to let anything happen to it.


“Tactical!” Patton called out. “The moment we clear the lower atmosphere… I want full sweeps with active sensors! Tell me what we are facing here! Weapons online and shields to full!”

“Tactical aye!”


Patton looked back towards the main monitor and shook his head. “Anyone know the record for atmospheric entry?” He called out trying to sooth the heightened anxiousness of his bridge crew.


“Fuck! We’re about to break it whatever it was!” A voice called out.


“Captain… we’re overshooting reentry corridor!” The TO shouted. “Present rate of descent will put us two hundred and eighty kilometers past the landing zone!”


“Kelly?” Patton barked.


“I raised our reentry point four degrees Captain!” Kelly announced without turning. “We were coming in too steep to extend the Atmospheric Drive Units!”


“Shit!” Patton snarled shaking his head. If they extended the ADUs before leveling out they would have sheered the units off and they would have been fucked. “Maintain Kelly!” He shouted unconcerned that he had forgotten something. That’s what he had the best crew for. And he had handpicked most of them himself. Including Lieutenant Harbin. “Nice catch Kelly!”


“That’s what you pay me for sir!” She replied happily. “Thirty seconds! Stand by… it will be bumpy starting right about… now!”


Patton shook his head with a smile as the KINDRED SOUL shuddered against the forces of gravitation and mass. No ship this size had ever attempted entry into a planet’s atmosphere in the Union’s entire history. No one really knew what was going to happen. Kelly Harbin worked the best when she was under pressure and it was coming out now. She was the youngest of the senior bridge crew and she was turning out to be a blazing star. 

“Slight hull buckle! Deck Nine!” The Operations officer barked. “Insignificant! Worker Drone 4 is dismissing it right now!”


Patton nodded. “Leave it to them. That’s why we have six of them on board!” He shouted out as the shuddering along the entire ship suddenly ceased.


“That’s it!” Kelly screamed out. “We’re in!”


“Extend the ADUs!” Patton almost screamed as he rose to his feet.


“Hull temp returning to normal!” The Ops officer reported. “All sections report combat ready Captain! A lot of chattering about the view coming in… but all of them are standing by!”


“ADUs locking into place!” The TO announced. “Transferring power to drive units! ADUs at full power!”


“Kelly!” Patton barked coming up behind her chair now. “Turn us around girl! Full power to the ADUs! Lock onto coordinates and let’s turn and burn!” 


“Engaging ADUs!” Kelly announced. “And turning and burning!” She added with a grin.


The massive atmospheric drive units that extended on both the port and starboard sides of the KINDRED SOUL just above her main drive engines fired powerfully, adding the ability to turn and maneuver more quickly while in the atmosphere of a planet. 


Patton moved back to his chair and activated his COM unit. “This is the Captain! Launch the CAP! I say again… launch the CAP! To all Deck Chiefs… force fields coming down! Get me eyes in the sky! Launch RAPTORs! Begin deploying the Durcunusaan Division! Begin deploying the Durcunusaan Division! Landing bays are yours! The bays are yours!”


It was an incredible sight to see as Lieutenant Harbin had the KINDRED SOUL in a thirty degree turn sweeping out over the ocean and the port and starboard landing bays began to spew STRIKERs, KADEN and RAPTOR III ships out of their bays.


The Lycavorian Union had arrived on Solmar in force. And they were not in a friendly mood.
DAGGER TWO ALPHA 

GUNSHIP LEAD

GENERAL BYKA COMMANDING


“…What is that?” Byka asked as his finger stabbed at the small sensor screen between Kameka and her co-pilot pointing at the large red signature that had just appeared clearly on the screen.


Kameka glanced down from where she had been scanning the horizon and making sure none of the other thirty-three DAGGER gunships got too close to her own. Her eyes grew a little wider as she saw it. “My god!” She gasped.


“What?” Her father snapped.


“We thought it… we thought it was part of a ship crashing down through the atmosphere!  One the Union fleet had destroyed!” She answered as she dropped her hand to adjust the screen.


“It’s not?” Byka asked.


Kameka shook her head quickly. “No! It’s maneuvering! It… father it’s huge!”


“Meka… are you telling me they got a ship that size through the atmosphere?” Byka asked her.


Kameka nodded her helmeted head. “It’s nearly three thousand meters long!”


“A cruiser of some sort?” Byka asked quickly.


“It’s not approaching the settlements. It’s on course for the southern continent.” She answered.


“The southern…” Byka’s eyes grew wide. “That’s why?” He exclaimed. “That’s why we have not found any trace of them! Of course! They have transports! They are on the southern continent!” He looked at his daughter. “Get Azlenr on the COM!”

Kameka turned and tapped several buttons on the console to her left and then nodded. “Go!”


“Azlenr!” Byka spoke into the helmet COM.


“Byka?” Azlenr’s voice answered just as Marsin moved into the cockpit from the rear.


“Azlenr… the Union has just inserted some sort of ship into the atmosphere!” Byka reported.


“Yes we are watching it!” Azlenr answered. “It’s not moving for the settlements though. What ship of such size could enter the atmosphere of a planet?”


Byka nodded. “I don’t know… but it’s headed for the southern continent!” Byka spoke. “I believe that is where the Union Prince is! That is why we have not found any sign of them in three days of searching. They are using their transports to move back and forth from the different continents!”


Marsin had plugged his helmet into the COM system and was listening to them talk. “We should split our forces and move half towards the southern continent.” He spoke. “We will be closer if he reveals himself.”


Byka nodded. “Azlenr I agree.”


“No!” Azlenr replied. “Move all of the DAGGERS south! I will send reinforced Armored Scout units to different locations to put them in position to strike! If that is some sort of troop ship… it’s massive!”

“Father!” Kameka called out. “It’s launching other ships!” She stated running her fingers over the sensor board.


“What kind?” Byka asked.


“A few fighters but mostly what appears to be STRIKERs and their KADEN transports!” she replied.


“What appears to be?” Marsin snarled at her.


Kameka turned her dark eyes on him with fury. “Our sensors are not as sophisticated as those on a ship!” She hissed at him. “We can not determine exactly what they are, only a limited profile!”


“It must be a troop ship of some sort!” Azlenr’s voice echoed in the COM.


“A troop ship that large could land thousands of troops!” Byka barked. “How did we not know they possessed such a ship?”


“It doesn’t matter! Move your force and be prepared to attack the Lycavorian Prince the moment he reveals his location!” Azlenr ordered. “Byka… execute Plan 99.”


Byka didn’t hesitate and nodded his head. “Understood.” He said in reply.


Marsin looked at him. “What is Plan 99?” He asked.


Byka ignored him and took Kameka’s arm. “Give the order Meka. Let’s begin moving to the southern continent.”

Kameka nodded and began speaking on her internal COM to the other ships. Byka turned to look at Marsin as the DAGGER began to move. 


“What is this Plan 99?” Marsin snapped again. His distaste for Byka was very evident and it showed in the manner in which he chose to speak to him. Byka let it slide for the moment regardless. Marsin would be dead in a matter of hours and then the single stain upon his honor would be gone and his daughter, who he had come to love far more than a Kavalian father should have loved his daughter given their views on females, then Kameka would have the justice due her.

“Plan 99 is what we will do when we meet the Lycavorian forces defending the Prince.” Byka stated. “We will meet them and be victorious.”


Marsin glared at him for several more moments and then his eyes turned to look at Meka. She felt his glare boring into her back and she turned her head to look at him. “If you are finished conferring with the General Major… please exit my cockpit! It is already too crowded and you are just taking up space!”


Marsin opened his mouth to reply but stopped. As the pilot for this DAGGER she had the authority to tell him exactly what she had and as much as it angered him he had to comply. With a snort of anger Marsin turned and exited the cockpit, the door closing behind him. Byka reached out and locked the bulkhead door as he slowly drew out his ARSOC sidearm. With his other hand he removed a short barreled silencer and quickly attached it to the barrel. In a very smooth, practiced motion Byka turned and placed the barrel of his ARSOC to the neck of the co-pilot and fired twice.


Kameka’s head whipped around and she gasped in horror as the head of her co-pilot lolled to the side and he went limp in his seat. She turned wide eyes on her father. “PAPA!” She hissed.


Byka reached around and unbuckled the co-pilot and unceremoniously pulled his body from the seat. “He was a spy for Marsin.” Byka stated softly as he settled into the seat. “Marsin is under orders to assassinate General Azlenr and I as well as any senior officers they can reach. Marsin intended to kill you himself.”


Kameka looked back at the body and then to her father. “He’s has… he has been my co-pilot for over two years papa.” She said.


Byka nodded. “And an agent for Marsin and Keleru for all of that time.” He replied. “Do you trust me daughter?”


“Papa… you know I do.” She answered without hesitation. 


“Then trust me now.” He told her. “Azlenr and I have set things in motion that will insure we live out this day.”


“Live out this day?” Meka asked. “What do you mean?”


Byka looked at her. “You will know in a short while.” He stated. “For the moment… for the moment just fly the ship! When we find the Prince’s camp begin your attack run. The rest is taken care of. I hope.” He said.
ONTEROM
STATION ZERO ONE FIVE


Power had been returned to the base fully, the adjustable lights making everyone feel more comfortable. It was obvious they were going to be here longer than they had intended and true to their ability to adapt quickly to any situation, everyone began to settle in for the evening. They would all stay within the main hall in the living section of the base as it was the largest and most easily defensible position. To accommodate this fact, blankets that were not too full of holes from dust mites were brought from the quarters surrounding the main hall, along with six inch thick foam mattresses that were still in good repair. The large armored plates on the outside of the view windows had been retracted, allowing the bright sunlight to filter in and chase away the chill of the steel bulkhead walls before the sun went down. While everyone was taking stock of what they had been able to procure, Martin and others were in the Control Center.


“…still working on unlocking more of the databases…” Wayonn spoke as he turned in from the main control console in the chair. “But I can tell you what I have discovered.”


Martin sat behind him on the floor, his back against several large crates that had been brought in to serve as a defensive position near the door and looked at the animated expression of Wayonn’s face with some puzzlement. Aricia sat between his legs, For'mya, Anja and the others either leaning against him or each other in some manner. Helen sat to their right with Fedor, Eirene and Miseo. “I’m guessing it must be good news or else you wouldn’t be wearing that “I just got laid” expression.”


“Nauta Melme!” Dysea exclaimed. “Your manners!” 


Martin cringed slightly. “Sorry.” He said. Eirene leaned into Miseo with a small laugh at her second elven mother’s admonishment of their father while Fedor and Helen chuckled softly beside them.


Martin reached down into a small pouch on his combat harness and took out a ration bar. He couldn’t stand the normal ration bars that came with their field meals so he had Gallais put together a recipe for a new one. It was very high protein and tasted faintly of roasted pork which was one of his favorite foods. Gallais made them especially for him and he always carried half a dozen of the bars into the field with him no matter where he was. It just so happened that Aricia and the others found them very tasty as well. “Ok… let’s have it.” He said. “It’s got to be better than realizing we’re sitting on a few hundred of the same lizard people who tried so earnestly to eat us not days ago. Among other things.” 
He tore the wrapper from the ration bar open and lifted the bar to take a bite but Aricia’s hand snatched it from his grasp before he could bite down. Wayonn watched as Martin lowered his head to nuzzle her neck and she giggled as she leaned into it before taking a bite from the bar and handing it to For'mya. Martin didn’t hesitate and removed another ration bar from his pouch.


Helen nudged both Fedor and Eirene where they were sitting. “Watch.” She whispered.


“The planet’s name is Onterom.” Wayonn spoke as he watched Martin tear open the wrapper and lift that ration bar to his mouth. His eyes grew a little wider when just as Martin was about to take a large chunk of it Anja’s small hand snapped out and swiped the bar from his grasp.


“Hey!” Martin hissed.


“What?” Anja asked just before she took a bite and handed it to Dysea who smiled and savored the chunk she bite from the bar.


Martin growled at them, pulsing them both with his aura just a fraction seeing their faces change ever so slightly as they soaked up his essence. He reached down to take another bar out of the pouch while Wayonn watched. Isabella was watching Martin from over his shoulder and before he even had a chance to finish tearing open the wrapper she had snatched it from his grasp to share it Cirith. Martin exhaled with some exasperation finally. “Hey! I bring those for me!” He complained.


“They are very good Beloved.” Aricia commented turning his head to look at him with those azure eyes as she chewed.


“Bring your own!” Martin said.


“What for?” Anja commented as she chewed. “You carry enough for all of us. And you would never refuse one of us would you Lover?”


Martin looked at her and watched as she bat her jade green eyes at him. “Jeez!” He said as he pushed himself to his feet and Aricia scooted over beside For'mya with a laugh. “I’m going to starve to death with you guys around me.”


Martin turned and looked at Wayonn who had an amused expression on his face as he met his eyes. “What?” Martin snapped. “You think this is funny? You know how many pounds I have lost through the years because these characters always take my food. Gallais makes these ration bars for me!”


Wayonn nodded. “My mate made something similar for me. Slow cooked beef inside breaded shells.” He said with a smile. “And just as quickly she would eat them all. I could never refuse her.”


“Sometimes this Alpha wolf thing is a real downer.” Martin said shaking his head as he took the last bar he had brought with him out of the pouch. He made sure none of them were going to jump up and take it out of his hand and then he tore the wrapper off it and quickly tore a chunk from the bar. He looked back to Wayonn. “You were saying?” He spoke while chewing.


“It is our way to insure our mates are taken care of.” Wayonn said. He glanced to Martin’s right. “And our children.”


Martin turned his head and saw Eirene standing beside him and looking up at him with those dark brown orbs and the most lost expression on her face. Martin looked at the ration bar and then back to her surreal face. He held out the bar to her without even pausing as For'mya and the others burst into soft laughter. “I’m a sucker.” He said shaking his head. “Just write sucker on the back of my shoulder.”


Wayonn chuckled as well as Eirene scampered back to her spot next to Helen and Miseo and took a large bite from the ration bar before giving it to her husband. “You are a very good father and mate Martin Leonidas. Much like Sumar was.” He said.


Martin looked at him. “Tell that to my stomach.” He said. “Another couple years and I’m going to be a very thin father and mate.”


Wayonn held out the P9 to him and Martin began reading as he continued. “As I was saying… the planet’s name is Onterom. And it was established by Pralors.”


Martin lifted his eyes and looked at him as Helen came to her feet. “Come again?” Martin said. “I thought you and Shiria said the Pralors were extinct.”


Wayonn nodded. “That is what we thought as well.” He answered. “It appears that is not the case. To my great surprise I decided to try and activate my old Security Codes from my time as Sumar’s oracle.” Wayonn looked at him. “Incredibly… they worked.”

Martin met his gaze. “Wait a minute. Your security codes from forty thousand years ago still work? How is that possible?”

“It appears as if they were never removed from the main Pralor Science Convention database.” He answered. “I found this strange until I remembered that removing the Security Codes for several hundred thousand members of the Science Convention that were lost on CS41 would have been a low priority with the second war just beginning. I can only assume it was never done.”

“So this computer has information dating back to the second war?” Martin asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “No… the logs that I have found seem to indicate that the base codes for security and background were downloaded from a ship.” He answered. “Our ships would have been the last step in removing my security codes. I can only assume they never got around to deactivating the codes from whatever ship brought the crew of this station here. There were survivors of the second war Martin. Refugees if you will. This information proves it. It was they who established this Science station. The logs do not go into great detail about how many… but I do know where they are.”


Helen moved right up to him. “Where they are Grandfather?” She gasped.


Wayonn nodded with what amounted to a shit eating grin and turned back to face the console. He typed on it for several moments and then pointed to the large monitor. “The map that Muton has us following? The one he says they pieced together through the years from visions and fragments of Pralor technology?” Wayonn stabbed the large monitor on a single blue dot. “It leads right here. The planet’s name is Artaaya.”


Martin looked at him. “Wayonn are you…?”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes… I’m sure Martin my boy.” He said. “The coordinates vary slightly, but that could be accounted for by the celestial time passage.”

Martin leaned over his shoulder and looked at the monitor above their heads. “You are sure Wayonn?” Martin asked with a serious tone.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. There is no question.” He answered. “I’ve discovered that this station was the one hundred and fifty first PSS they sent out. They must have begun recounting them as they built new ones after the war. They were successfully able to terraform the planet within nine hundred years and then began taking samples from all over the planet. Their resources must have been limited or they would have sent more than one PSS. As I told you before we always sent at least six.”


“How long has this thing been here then?” Martin asked.

“Roughly three thousand five hundred years give or take a few years according to the logs.” He replied. “The base had five commanders, each serving a five hundred year tour with the personnel. The last commander is the one who evacuated the station.”


“Because of our guests?” Martin asked.


Wayonn nodded. “That would be my guess.” He said.


“Val'istar…” Fedor spoke up. “Those creatures below are in stasis pods. Why would they evacuate the base if the situation was under control?”


Martin turned back to Wayonn. “He’s got a good point.” He said.


Wayonn nodded. “Indeed.” He said. “The Station Commander’s logs are encrypted. I can crack them I’m sure… but it will take time for me to recall the different abilities I could access with the Security Protocols of an Oracle. I haven’t used them in over forty thousand years Martin.”


Martin nodded and placed his hand on Wayonn’s shoulder as he read what was on the screen. He reached to his pouch and brought out his P1, activating it and typing on the small pad. The pad went through a series of high pitched hums and chirps before it synced up.


“Yuriko?” Martin spoke without looking at the P1 as he set it on the console.


“Father.” Yuriko’s voice answered immediately. “Nothing is wrong I hope.”


“No. Say hello to your mothers and brother and sister.” Martin said as he lifted his hand and traced a finger down the monitor and the blueprints of the station.


“Mothers!” Yuriko called out happily. “Fedor! Eirene!”


“Hello Yuriko!” Bella spoke for all of them. “How is Filrian?”

“At the moment he is giving a good cussing to two crewmembers who went too far in a training bout.” Yuriko answered with soft humor. “My Blessed husband never swears and when he does the crew knows he is not happy. He can be so inventive in his choice of words as well. The mission to the station is going well?”


Martin looked at the P1 now. “That is why I’m contacting you Yuriko. How far back are they?”


“They Kavalian Task Force has slowed to conduct training drills.” She replied instantly. “Milk runs really, to keep their pilots sharp. They have fallen back some. If they went to full power they could be on you within ninety hours tops. That is if they knew your exact location. Which they don’t.”


“Do me a favor arande.” Martin spoke.


“Anything father.” She answered.


“Sneak in close and drop a few RK12 anti-matter plasma mines in their path.” Martin spoke. “Just to let them know we are thinking of them.”


Yuriko chuckled at his words. “Of course father.” She said. “Shall I paint any words of wisdom on the mines before we deploy them?”


“Eat shit and die comes to mind.” Martin answered. “But whatever your people feel is accurate.”


“Martin... won’t that let them know they are on the right course?” Helen asked.


Martin looked at her and nodded. “Yep.” He answered. “It also lets them know that we know they are there. My brother is stupid… but not that stupid. He’ll slow his forward progress, even if it’s only a fraction.”


“They are following a trail I am leaving Martin Leonidas.” For'mya spoke now looking at him. “Allowing them to know they are close enough to worry us enough to drop mines does not give me good feelings.” 


Martin turned his head and looked at her. “I’d follow any trail you left Kinsoaurgai. You do smell so delightful.”


“Carians… you are such a perv!” Anja declared as they all laughed and For'mya got to her feet.


“Medwan… I am on my bridge.” Yuriko spoke.


“Oh… sorry!” Martin announced. “Contact me when the deed is done.”


Yuriko was laughing softly. “OMEN THREE out.”


For'mya moved right up to him and looked up into his face. “Martin… however they are following me… I do not wish to put others in danger by letting them know they are succeeding in their task.”


Martin crossed his arms over his chest and looked at her. “And what task would that be Kinsoaurgai?” He asked her. 


“Causing you to make decisions because they are after me.” For'mya answered.


“The only decision I made because my dear brother is coming after you is to love you that much more definitively.” Martin spoke reaching out to take her face in his large hands and leaned over to kiss her softly. “How am I doing in that regard?”


For'mya couldn’t help but blush and the edges of her high curved elven ears turned the faintest shade of pink in response. For'mya gripped his arms tightly and met his dark eyes with ardor in her own. “You have… you have succeeded most brilliantly Martin Leonidas.” She stammered.


Martin smiled and kissed her again. “Good. Besides… I know how they are following you and I made the decision to let them think that we don’t know.” He said.


Even Wayonn looked at him. “You know?” He asked. “How? I thought…”


Martin smiled at him. “I knew exactly eighty four seconds after Avi entered the system.” Martin spoke looking at him. Martin grinned even wider. “Does my boy know me or what?” He barked out happily. “He sent Avi out here knowing I would need him. How’s that for father and son!”


“Wait!” For'mya asked gripping his arms tighter. “How then? Melyanna did every scan she could think of.”


Martin nodded as he looked back at her. “Every scan she could think of that was up to date.” He said. “She never thought to scan for something that hasn’t been used in over a hundred years. At least not by the Union.”


“What?” Anja declared.


Martin nodded. “They are using a Borellum Acoustic Pulse.” He answered. “Avi signaled me when he entered the system and that’s the first thing I had him do. He discovered it as they were landing on the ARC ROYAL. It’s very old, and completely innocuous. And none of our instruments are tuned to detect something so old.” Martin looked at For'mya. “It’s in the middle toe of your right foot. The same toe that I have been…”


“Martin!” For'mya hissed quickly cutting off his words. “Everyone does not need to know what we and our mates do in the privacy of our quarters!” She scolded him.


“Medwaw please!” Eirene spoke now shaking her head. “Stop acting like Fedor and I have not heard it all before.”


“If Avi has detected it and we know where it is…” Wayonn said. “Should we not have Anja remove it?”


“I agree.” Helen spoke.


“No.” Martin said.

“Martin why?” Helen asked looking at him.


“If we remove it then Pleistarchus will no longer think he has a chance to reclaim me.” For'mya said softly never taking her eyes from Martin. “And the opportunity with Kalis will be lost forever.”


Martin took her face in his hands again. “He… he can be saved Kinsoaurgai. We can…”


For'mya covered his hands with her own and shook her head. “No. Do not explain it to me Martin Leonidas. I can see it in your heart and mind. We all can.” She moved closer to him, pressing her lithe elven body against his. “The rage and discord is still there, buried deep, but you have pushed it to the back behind your belief in Kalis.”


Martin nodded. “He would never have been able to complete the lessons if he did to want to change his life For'mya. No matter how I feel about my brother and what he has done to you, I can’t… I can’t just cast aside Kalis because of my brothers sins. Not after what he has done. That would be a greater crime. You know that.”


For'mya nodded her head. “I do… yes.” She said. “Then we will do this.” She said. “And in taking Kalis from him we will earn another kind of victory. One that will make him feel even more pain before he dies.”


Martin lowered his forehead to hers. [I swear to you with all that I am he will pay for what he did to you Kinsoaurgai. I swear it to you.]

For'mya was an elf and as a norm, elves were not the vindictive sort. For'mya Leonidas however was also part wolf now thanks to the man she loved so completely. The wolf in her demanded justice. Retribution. As she gazed into Martin’s eyes she knew he would fulfill that promise to her no matter what he had to do. For'mya kissed him softly and nodded her head. [I know my beloved Martin. I know.] She took a deep breath and smiled. [Do I… do I need to do anything?] She asked him.


Martin smiled. [Besides looking absolutely delicious like you always do?] He said. [No. I’ll take care of everything.]


For'mya’s grin grew even wider and she blushed once more. He could always say the right things to her. She nodded and squeezed his arms. “Then we will not speak of it any more.” She said.


Martin watched as she moved back to her spot beside Aricia and both Aricia and Anja leaned over to nuzzle her neck as Dysea and the others reached for her with their hands. Martin turned back to Wayonn and met his eyes.


“I probably don’t want to know what you have planned for your brother do I?” Wayonn asked.


Martin shook his head. “Probably not.” He replied.


Wayonn nodded. “Fair enough.” He said. He picked up Martin’s P1 and handed it back to him. “I did do some creative programming and your P1, along with everyone who carries one now has access to the entire base. I reconfigured the security protocols as well. No one who is not a member of your family will be able to override them.”


Martin looked at him. “You’re part of that family Wayonn. Remember that.” He said.


Wayonn nodded his head with a smile. “I will.”


“Avi will be coming down first thing in the morning.” Martin said.


“Good. Things will go quicker with him here to access the computers.” Wayonn said.


“Why don’t you and I head down to the vehicle bay and have a talk with Arzoal.” Martin said.


Wayonn looked at him. “In regards to what?” He asked.


“In regards to history and some other things Avi made me aware of when he entered the system.” Martin said.


“I don’t follow.” Wayonn said.


“Does the name Kasdan or Lorendo mean anything to you?” Martin asked. The look on Wayonn’s face was all the answer Martin needed and he nodded his head. “See… we got a lot to talk about.”


 Iama laid on her back on the soft foam mattress and let her keen feline eyes wander across the many bodies in the darkened central lounge. Many of them slept alone or in small groups with their peers, and she could see three sets of bodies that slept wrapped tightly in one another’s arms. One of those pairs was Miseo and Eirene Leonidas. Fedor had not returned to the main lounge with his sister and she found that odd. They normally were never very far apart and his empty foam bed was next to theirs. The chill from the metal walls was cutting through her even with the heaters on within the station. Even with the blanket she could not get warm enough to fall asleep. Finally she tossed the blanket aside and got to her feet. She was very good at direction and she began walking back to the vehicle bay where they had come in. This was a new planet they said, only able to sustain life for the last nine hundred years, and that meant the atmosphere would be clear and the air crisp. Perhaps the fresh air would clear her head and allow her to fall asleep. It took her only a few moments to make her way back to the vehicle bay, crossing path with two Durcunusaan who nodded to her as she moved past. Both of the men looked at her with enticing smiles, as if trying to persuade her to stop and talk with them. Iama knew that look and she realized then that word was beginning to spread that she was easy to get into bed. That was not the reputation she wanted to have in this new life and she decided right then that the next man to share her bed was the one she would spend the rest of her life with.

As Iama walked into the vehicle bay she found the massive doors wide open and the crisp air of the night filled her lungs. She smiled as she moved past the security position, ignoring the two Spartans there, and she moved past the main double doors. King Leonidas had not forbid them from going outside since the only threat they faced was three levels down and very much asleep in their stasis pods. With nothing more than plant life on the surface, there was no real threat, but she still detected the defensive sensors set up a hundred meters from the entrance. She moved past those sensors and stopped, inhaling of the clean air and letting it fill her lungs and clear her head.

“Looking for someone child?” The older female voice spoke from the darkness and Iama whirled around as the shape of the woman came out of the darkness. She watched as Helen casually walked up to her holding the large mug in her hands.


“Oracle.” Iama gasped. “I… no. I wasn't looking for anyone.” She replied quickly.


Helen smiled in the darkness as she detected the lie from the adrenalin dumped into her system. “Beautiful night isn’t it?” Helen said.


Iama nodded quickly. “Yes.”


Helen looked up into the stars. “I would stand on top of the highest mountain in Sparta on many nights and stare off into the stars wondering if it would change.” Helen sipped her mug and smiled. “Well it did. In many ways I had never imagined or could hope for.” She looked at Iama. “It will change for you too child. Freedom smells so sweet now doesn’t it?”


Iama could not deny that and she nodded her head. “Yes it does.” She said softly. She looked at Helen and charged forward without thinking. “May I ask you something Oracle?” She spoke.

Helen looked at her. “My name is Helen child.” She said with a smile. “Oracle makes me sound ancient. I have always hated that name.”


“But you are… you are the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people.” Iama said quickly. “Every one of your people I have seen regards you almost reverently.”


Helen nodded. “Yes… and it’s very taxing at times.” She said. “The only place where I do not feel so worshiped is on the Royal Estate back in Sparta. There I can be myself.”


“The King does not refer to you like this?” Iama asked.


Helen laughed. “Since the day we met, Martin Leonidas and I have been the most normal around each other. He hates it when people refer to him as King or Milord. He would be very happy if people just used his name.”


“But he is King.” Iama gasped. 

Helen nodded. “And given the opportunity he would take his Queens and vanish to the far reaches of the universe if he could.” She told her. “He hates being King almost as much as he hates fighting.”


Iama looked at her wide eyed. “But… but he is a Spartan! I… the Durcunusaan I have spoken too… I thought Spartans reveled in battle.”


Helen smiled at her. “Sit with me Iama.” She said as she lowered herself to the ground on the slight incline and patted the soft grass next to her. Helen’s eyes grew bright when Iama didn’t hesitate and she settled next to her. “I never said Martin or any Spartan were not good at it… fighting I mean… but you would be hard pressed to find a Lycavorian who would not rather play with his children and love his woman than fight.” 

“These… these are not things that are known.” Iama spoke slowly. “Many of my people fear yours.”


Helen looked at her. “Fear us?” She asked somewhat surprised. “The Kavalian people are strong and fearsome themselves. Why would they fear us?”


“You must understand First Oracle…” Iama saw Helen’s face twist into distaste and she smiled. “Helen. You must understand… my people are not allowed to chose their own paths. Most of them anyway. All they have known is the Prefect and his laws. The average Kavalian would much rather hunt and work. Keleru is the one who has twisted their sense of duty. And most of their knowledge of Lycavorians comes from Marshall Pusintin.”


“Ah…” Helen nodded her head. “Yes. Well… I can tell you with complete certainty that he does not embolden the spirit of my people. He has always craved more, ever since he was a boy and it has corrupted his mind and his heart. He is not a Lycavorian and he hasn’t been for many centuries.”


“You knew the Marshall when he was a child?” Iama gasped. 


Helen nodded. “I knew him. I watched as he was born and as he grew.” She said softly. “If his father knew what he would become… he would have discarded him that very first day as was Spartan custom.”


“But the Spartan way was not always your people’s way.” Iama said. 


Helen nodded her head. “No it wasn't. It wasn’t for a very long time… but now we bleed Spartan law. It’s very amusing at times to think we as a people adopted the ways of humans who we regarded as beneath us for so long. But just as we took much from the Spartan way… we gave so much back. And though much of our history is barbaric in many respects to how we are now, there was always honor and faith in that history. Even before we adopted the Spartan way of life.” She told her. “We outgrew our savage nature thanks to Martin’s grandparents and great grandparents. We grew into what we are now. Yes… when we fight, we are devastating to our enemies. But we are equally as devoted to our friends and allies. Given a choice… we’d much rather drink Spartan wine and play with our children as fight.” Helen looked at her. she reached out and touched her arm gently. “But you did not come out here to listen to me prattle on about our history. What vexes you child?”


Iama looked away and shook her head. “I simply… I just could not sleep.” She stated.


Helen chuckled softly. “Child… you do know that we can detect the adrenalin cast into a person’s bloodstream when they speak a lie. It causes their scent to change ever so slightly.” Helen squeezed her arm. “Just as yours just did now and a few moments ago. You can talk to me Iama. You have… you have no one and I know all this must be overwhelming. But you can always talk to me.”


“Forgive me.” Iama said softly. She looked at Helen and knew her words were spoken truly. She felt like she could speak with her about anything. “I… I do not know where I fit in. I am free for the first time in my life and I do not know how to accept that freedom. Or what to do with it.”


“You seem to be doing just fine.” Helen told her. 


Iama looked at her. “I am a cook Helen.” She stated plainly. “It is the only thing I was ever taught. My… other skills… they are not something I wish to use any longer except for the man who will make me his wife. If that day ever comes.” She added in a low voice.

Helen laughed. “Ah… child… the quickest way to befriend a Lycavorian is through their stomach! And you have done that with everyone on the ARC ROYAL. They adore your cooking Iama. Martin and the Queens rave about it. Of course… he raves about all food.”

Iama matched her soft laugh at that comment but then her face became serious. “I have befriended too many I think.” Iama muttered.


“This is about the young men who have shared your bed since your arrival on the ship isn’t it?” Helen asked her.

“There have been too many.” Iama said pointedly. “But they treat me so much better than what I am used too. Yet… I know none of them want me for more than comfort and pleasure. I enjoy it too Helen… but I want… I want…”


“You want more.” Helen said.


Iama nodded. “I do not care for them as I care for…” Iama stopped talking. “It matters not now… he probably thinks I am nothing more than a whore now. And he is different. He was born like the…”


Helen sipped her mug of coffee. “I would not be too hasty in judging what Fedor thinks of you child.” She said.


Iama’s soft green eyes grew wide and she looked at her. “What? You… how…?”


“Another thing about this crazy sense of smell all Lycavorians have…” Helen said. “We can detect when someone desires another person. Male or female. And you child… you are fighting your desire for Fedor Leonidas something fierce. Just as he is for you. Why do you think he is not sleeping inside the station?”


“Because of me?” Iama gasped.


Helen nodded. “Your scent is… how do I explain this? It is like a drug to him. He wants it… but he thinks he can’t have it. In order to fight it… he stays away.”

“But the growth hormone.” Iama said. “I have seen this is thousands of Kavalian clones. Their minds do not… they do not develop like their bodies.”


“Fedor is no Kavalian clone child.” Helen said. “He is very smart and witty. He’s taking after his father too much if you ask me.”


“His father is Marshall Pusintin!” Iama hissed.


Helen held up a finger and shook her head. “Now that is where you are wrong.” She said gently. “Pusintin or Pleistarchus or whatever he wishes to call himself these days… he may have donated the sperm… but he is not Fedor’s father. Nor Eirene’s. Martin is their father and will be until the day they die.”


“How is that possible?” Iama asked.


“When a Lycavorian senses that a child has been conceived… and the female’s scent changes almost instantly when this happens mind you. When the male senses this he leaves an impression upon the child in the womb within Mindvoice. It is instinct in Lycavorian men to do this. Like second nature. Just as Mindvoicing is second nature to us.” Helen said. “Pusintin did not do this when he used the drugs and raped For'mya. He knew she was in Phase… which is the most fertile time for a female Lycavorian… turned or Pureblood. When he raped her and got her pregnant he did not imprint his essence on Fedor and Eirene like any Lycavorian would do to his children. This caused them to quite instinctively reach for the most powerful essence they could find. That essence was Martin’s. Fedor and Eirene are no more Pusintin’s children than you or I.”


“But how can their minds have developed like you say?” Iama asked. “Kavalian clones never fully mature in an intellectual way.”


“Well… that is a little harder to explain to someone who can not Mindvoice and does not have Etheric ability.” Helen said. “You have seen what Martin can do? What Androcles can do? A few others?”


Iama nodded. “Yes. It is unbelievable.”


“I won’t go into the boring details of how they can do these things… only that it is this ability that allowed Androcles to bite his mother and touch the minds of the Fedor and Eirene while they were still within For'mya’s womb.” Helen said. “He touched them within the womb and granted them awareness of their surroundings and their minds. This contact with him and then For'mya on a continuing basis allowed their minds to grow at the same rate as their bodies. Faster even given the knowledge and wisdom he passed to them. Androcles would do anything for his siblings. Anything at all. He loves them dearly and he has appointed himself their guardian for all time. I don’t know what drives that young man… but when it comes to his brother and sisters… there is nothing he would not do.” Helen told her. “That is why he did what he did with Eirene and Fedor. Essentially… when they were born, they already had the intelligence of someone three times their age. Now… now they are doing the things that any Lycavorian or elf would do at this age.”

“That is… it is so hard to believe.” Iama said softly as she shook her head.


“Do you believe that Martin has these abilities?” Helen asked.


Iama met her eyes. “I have seen them. Of course.” She said.


“Then do not dismiss what you have not seen simply because you have not seen it.” Helen said. “Have you spoken with Fedor? Sat down with him and really talked to him?”


Iama shook her head. “Oh no… I couldn’t do that.”   

“And why not?” Helen asked.


“He… he is a Prince.” Iama said. “His sister a Princess.” Iama shook her head. “I am no one when compared to them.”


Helen chuckled and squeezed her hand. “If only you knew how wrong you are child.” She said. “You must realize that when a Lycavorian… even a turned one… when they get the scent of the woman they want in their head it does not go away until they are rejected openly. Fedor believes you see him as some sort of child because of how you have treated him.”


“I did not mean too… I thought he was like all the others I have known!” Iama defended herself. “I…”


“Do you find him physically attractive Iama?” Helen asked her.


Iama looked at her. Did she find him attractive? Iama shook her head. “He is… he is the most beautiful man I have ever laid my eyes upon.” She said almost wistfully.


“Then forget he is a Prince and discover what is in his head.” Helen said. “He is no child Iama… and once you realize that… well… then you can move forward. If ever two souls were meant for one another… it is the two of you.”


Iama’s eyes grew a little wider. “How do you… how do you know that?” She asked.


Helen chuckled once more. “I am the Oracle of the Lycavorian people.” She stated playfully. “There are many things that I know. If you wish to know him than forget what you have experienced in the past and move forward into the future. Believe me… he no more acts like a Prince than his brothers do. And I have been after them for years to act in a way befitting their position. All of them.”


“Do they listen?” Iama asked.


Helen chortled. “Never.” She replied. “And nor does their father. It must run in their blood or something. A defect of some kind.”


Iama couldn’t help herself this time and she laughed at Helen’s expression and tone of voice now. “You… you do not act like… like an Oracle of your people.” She said.


“Thank the gods for that!” Helen retorted. “If I did… I’d be walking around like some senseless automation spewing monotonous entries from some never ending book that only I have seen. We wouldn’t want that would we?”

“No.” Iama said honestly with a smile.


Helen squeezed her hand even tighter. “You are free now child. Free of every horror that has befallen you in the past. Forget them now. Push them deep into the back of your mind and lock them away. Grasp for the future you could have. It is how we live. It is how we all should live. If Fedor Leonidas is anything like his father and brothers… and he is more like them than I care to comment on at times… he will worship you Iama. Worship you in a way that will make your head spin and your senses scream for more. Trust me on this child.”


“I would… I would not know where to begin.” Iama spoke softly. “I have been very… I have been very cruel to him. I have said terrible things and treated him as no more than a child. How do I fix that?”

“That should be the first sign to you that he is different. Because his desire for you has not waned an iota even after that. Talking to him would be a good start.” Helen said nudging her arm. She motioned to the outside of the PSS and then four stories up where Iama’s eyes grew wide as she spied Fedor sitting on the edge of the roof structure to the side of the tower. She could easily make out Kdan’s wings flapping every so often next to him. “The elevator to the roof is on the outside of the structure on the west.”


“He is… he is with his dragon.” Iama said haltingly. “I… I shouldn’t bother them.”


“Kdan and Fedor are bonded now Iama. They will always be together.” Helen said. “You can’t use that as an excuse child. And I know from how you have reacted before you do not share the inbred fear of dragons that most of your kind does. You never know… you just may end up sharing in that bond they have. It has happened before. Take a chance child… you will not be disappointed.”

Iama met her eyes and Helen saw a determination begin to grow in them. She was already smiling when Iama came to her feet. “Thank you Helen.” She said.


“That’s what I am here for.” Helen said. She watched Iama use her feline speed to sprint towards the staircase that would take her up to the future she so desired.


[Theirs will be an intense love that will burn for many millennia.] Arzoal’s voice filled her head and she turned as she felt her bonded sister settle gently to the ground a few meters away. [As will Eirene and Miseo.]

[When have you ever known a Leonidas to love and not have it be intense sister?] Helen asked as she rose to her feet.


[True.] Arzoal said in response. [That is why we are so connected with your kind my Bonded Sister.]


Helen walked up to Arzoal and let her hands run along the scales on her muscular side. Arzoal’s wings fluttered gently at her Bonded Sister’s touch and she turned her head on her neck and looked at her.


[Shall we fly? The night is beautiful. We could join the others.] Arzoal spoke.


[Let them hunt.] Helen said as she scampered up into the saddle. [Let’s enjoy the night air as we do over Sparta sister.]


Arzoal’s eyes blinked and she nodded her massive head. [Let’s] She said. [Then all we will have to do is find you a suitable mate sister.]


Helen laughed as the Dragon Armor braces tightened on her legs. [Hah! That is a good one sister! Who would want me? Old hag that I am!]


Arzoal laughed within their connection as well. [Old hag? Hardly. You are barely four thousand five hundred years old sister. I have seen some of Gallais’s friends looking at you with interest.]


[Those old Spartans?] Helen chimed. [Please… not a single one makes my heart flutter. Even on a windy and weak day.]


[And what kind of man would sister?] Arzoal asked.


[A stronger man than me.] Helen answered her confidently. [A proud man. Strong and honorable. A Spartan like Martin’s father. That would be nice. Too bad they are all taken.]


Arzoal laughed again as she cocked her legs and exploded into the night sky. [We shall see sister! We shall see!] 
TALISMAN
SEVENTEEN HOURS FROM ONTEROM 


“…new information is somewhat disturbing.” Delnash spoke as he looked out the view window his hands folded behind his back.


“I should think so.” Lorendo snapped from his chair at the table where all of the senior Elder Pralors now sat.



Delnash turned to face them. “How is it that this Wayonn’s Security Protocols were never erased from the main database?” He asked.


“By the time we gave up the search for the five city ships lost with Sumar, the Second Scourge war was brewing.” Murano answered him. “I can only assume their codes were never removed because we were concerned with more important things. Like how to defend our people. Removing Security Protocols became a very minor secondary concern.”


“And because the men and women who should have been doing this were so lax in their duties, now these people have gained access to not only one of our Science Stations, but a Ship Avatar and the codes to operate it and the station!” Lorendo spat. “They have locked out all remote access and functionality. I would imagine in their bumbling they have released the Svorag into the station and surrounding area by now.”


“We don’t know that!” Kasdan spoke from the side wall.


“I recommend that we simply destroy the station from orbit.” Lorendo offered. “It is the only way to be sure.”

“You advocate murdering whoever is down there?” Delnash exclaimed. “Before they blocked our sensors we detected over forty individuals on the surface within the station! You would have us murder them!”


“Chief Elder… we do not need to do that!” Kasdan spoke again.


Lorendo turned in his chair and glared at his younger assistant. “Kasdan you will keep your misguided opinions to yourself. They have no place here among the Elders of our people.” He turned back to Delnash. “Destroying the station from orbit will insure none of those Svorag creatures leave the planet!”


“And in order to destroy the station you will have to destroy the two ships in orbit as well.” Murano said. “Or do you think they will simply allow us to butcher their people on the surface and not do anything to try and stop us?”


“If they attempt to stop us we can easily disable their ships.” Lorendo said.


“They have Pralor shielding Lorendo.” Delnash said. “Disabling their ships might not be as easy as you suggest.”


Lorendo looked at him. “We must do what we must.” He said. 


Murano leaned forward at the table. “So now we go from a few dozen to many thousands of deaths?” He stated. “Between the two ships, the probe has scanned nearly eleven thousand other lives. Will we murder them now as well Lorendo?” He rose to his feet and looked at Delnash. “I can’t believe we are even contemplating this action. Brother… you are not actually considering what this fool is saying are you?”

“Our technology has been compromised!” Lorendo spoke angrily. “If that technology falls into the hands of the Scourge or one of their minion species, everything we have gained since fleeing will be lost!”


“There is a Praetorian down there!” Murano bellowed. “A Praetorian of Sumar’s blood! I feel him as surely as I stand here now!”


“If that really is the case then Sumar willingly broke the laws made when the Praetorians were brought into existence!” Lorendo snapped. “He defied the very laws he helped to institute when it came to you and your kind! Whatever is down there is nothing more than a dead man’s hope. An abomination! Just like all of the Praetorians! They are to blame for everything that took place with the Scourge! If not for Xaxon we…”


“Lorendo that is enough!” Delnash barked. “You will not…”


Delnash stopped speaking for Lorendo was no longer in his chair. At the moment he was suspended several meters above the table engulfed in a light blue shimmering flame. His hands were clawing at his throat as if he could not breathe and his dark eyes wide in fear. Everyone in the room had come to their feet even as Murano twisted his fist which was encased with that same light blue flame. Lorendo’s form levitated across the table to float in front of Murano whose face was a mask of anger and hate.


“I have warned you once about the lack of respect with which you speak of my honored comrades! Your continued vitriol and disrespect of my fallen brethren is becoming most taxing Elder Lorendo.” Murano growled. “You know nothing! You cowered on the other side of the Empire while it crumbled around you and my brethren and I died beside our soldiers! You blame us? If not for the Praetorians our people would have fallen in the first war you fool! And you would not be here condemning us because you would be dead!”


“Murano release him!” Delnash barked.


“I do not know where this hatred of Praetorians comes from Elder Lorendo… and frankly I do not care any longer.” Murano stated. “I will not allow you to kill a Praetorian of Sumar’s blood. I do not care about some law that is over fifty thousand years old! Sumar obviously saw the need to break it and I trust in his wisdom far more than I do in yours!”

“Murano!” Delnash shouted. “I said release him!”


Murano turned and looked at his brother. He opened his fist and instantly Lorendo fell. He bounced off the table and flew back to land on the deck on his back gasping for air. The shimmering blue flame vanished just as quickly from around his hand. “The preservation of our people is a Praetorians most sacred oath. I will not see you throw away the greatest opportunity in forty millennia to make our people strong again because of what this fool advocates brother!”


“He is an Elder of the Convention!” Delnash barked at him. “You will show him the respect he is due! Just as he will show you!”

Lorendo pushed Kasdan away form him as he rose to his feet one hand still gripping his throat. “You are mad!” He screamed. “You… you nearly killed me!”


Murano chortled at him. “If I had wanted you dead Elder Lorendo… you would be dead.” He hissed.


“Enough!” Delnash barked. “Your ongoing feud does nothing to help in what actions we need to decide! I demand that both of you cease this personal vendetta immediately!”


Murano looked at him. “If I knew why he acts such the fool towards me I would happily end it.” He spat at his brother.


“You… you and your kind are responsible for nearly all the misery we have suffered at the hands of the Scourge!” Lorendo shouted.


“My kind?” Murano stated. “I am a Pralor… just like you. Like everyone in this room!”


“No!” Lorendo barked at him. “You, Sumar and all those like you are nothing more than genetic abominations! Gifted with powers and abilities that you wield so casually and have no right to!”

“No right to? What blither is this? I did not choose to be born with the Praetorian gene!” Murano spat at him.


“If this Praetorian you say you feel… if he is there on that planet then it was Sumar who violated his own law about Praetorians not breeding outside of the ranks of our own people!” Lorendo shouted. “Only we have the knowledge and control to utilize the power you throw about so easily!”

Murano shook his head. “You speak of a law that is over fifty thousand years old!” He snapped. “If we are to survive as a people then we must dismiss this arrogance so many of us have that we are superior. That attitude has caused us more misery than anything else. We do not know what happened to Sumar and Wayonn! We were not there! You condemn and hold judgment over him and you know nothing of what happened! Who are you to make decisions on his actions?”


“I am an Elder of the Convention!” Lorendo snarled. 


Murano stepped towards him only to have Delnash move in front of him. “Brother no!” He said.


Murano held out his hand and pointed at Lorendo. “You were never elected to serve the people Lorendo!” He growled at him. “None of you were! Remember that!” He let his eyes move to the other men and women in the room. “You filled the shoes of those that came before you and not once in all that time has talk of an election been held! Why is that?”


“We are… we are guiding our people.” Radra spoke for the first time.


Murano nodded. “And you have done well Elder Radra.” He said. “But do not think for an instant that your position as an Elder of the Convention makes you more special or more important than the people you serve. Tread down that path carefully Elders of the Convention, because it leads to a place you do not want to go!”

“What do you know of leading people?” Lorendo hissed at him. “Our citizens worship the Praetorians as some sort of heroes and gods. Yet you have cowered and hidden now for far longer than we ever did!”


Murano kept his rising anger in check and opened his mouth to answer but was cut off by Radra. “Now you are wrong Lorendo! And out of line!” She spoke rising to her feet. “The Praetorians have always been protectors of our people! If Murano has chosen to remain hidden and unknown these last centuries then it was only for the benefit of our people! Do not mistake his actions as something that they are not! None of us in this room have the right to do that! None of us!”


Lorendo took a deep breath. “I do not mean to imply that there is.” He stated more calmly now. “But we have led our people since we had to flee. And we have done a superior job of it. And we have done it without his help!”


“And if we face the Scourge again one day I will thank the spirits he is now back among us.” Another Elder spoke from further down the table. “His return has inspired our people and his existence has only been known for a few hours! It is all the crew of this ship is talking of. You can not deny the influence he has.”


“I do not deny the influence!” Lorendo spat. “I question his dismissal of laws that have been in place for millennia.”


“I dismiss nothing!” Murano retorted. “But I know this… Sumar was far wiser and more opened minded than you will ever be Elder Lorendo. He was not elected Chief Elder by some accident. He knew what needed to be done to protect our people. He condemned and punished his own brother for his crimes against our people and he did so willingly! If he saw a reason to disregard a law he put in place then there was a reason for it. A reason you would not be able to comprehend because your only concern is for your station.”


“That is not true?” Lorendo snarled.


“Isn’t it?” Murano said. “You dismissed the reports Kasdan brought to you without even looking at them. If he had not gone above his station… we would not know about what is happening right now. Why is that Elder Lorendo?”

“Enough of this!” Delnash barked out. “This bickering between you and Lorendo needs to stop!” Delnash said with force behind his words. “We have to determine what we are going to do when we arrive.” Delnash turned. “Elder Sashan are there enough men in the detachment you brought to secure the station?”


Sashan nodded. “More than enough Chief Elder.” He said. “They are my best.”


Delnash nodded his head and returned to his chair. “Then this is what we will do.” He stated. “Murano… you will lead the detachment of Convention Security Troops and secure the station. Captain Dehov will secure the two ships in orbit and we will discover what is going on. With our dragon brothers and sisters joining us… we should have no trouble.”


Murano looked at him. “And you expect them to just allow us to walk right in and take them prisoner?”


“If they are friendly as you say… then yes.” Delnash spoke. “They will release control of the station back to us and we will confiscate whatever Pralor technology they have and destroy what we can not take.” Delnash took a deep breath. “I appreciate what you say you feel brother, but I must act on fact. I can not make decisions based solely on your word.”

“If there is a Praetorian among them you will be making a mistake.” Murano spoke. “He will not simply allow you to do what you say.”


“I do not believe there is Murano.” Delnash said shaking his head with a deep breath. “There are many coincidences yes… but if they have Avatar 41, then it stands to reason they used the knowledge Avatar 41 had of Sumar to somehow bypass the security measures put in place by Elder Lorendo. It was Sumar’s Avatar, so it would have knowledge that he possessed. We know how Sumar viewed his Avatar.”


“You are making a mistake brother.” Murano stated. “We should be reaching out to them!”


“We can not associate with species who are more primitive than us.” Delnash spoke. “That has been part of our Accord since the very beginning of the Seed Missions. If Sumar broke this Accord then there is nothing I can do.”


Murano nodded slowly. “Your right.” He said. “There is nothing you can do.” He spoke looking at his brother. “And whatever blood comes will be on your hands brother. And I will insure our people know exactly what took place.”


“You have no right!” Lorendo spat. “The decisions of this Elder Convention remain among its members! You can not act against our wishes!”


Murano looked at him. “I have every right as a Praetorian.” He stated calmly now. “If it affects our people then it is my duty as a Praetorian. Unless of course this Elder Convention is going to vote to change the law and strip the Praetorians of their authority. Is that what you are proposing?”


“Murano! No!” Delnash exclaimed coming to his feet once more.


Murano nodded his head. “Then I am sorry brother. You will do what you must and so will I.” He stated. “I will not be party to this unelected Elder Convention any longer. As the last Praetorian I will not act for or against you but I will not recognize you until you see fit to have our people elect all of you as Elders. Then I will consider you legitimate.”


“Murano!” Delnash spoke coming to his feet.


“No. You have made your decision brother and I respect that. I have decided as well. I will accompany the Security Detachment to the surface but I will not take part in attempting to subdue whoever is there. I will only act in defense.” He stated. “If you will excuse me.”

Delnash and the others watched as he turned confidently and left the room.

Lorendo turned to Delnash. “Chief Elder you…”

“Silence!” Delnash spoke harshly cutting off Lorendo’s words. “Your conduct so far has not inspired confidence Lorendo! Not telling us of your actions on Onterom and refusing to allow your assistant to make this information known. I will not address your utter contempt for my brother and his position as a Praetorian! An honored and sacred position among our people! You go too far!”


“Chief Elder…” Lorendo began but Delnash held up his hand.


“No.” He stated. “I do not believe Murano feels what he says he does. There are too many unknowns and the odds that what he says is true are astronomical. I can’t deny that even though he is my brother. I do believe it is much more likely these… people, whoever they are, discovered Avatar 41 among the ruins of our crashed City Ship wherever it ended up and were able to reactivate him. We will proceed to Onterom and take them into custody. We will destroy any trace of our technology that they possess and we will do it in such a way that causes the least harm.”

“What do we do with them after we have done this?” Sashan asked. “We can’t simply leave them there. Not without providing for them.”


“Onterom is capable of sustaining life now.” Lorendo spoke. “Give them whatever supplies they have on their ships and leave them.”


Delnash shook his head. “No. We will find a suitable planet and leave them there before returning to Artaaya.” He said. “Then this business will be done. That is my decision.”


“And the dragons among them?” Radra asked.


Delnash touched the console on the table. “Teniri… have you been listening?”


The voice of the Dragon Elder Mother responded with its synthesized female sound. “I have Chief Elder Delnash.”


“Will you be able to integrate these dragons into your population?” Delnash asked. 


“Chief Elder… if I may?” Teniri said.


“Of course Teniri. Always.”


“As we grow closer to this planet I have been trying to reach out and touch the dragons there within Mindvoice using a Neural Enhancer provided by Elder Lorendo. What I have felt is… odd.” She spoke.


“Odd in what way?” Delnash asked looking at Lorendo.


“I have been able to sense eight dragons on the surface.” Teniri said. “Six fully grown adults, four of whom are females. Healthy and fertile females are always welcome among the males and if I am correct, these females are young and would make excellent mates and able to produce many eggs. The other two are adolescent dragons, but they possess a…”


“What?” Delnash asked.


“I did not probe too deeply on any of them for fear of alerting them to my presence. Their Etheric Shields are exceptional Delnash. Two of them even stronger than even my own. The others almost as strong. They are also holding them very high, which means they probably did not detect my resonance.”


“This is significant Teniri?” Delnash asked.


“To be honest… I don’t know.” She answered. “These dragons are different.”


“Different how?” Radra asked now.


“Their Etheric resonance is tied very deeply with other minds. The ability to hold their shields so high for so long is not something that we can normally do.” She answered. “Murano said he thought them to be bonded with some of these individuals and I am beginning to think he may be right.”


“I thought that wasn't possible.” Delnash asked.


“It shouldn’t be.” Teniri said in response. “I also detected great discipline within all of them. Harnessed and controlled. As if they have had some intense training of some kind. More so the six adults than the two adolescents.” 


“But you can still merge them into your population correct?” Delnash asked wanting to end this discussion and find his brother.

“Yes. The females are still young from what I was able to determine as I said.” Teniri answered. “Three of them are barely a millennia old. They will be taken by male dragons as mates very quickly. The fourth is older but her shields did not allow for me to determine her age. They are much more focused and powerful. Something that only comes with age.”


“Then the dragons come with us.” Delnash spoke.

“There is something else Delnash.” Teniri said.


“Yes.”


“I caught flashes of… it was very hard to focus because some sort of field or shielding was disrupting my resonance… but I caught flashes of other dragons as well. On the ship in orbit. A few hundred at least. Young dragons. I tried to make contact with them… but I failed.” Teniri said.


Delnash looked up with wide eyes. “You are sure?”


“Yes.”


“That is odd isn’t it? You not being able to touch them?” Delnash asked.


“Very.” She answered. 


“We will determine what they are there for when we take the ships.” Delnash spoke. “I imagine you will be leading your dragons to the surface?”


“Of course Delnash.” She answered. “Only we will be able to subdue those already there.”

“Then I will see you on the surface.” Delnash answered. He got to his feet. “If you will excuse me I must speak with my brother and try to calm him. Regardless of what you may think of Praetorians Lorendo… now that his existence has become common knowledge, we need his support.”


Lorendo nodded. “Of course Chief Elder.” He said.


“We will gather in the landing bay when we arrive in the system.” Delnash said. “Until then my friends.”

ONTEROM
PRALOR SCIENCE STATION


“…Andro and Elynth did it.” Fedor spoke looking at Dnom as he took another bite out of the large red apple.


Dnom chuckled softly within Mindvoice. Andro and Elynth have been together for years my Bonded Brother. We possess neither their skill nor their daring.



“Not yet.” Fedor told him.

Not yet.


Since the slight breeze that was blowing was coming from in front of them, Fedor did not detect Iama’s scent until he saw her move from the shadows of the staircase towards him. “Sibfla!” He hissed softly as he rose to his feet and Dnom turned his large head and watched her approach. 


As she came closer Fedor caught her scent on the air and he took a deep breath trying to clear his head and force her sweet kiwi aroma from his mind. He failed miserably, which only made things worse. Dnom noticed that she came forward hesitantly, her long tail twitching behind her as if she was very nervous. Iama moved up in front of him, her eyes glancing to Dnom and the fear that gripped so many of her people when they were near dragons nonexistent to her. Iama brought her hands together and rubbed her palms.


“Hello.” She said softly.


Fedor met her eyes. “We were just leaving.” He stated. “The roof is yours.”


Iama imposed her petite frame in front of him. “Wait.” She said.


Fedor looked at her. “Why? So you can call me more names? Or perhaps comment on my eating habits? Or maybe my intelligence level again? I think not.”

Looking at him Iama felt a warm flush through her skin. He was, without any doubt. the most incredibly handsome man she had ever laid her eyes upon and the way his body armor conformed to his exquisite physique made her shiver involuntarily. His dark eyes were like beacons in the moonlit sky, and looking at his half elven ears and the way they curved inward against his head made her want to reach out and touch them. She felt immense guilt at his words and as he began to move around her, Iama placed her hand to his chest stopping him.


“Fedor… please wait.” She said quickly. 


Take a chance child… you will not be disappointed.


Helen’s words came back to her and in that moment Iama decided. “I need to… I need to apologize to you.” She stammered. “I need to say I am sorry for the way I have treated you.”

Fedor stopped trying to move around her and looked down into her face. She was not lying, that much he could tell by her scent, but he was wary nonetheless. He glanced behind him unable to process that she was speaking to him and wondering if perhaps there was a ghost of himself standing behind him. He turned back around and looked down into her pale green eyes. “Why… why the sudden change of heart?” He asked finally.


“I… because I am foolish.” Iama answered him. “I am foolish and though you were… I thought you were like the others; the Kavalian clones born as you and your sister were. I should have known that was not the case with you and Eirene but I allowed my… I allowed my emotions towards them direct how I treated you. I’m… I’m sorry.” Iama had not removed her hand from his chest and even through the body armor she could almost feel the beating of his heart. Staring at his face and the lack of expression caused her to think she had perhaps done too much and waited too long to make amends. Her heart sank as he simply stood there and said nothing. Holding back the sudden hurt that she felt she forced a smile. “I just wanted… I just wanted to tell you that. I will… I will leave you alone now.”


Iama turned from him and began walking back towards the top of the staircase, small tears beginning to form in the corners of her eyes. She did not see Fedor shake his head several times as if trying to clear his head and then he looked at her back.


“Iama?” He spoke quickly causing her to stop. “I… I could show you the celestial markers in this system. If… if you are interested.”


The celestial markers? Dnom exclaimed.


Fedor looked at him. It was the first thing that popped into my head brother! I don’t know what else to say!


Be yourself Fedor my Bonded Brother. Dnom spoke. 


Iama lifted her hand and wiped the small tears away quickly as her spirits lifted and the pain she had felt a moment ago vanished into nothing. She turned quickly and looked at him. “I would like that.” She said.

“You would?” Fedor asked surprised as she moved back up in front of him. “Ok… sure.”


“Do you like the stars?” She asked.


Fedor smiled. “Celestial Mechanics is very cool!” He said as his face brightened. “I could do without Quantum Physics though… very boring. And the Senior Chief in engineering who is teaching it drones on like a robot. You need to include the variables of mass and acceleration in your equations Prince Fedor or you will crash into a star or a moon.” He spoke trying his best to imitate the Senior Chief who was teaching him. “That wouldn’t be prudent now would it?” Fedor looked at her. “I don’t think he liked it when I said we wouldn’t feel anything if that happened so what was the point.”


Iama couldn’t help but laugh at the expression on his face or the humor he was trying to use to become more comfortable. And it was funny. His face had softened somewhat and Iama moved closer to him, thrilled when he did not move away. She reached down then to take his hand and her eyes quickly followed when she felt the object in his hand. She pulled it up and saw the apple with two bites taken out of it. She looked up into his face.

“I thought you didn’t like fruit.” She told him taking his hand in hers and holding his palm up with the apple in it.


Fedor shrugged his broad shoulders. “These are pretty good actually.” He said. “Kind of stupid of me to say I didn’t like fruit I know.”


“Fedor… I am sorry… I am sorry about how I have treated you.” Iama spoke softly as she looked into his dark eyes. “I made assumptions based on… based on information that does not apply to you. I know that now. I have made many assumptions since your father… since he rescued me from that planet.” She shook her head now. Standing so close to him, the aura of confidence he projected and the heat of his hand against hers, Iama felt so very awkward and foolish. “I’ve done some stupid things too, trying to fit in. I regret…”

“You do not need to fit in Iama.” Fedor told her. “You are who you are and people will accept you for that. Or they will not.”


She smiled as she looked at him, his words filling her with happiness. “That’s kind of you to say.” She said.


“That… that Durcunusaan Officer is here on the surface with us.” Fedor spoke rather hesitantly. “That is… you and he aren’t… does he know you are here?”


Iama’s eyes grew a little wider. “You… you saw that?” She gasped.


Fedor shrugged. “I was walking to the mess lounge when I saw him coming out of your quarters.” He said.


Iama looked down quickly; very embarrassed and angry that Fedor had seen him exiting her quarters. “One of the mistakes I have made since your father gave me a second chance at life.” She said softly. “No… there is nothing between us but I will understand if you…”


Fedor’s eyes grew a shade brighter and his arm snaked cautiously around her slim waist. “You know the view is much better over here.” He said gently beginning to guide her. “You aren’t afraid of heights are you?”


Iama wanted to scream out in delight when his arm went around her waist. He didn’t let her finish her sentence because he had already made his decision. He still wanted to be with her and that made Iama want to shout out in joy. She had never felt such emotions within her as she did right now. His touch, though simple and innocent, sent electric tingles through her lower back and into her buttocks and she gripped his arm tightly in happiness. She had never felt such physical sensations either when touched by any man and because she felt them now, it made her realize that perhaps Helen had not been wrong. Perhaps she could truly have a future.

“No!” She stammered again. “I’m not afraid of heights.” She answered.


“Cool.” Fedor said. “Want a bite?” he asked holding up the apple.


Iama took it without question as he led her over to the edge of the roof and sat down. Iama didn’t hesitate and settled beside him as she took a bite from the apple and he pointed up and began to talk. Within thirty seconds she was completely enchanted by his voice and the intelligence with which he spoke.
SOLMAR
KINDRED SOUL


“…her steady!” Patton barked out. He was standing beside his command chair refusing to be sitting down for this and wanting to be able to react to anything across the bridge. “Ground Terrain Sensors!”

“LZ is clear on all sides Captain!” His TO responded instantly. “Three thousand meters and closing!”


“Kelly… give me fifty percent power to all VT units! Cut power to Lateral thrusters by thirty!”

“VTs powering up to fifty percent! LTs to forty!” Lieutenant Harbin announced.

“All hands stand by for surface touch down!” The Ops officer announced over his ship COM. “Stand by for surface touch down!”


“Fifteen hundred meters!” The TO barked out.


“Helm… cut power to lateral thrusters! Full power to VTs!” Patton barked out.


“Helm answering!”


“Fire braking thrusters!” Patton snapped out the order.


“Braking thrusters are firing!” Kelly answered almost instantly. It was almost as if she was reading his mind and expecting the next order.


“Holding position Captain!” The TO announced. “We’re off by a hundred and sixteen meters… but other than that we’re good!”


“Extend landing struts!” Patton ordered. “Prepare to touch down! Kelly… drop us real slow girl! I don’t want a scratch on her!”


“Helm aye!”


Patton stood gripping the arm of his chair tightly. He knew his crew was the best there was and he was not going to micromanage them unless he saw a need. So far there had not been a minute where he was unhappy with how things had gone.


“A thousand meters altitude!” Kelly announced, her eyes glued to her controls and her hands moving in almost a blur as she adjusted this system or that. “Reducing power on the VTs to thirty percent. Descent is ten meters a second!”


“We got minor correction from residual LT vents.” The man sitting beside Kelly and across the huge computer between them.


“Compensating!” Kelly barked. “Five hundred meters! Reducing power to ten percent on VTs! Fifteen seconds!”


“Five hundred meters!” The TO called out.


“C’mon you big ass bitch!” Kelly snarled under her breath. “Let’s do this baby!”

“Four hundred! Three! Two! One!” The TO turned. “Strut contact!”


“Cutting power!” Kelly barked.


The KINDRED SOUL bounced only slightly on the powerful struts that allowed her to land and then she settled gracefully to the surface with a glittering blue ocean to her starboard and thick hills and mountains to her port.


“We’re down!” Kelly screamed. “Fucking A we are down! We did it!” She was pumping her fists into the air from her chair and Patton couldn’t help but laugh and join in for just a few seconds. He quickly regained his composure however.


“Alright people! Now we go from Star Ship to Ground Command!” Patton barked out. “All weapons station to active. Crews to their battle points! Deploy the HTs to designated points and lets get ready to receive the Prince’s ships!” He turned to his TO. “Send word to the Prince we are down and secure!”


“Aye sir!”


Patton turned back and looked at the main monitor. “I’ll be a sonofabitch… we really fucking landed you on a planet baby!” He muttered to the walls of the ship. “Damn fine job girl! Damn fine job!”


If there were any doubts within Sehri’s mind as to what lay ahead in her future they were shattered the moment the ebony skinned Lu'ria pulled her into an embrace and planted a kiss on her that simply sizzled with love and desire. A kiss Sehri found herself returning with equal fervor as she pressed against Lu'ria’s lush body. A kiss that then extended to Carisia who was beside her next as Andro greeted Ne'Veha in a similar fashion. 


“Oh… oh my.” Aleatia managed to say softly as she watched with the others near the back ramp of the STRIKER.


Harira looked at her. “Lady Aleatia… this is not… you are going to allow this?”


Osbela moved up next to her mother. “Shaman Master Harira is right mother.” She said. “You can’t allow this? She will be with… with other women and him and…”


Aleatia turned her head and looked at them. “I am sorry things did not turn out as your father and I had hoped Osbela. As you and Ibani had hoped. That is the way of things. But I am not going to go against fate by taking your sister away from them.”


“She does not belong to them!” Harira snapped. “She is a member of the Circle of Shamans. This is not acceptable to us.”


Aleatia met her gaze. “Looking at Sehri… I would say it is quite acceptable to her. This is something that was meant to happen. You can not explain it otherwise. No… I will not try and stop this. And once I tell Dyack what I have seen, neither will he.”

Osbela stepped back beside her sister Ibani. “We shall see.” She said to Ibani. “We shall see. I haven’t yet met a man that would refuse us given the right incentive.”


Ibani smiled. “Indeed.”


They turned to watch the fourth woman exit the STRIKER that had landed only moments ago, the three meter long and two meter tall pair of dragons directly behind her. Sadi moved purposefully, her jungle green eyes never leaving Andro’s form as he lowered Ne'Veha to the ground and she turned to greet Sehri. His azure eyes fell upon her and she quickened her pace until she was standing in front of him. Then she was swept up into his powerful arms and she whimpered in unabashed delight as he stole her breath away with the kiss. A kiss that set her blood to burning as he shared with her all of his emotions over the last few days in a tidal wave of Mindvoice thoughts. Those included everything he felt for her, for Lu'ria and the others, and now for Sehri. It was certainly a heated kiss and Sadi embraced it all.

Aleatia turned to look at Dorian who stood with Ryner only a few feet away. “These are… these are his other wives and mates I take it.” Aleatia asked.


Dorian nodded his head with a grin. “Shameless isn’t it.” He said. 


Dorian? Ryner’s voice filled his head as his snout butted him in the back of the shoulder. Look.

Dorian glanced at him and then followed where his eyes were. Dorian’s gut contracted when he saw her walking beside Jomann and he stood up a little straighter. Her dreamlike beauty, dreamlike at least to him, was matched only in the confidence and grace with which she carried herself. “If you’ll excuse me Lady Aleatia.” He said.

Sadi gripped Andro’s face in her hands tightly as she nibbled on his lower lips with her fangs, her body pressed tightly to his and his eyes focused on her. “Will you never stop causing us sleepless nights?” She gasped nipping at his jaw with her fangs.


Andro smiled and pulled her closer, happiness and desire sweeping through him. “Then I would become boring and you would seek out a new man.” He said.


Sadi laughed at that. “Ha!” She exclaimed. “Flattery will not make us less angry at you for not bringing us with you!”


“I didn’t exactly plan things like this.” Andro said with a smile.


“And your only saving grace my love is that you discovered the last piece of the puzzle of our hearts.” Sadi said turning to look at Sehri as she stood there holding Ne'Veha’s hand her face bright and happy and her skin blush with desire. Sadi turned fully and inhaled deeply of Sehri’s delicious apple and walnut scent. She noticed Ne'Veha’s flushed skin immediately, as well as Lu'ria’s more agitated state as they stood beside her and knew it was Sehri’s fever and scent that were so very enticing to them.


Sadi stepped up to her and took her free hand without hesitating. “Sehri.” She said softly as she looked at her.


Sehri felt her blood burning even hotter as she was surrounded by them now. Andro and the other women who she so desired to find pleasure with. Pleasure and a life going forward. She didn’t think about it, she simply pulled Sadi closer and kissed her just as passionately as she had kissed Lu'ria and Carisia and Ne'Veha. Sadi cooed in delight and pulled her close as their lips came together and they shared a deep kiss, their tongues doing battle and finally content to dance with each other.


“Ahem!” Andro’s voice broke into their kiss and they parted slowly. “I don’t mean to break this up but the bad guys are not that far away.”


Sadi chuckled softly and looked at Sehri’s bright eyes and brilliant smile. “We are so going to enjoy tasting you Sehri.” She spoke softly.


“Yes… we are.” Carisia echoed.


Sadi glanced back at Andro. “He has been good to you?” She asked turning back to look at her.


Sehri looked at Andro. “For the most part.” She answered with a smile. 


Sadi caught the underlying meaning and she smiled. “Yes… well we will fix that as soon as this business with the Kavalians is done.” She said confidently. “SirsanGai, Lu'ria, Carisia and I will help you to hold back the fever now.” Sehri looked around as they all closed in around her tightly. [Close your eyes Sehri.] Sadi’s voice filled her mind easily and it was so very soft and inviting. [Reach for us now.]

[Ovendris niob.] Ne'Veha whispered within the connection. (Together now)

[For innyne jehar…] Lu'ria stated. (And always into)


[Vada falyne.] Carisia finished. (The future)


Andro turned his head slightly and looked at Caydren and Cinol resting on the ground beside Majeir. Anthar had already moved his muscular bulk to where Elynth greeted him with exquisite happiness and the rubbing of their tails. He stepped up to Caydren and Cinol who both rose to look down upon the mate of their Bonded Sisters and a Talon Guardian. Andro reached out and pounded both of them on their powerful sides.


Caydren. Cinol. He spoke. The sons of Vollenth and Viera. You are looking strong and proud my brothers.


Caydren and Cinol bowed their heads on their long necks. Talon Guardian Androcles. Cinol spoke first.


Andro shook his head as he ran his hands along their snouts just below their eyes. No my brothers. You are the Bonded ones of my beloved mates just as Majeir and Anthar are. Between us there is nothing but family.


I told you. Caydren hissed looking at his brother.


You told me nothing fool. Cinol popped.


Andro laughed as he watched them and it felt so very good to finally feel all of them once more together. 


They bicker more than any siblings I have ever seen. Majeir spoke from where she rested on the ground near Lu'ria.


Andro smiled. “We’ll work on that.” He said turning back to see Sadi and Ne'Veha come up with Sehri between them.


“You knew Andro.” Sadi spoke softly. “You knew about Caydren and Cinol. Why didn’t… why didn’t you tell us?”


Andro rubbed Caydren’s snout and smiled. “Because they needed to have time at Dragon Mountain with the Elder mother before taking on their role. If I had told you about them you and SirsanGai would have wanted to go to them immediately. They are stronger for it and so is your bond with them.”


Sehri stepped away and right up to Caydren and Cinol who lowered their heads to allow her to reach up and touch them easily. Andro smiled as Sehri’s face lit up and she felt them within Mindvoice just as she did Elynth. “You are very handsome.” Sehri said.


I told you brother. Caydren spoke up. I am better looking than you.


She didn’t say that! Cinol barked. 


Yes she did!


Sadi pulled Sehri back quickly with a smile and she looked at Andro. “The only time they weren’t arguing was coming down through the atmosphere.” She said with a smile.


Andro looked around. “Where are…”


“Right here you big lug!” Eliani’s voice spoke from behind them.


Andro turned and saw Eliani and Normya standing there and he moved far faster than they could follow as he scooped his sisters up into his arms and squeezed them to him. Eliani and Normya were filled with relief at seeing their brother and they squeezed him tightly, their arms going around his shoulders.


Eliani’s hands began to run over his body almost instinctively, the soft glow of her power easily seen by everyone. “You aren’t hurt?” She asked.


“I’m fine Eli.” He said. “Really.”


Eliani slapped him across the cheek then. “Anse igord!” She snarled. “What were you thinking?”


Andro grinned. “I have missed you too sister.” He said.

Eliani grabbed his face and kissed him hard in a sisterly fashion, Normya following suit an instant later. 

“You and father need to stop giving us fits fervon!” Normya gasped. 
“I am trying.” Andro said as he lowered them to the ground.

“Not hard enough it seems!” Eliani hissed.

Andro looked up and saw Jomann standing beside Brendi Faith and Tir'ut. He moved right up to Jomann Eliani and Normya moving aside and the two young men embraced tightly. Eliani felt a surge of pride course through her as they embraced. She had always known that once Moneus married Carina, his time with Andro would be limited, and while their friendship would never weaken, it was satisfying to know that Jomann now meant just as much to Andro as Moneus did. She knew it had something to do with the new abilities and strange power they both had, but it went further now she knew. Eliani had always known she would be beside or very close to Andro no matter where he went. She had made herself his personal doctor in many respects and while many wondered why that was, no one ever questioned it. That the man who had claimed her as his Anome was so close to her brother only made things better. Andro and Jomann pulled apart slightly and grasped their armored hands together, leaning forward to touch their foreheads together.

[I must speak with my father… but I believe Dorian is like us Jomann.] Andro spoke looking at him and using a private Mindvoice connection.

Jomann’s eyes grew a little wider. [Truly?] He asked.

Andro nodded. [You must have felt him coming down.]

[I thought it was only because he was with you.] Jomann answered.

Andro shook his head. [No. It is there. I can… I can feel it just as strongly as I do within you and my father and Denali.]

[How?] Jomann asked.

[That I don’t know.] Andro said. [But I will find out. He was a terror on the battlefield. Sheva will have her hands full I think.]
[Just as I do with you.] Jomann answered.
[We will speak more about it when we finish with these Kavalian fools.] Andro said. [I have a feeling we will need to test him and see what abilities he has.]

[I have been studying the Tomes as you suggested.] Jomann told him. [They are fascinating Andro.]

[We will go and view the originals soon.] Andro answered him. [keeping them safe is a priority now.]
Jomann nodded as they released their hands and Andro turned and reached out for Tir'ut’s hand which Tir'ut took instantly. They grasped each other’s forearms tightly. “It is good to see you Tir'ut.” Andro said. “I have said this before I know… but it seems that fate and destiny mean to have our families working very closely it seems.”

Tir'ut smiled and nodded his head. “That works fine for me.” He answered with a smile. “Tagging along with my Blessed Wife is always exciting. She can’t appear to stay out of trouble it seems.”
“Hey!” Normya complained as she moved back up beside him.

In just the few short months he had been married to Normya Leonidas he had become a favorite of Deia and Gorgo both. He was fascinated with the history that both of them held and when they were together he never ceased to ask questions of them which they both found adoring. As women, both Deia and Gorgo also saw the almost fanatical devotion he had for Normya, and the way he doted over her. She looked so tiny within his embrace, but her face conveyed to all around that she was without a doubt madly in love with Tir'ut.

Andro’s head came around when Sa'roh’s voice reach across from the STRIKER. “Andro the Kavalians have shifted their forces!” She shouted.

Andro looked at Sadi. “Reunion over.” He spoke before breaking into a trot and everyone following him to where Sa'roh now stood with Aleatia and Harira. “What do you have?” He asked.

“They shifted their DAGGERs south towards us.” Sa'roh spoke. “They must have figured out that’s why they couldn’t find us after four days! Stupid bastards. All thirty-three of their ships are holding position a hundred and six kilometers north of our position here. Low to the tree tops to avoid the KINDRED SOULs ground sensors and missile batteries.” 

“And the KINDRED SOUL?” Andro asked.

“Just got the burst from Captain Patton.” Sa'roh spoke. “Two brigades headed towards us from the southeast and they are down on the surface and transitioning to Ground Ops.”
Andro nodded his head. “Ok. Time’s up.” He stated. He looked at Sadi who stood beside Sehri holding tightly to her hand. She nodded to him in acceptance and he turned back to Sa'roh. “Drop the Ground Shroud Sa'roh. Tell the ship captains to lift off and head directly to the KINDRED SOUL. How soon before the two brigades get here?”

“Colonel Mosont reported they were shifting and moving here with the 1st Brigade of the 82nd Cataphract.” Sa'roh answered. “Considering how fast you run in wolf form and the abilities of the Cataphract suits I’d say they’ll be here in under seven minutes.”

Andro nodded. “Spool up the batteries and missiles. We hold for ten minutes and if they don’t get here by then we haul ass on our own.” Andro looked at Dorian who had moved up beside him with Lisisa from where they had been greeting their sisters. “Time to dance fervon.” He spoke.

Dorian nodded. “Good. I was getting bored with this planet anyway.” He said. “There’s no nightlife!”

Eliani clipped him in the back of the head softly with her hand. “What do you know of the nightlife little brother?” She exclaimed.

Dorian looked at her with a grin. “I know I want to experience Sparta’s nightlife and I can’t do that here!”

Andro looked back to Sa'roh. “Give the orders Sa'roh! Time to get this party started.”

