CHAPTER SIXTEEN
ONTEROM


“…Delnash. Now there is an interesting man.” Sumar’s voice spoke. “He isn’t like the others he surrounds himself with. He’s cerebral… likes to think everything through and then make his decision. He’s precise and conscious of every avenue available to him. He has run the Science Convention with skill and that same precision. I should expect no less… he is Murano’s older brother and now I see where Murano gets it.” 

Delnash stood in the corner of the transport just behind the cockpit. He was alone as the others were loading up the ramp and the pilots were running their preflight checks. In his hand he held the data disc that Martin Leonidas had given him only a few hours ago. This was the second time he had viewed the disc and what it contained and to say he was stunned would have been the understatement of the century. He glanced back as others were moving into the rear of the transport, making sure that he was undisturbed and then he turned back to the disc. In the view of the small disc in his palm he saw the holographic image of Sumar move and settle into the chair at the desk. Looking at the man he could not deny the resemblance Martin Leonidas had to him, or the significance of this. He watched as Sumar lifted a glass to his lips and drink some liquid and then turn his head. 

“41… this information is current yes?”

-As current as the databases allowed when we left Chief Elder- The Avatar’s voice replied.
“What do you think 41?” Sumar asked.

-Nothing you have dictated is inaccurate Chief Elder. I have nothing further to add that would alter the decision you have already made- 41 answered. –If you are asking my opinion… the information provided is sufficient enough to deduce he would act as he has always acted-

Sumar chuckled. “Thank you 41… your insight is always exacting in detail.”

-Of course Chief Elder-

Delnash watched Sumar lean back in the chair. “Elder Delnash… recently married and head of the Science Convention. Among all the men and women I have reviewed so far on this trip, he is by far best suited for the position. His natural compassion balances the hard decisions he would need to make, but he will not sacrifice who he is in order to please one group. He uses facts and instinct and so far he has not been wrong in combining those two. I have spoken to Murano about him, gotten to know him through his brother.” Sumar shook his head. “Makes me wish Murano was here now. Wayonn agrees that we should have brought him… but leaving him behind to watch over things was the wiser thing to do. Something… something told me that his path… his path leads him down a different road and in order to follow that road he needs to be where he is.”
“When we return I will submit to the Convention of Elders that Delnash replace me when I step down.” Sumar spoke. “Wayonn and I agree that five years is sufficient to train those Praetorians we have with us. Once that is done… I will give the reins of leadership to Delnash and assume my role as leader of the Praetorians. I believe we can work closely together to insure our people are kept safe from the Scourge. With Delnash at the helm of political matters, I can concentrate on our defenses and be confident that he will have the interests of our people in his heart. The Scourge will be back… of that I am certain. My fool brother made sure of that when he conducted his twisted experiments and gave them the ability to reason and think. They will not be so easy to defeat next time and it will be up to Delnash and I to make sure we are not caught unaware.” Sumar lowered his glass back to the desk. “As a side note… my brother’s actions will taint our family now. No matter that father and I pushed for his punishment… our mother and father and even our sisters and brother will need to endure the consequences of his foul actions. I intend to take the Conventions punishment one step further and expel the chamber with his body into the next Red Giant we pass. I will inform City Ship 19 to release the chamber with his essence into the gravity well of the Brown Dwarf Star we will pass in the next system. He grew too powerful and let that affect his decisions. He wanted to be a god. I can’t take the risk of his essence returning to his body in some way. I will be killing my brother permanently… but it is the only way.”
Delnash watched Sumar get to his feet. “41… make the proper entries in the logs. Make sure they are dispatched at the next Network station with our position and status. And send a short message to Murano letting him know what I intend for when we return.”

-The usual greeting Chief Elder?-

Sumar nodded his head with a smile. “Yes… he likes that.”
Delnash deactivated the data disc and took a slow, deep breath. This was not what he had expected when Martin Leonidas had given it to him. He had expected plans or demands that he was going to make. He had never expected this. 
Sumar was, by a very wide margin, the most popular and respected Chief Elder that their people had ever elected. His victories during the First Scourge War had seen to that, but his way of leadership was also honored and respected. He did not ask of those who served with him something that he was not prepared to do himself and Delnash could see this very same trait within Martin Leonidas. He turned and watched as more of his troops boarded and took their seats. He could see Lorendo sitting with Sashan and talking in whispers. Lorendo did not look in the least bit happy but at the moment Delnash didn’t care. No matter what his reasons were, Lorendo was responsible for too many deaths in the last few days to just dismiss that. And the fact that he did not seem to care infuriated Delnash. 

The flash of movement outside the ramp caught his eyes and he saw the massive dragon land by where the Lycavorian ship was resting some two hundred meters behind their own. He watched the large figure leap easily from the back of the massive dragon and knew it could only be Martin Leonidas.  

“I came here hoping to find my history.” Martin’s voice echoed softly in his head as he watched him jump easily from the dragon’s back. “I came here hoping maybe… just maybe to find my ancestors. So I could learn about my past and what it means. Instead I came here and found you.”
Those words cut Delnash deep now. Too deeply.

That Martin Leonidas was a Praetorian was without doubt in his mind. He could not deny it any longer after seeing what he had seen and he was every bit his grandfather’s equal, if not more powerful, because of the Lycavorian blood flowing within him. He knew that exceptional Lycavorian blood was what afforded him the indomitable will and drive that surrounded him and his personality. Delnash thought for a moment… perhaps… perhaps Sumar knew exactly what he was doing when he merged their peoples together so long ago. He may have seen this very thing. The intensity and the pull over men and women that this Martin Leonidas exuded without even knowing it. Delnash continued to watch as two men moved up to where he stood beside the massive dragon, one of them his own brother Murano. He had made the decision to return with Martin Leonidas and there was nothing Delnash could do about that now. Even as Chief Elder he could not command a Praetorian to do something and he had no intention of ever denouncing his brother no matter what anyone said to the contrary. Murano was different now. The purpose Murano had been lacking since the end of the war had returned with a vengeance and Delnash knew without question it was because of the discovery of the Praetorian blood within Martin Leonidas and his sons. Sumar had spoken in the transmission of leaving Murano behind for a purpose. This meeting, discovering these men and women, that had to be the very purpose he had been speaking of. 

Delnash looked across the field and realized he did not show him enough; he had not shown him through the past years the thanks and awe that he held his brother in for doing what he did during the wars. Murano had given up so much, far more than even he knew and he had saved so many lives back then. Now Lorendo and so many like him believed they could survive without the Praetorian Guard of the Pralor people. How foolish and arrogant they had become since their downfall. It was as if they were returning to the ways that led to their destruction by the Scourge. That was something he could not allow.

Delnash felt the presence of someone and turned his head to see Kesyla standing beside him. “Kesyla?” He said softly looking at his oldest daughter.

“I know what you are thinking papa.” She spoke softly.

Delnash smiled. “Do you?”

“Uncle Murano is going with them. Elder Kasdan and his brother. Elder Radra.” Kesyla spoke. “You are wondering…”

“How did I ever let things get so out of control?” Delnash said softly, completing her statement. “Have we grown so arrogant and complacent that we think like Lorendo? That the loss of life on this mission means nothing?”
“You are not Lorendo papa.” Kesyla told him. 

“Mari won’t talk to me.” Delnash said softly continuing. “And I can’t order her about any longer. She is fully grown.”

“She intends to go with Uncle Murano Papa?” Kesyla said.

Delnash looked at her. “You knew?”

Kesyla shook her head. “I suspected. She is very taken with Uncle Murano with good reason and she wants to see and experience so much more. I tried to talk her out of it but she would not hear of it.”

“Short of keeping her under armed guard… what choice do I have?” Delnash spoke. “If I do that she will hate me.”

“You have known for many years she is adventurous.” Kesyla spoke. “It is in her very nature... and you know where that comes from.”
“And what about you?” Delnash asked.

“I am your senior aide papa.” Kesyla answered him. “But… if you are asking me if I would find traveling with these men and women and learning about them intriguing… then the answer is yes. I would… very much so.”

“You admire them?” Delnash asked.

“In a way.” She replied. “They have a spirit and passion about them. A spirit that will never be crushed. A passion that will never go away. They do not fear what will come as we do. No matter what it is.”

“A trait that can be dangerous.” Delnash said.

Kesyla nodded. “But so very rewarding.”

Delnash met her eyes and smiled. “It could be yes.” He spoke. He lifted the data disc so she could see it. “I thought it would be a list of demands or something of that nature that he was making.” He smiled. “I was wrong once more.”
“What was on it Papa?” Kesyla asked.

“Someone talking about the man I used to be.” Delnash answered. “The man I should be now.” He took her arm. “Tell me daughter… does your admiration for these people push aside whatever fear you may have of what is out there?”

Kesyla nodded. “If it is for the purpose I see in your eyes… yes papa. It is the look you had when mother married you… according to her.” She finished with a smile.
Delnash smiled. “Come with me then. These Svorag have reached the surface some sixty kilometers from here and they are heading this way. We need to move quickly.” He squeezed her arm. “Grab your brother and come with me.”


“… Like cockroaches!” Martin spoke. “Thousands of them! And they are moving fast. Torma and I did two passes high up and one low. We got about ninety minutes before they are all over this area.”


“Everything is just about loaded fervon.” Danny told him. “We’ll be long gone from here by then.”


Murano nodded his head. “I believe everyone who has made the decision to come with us is here as well.” He stated.


Martin met his eyes. “You sure about this Murano? Are they sure? We ain’t coming back here. Not after what has happened.” Martin said.


Murano nodded his head. “I believe what has happened here the last few days has opened some eyes Martin.” He spoke. “For Kasdan and Radra both. I can’t seem to keep my niece away from me no matter how hard I try. I asked her three times to reconsider this. Each time she just looked at me like I was insane.”


Martin shook his head with a grin. “She’s a woman Murano. You can’t figure out what they are thinking half the time no matter how hard you try. Better to just agree with them. It’s safer.”


We heard that! Aricia and For'mya’s voices filled Martin’s mind at the same time and he could hear his other mates chuckling within Mindvoice.


Murano and Danny looked at him with smiles having heard the unshielded response. “No way you can hide from six of them!” Danny said. “You are really screwed fervon.”


Murano was smiling when he saw his brother moving up towards them with Kesyla and Daron in tow. “Martin.” He said motioning with his head.

Martin turned slowly having already smelled Chief Elder Delnash, his son and daughter approaching them from across the space between their ships. He watched the Pralor Chief Elder come to a halt in front of them and he could see Lorendo and Sashan standing on the ramp of their own ship glaring across the distance at them. He turned his eyes to Delnash as he came to a stop in front of him. “Chief Elder?” He finally said.


Delnash fingered the data disc for a long moment before looking at Martin. “I take it you have seen what is on this?” He asked.


Martin nodded his head. “Most of it yes.” He answered.


“Why give this to me?” Delnash asked. “After what happen here… why give this to me now?”


“Let’s just say my grandfather saw something in you that others did not.” Martin said. “The same thing that I see, but it’s buried under a whole lot of bullshit. I wanted you to know what that was.”


Delnash looked at Murano and then back to Martin. “Bullshit? What is this… bullshit?”


Martin smiled and looked at Danny before turning back to Delnash. “Let’s just say…”

“I believe it is a term they use to describe what could be considered a façade of sorts Papa.” Kesyla spoke.


Danny laughed. “That’s a lot nicer than I would have described but yeah.”


“You don’t give up trying do you?” Delnash asked Martin.


Martin smiled and shook his head. “Giving up ain’t in my nature. Leaves a bad taste in my mouth.” He told him. “What can I do for you sir… we’re getting ready to depart. And you should be too.”


“How long before they get here?” Delnash asked surprised at the respect and tone Martin was using with him. It was not what he had expected though he was rapidly learning that with Martin Leonidas you didn’t always get what you expected.


“Ninety minutes roughly.” Martin answered. 


Delnash met his eyes. “I find myself wishing that all of this had not happened in the way it has Martin Leonidas.” He spoke evenly. “I… I used to be able to admit when I was wrong but it seems that trait has fallen to the side in these past millennia. Not anymore. I have been wrong. About you. About your people and about listening to others with a different agenda. I want… I want to try and make amends.”

“Why?” Martin asked. “You didn’t seem particularly willing to be open minded not so long ago. Seems awful sudden like.”


Delnash nodded his head. “No I did not.” He said in reply. “I was listening to others and not following what my own instincts told me. Instincts I have not followed in far too long.” He told him. “What… what I allowed to happen here is not me Martin Leonidas. What I allowed to happen here is tearing my people apart… and those are just the ones here with me. The security forces are divided about what they were ordered to do… many of them know what you are and it goes against the very essence of our people to openly fight a Praetorian.”

“We are not gods brother.” Murano spoke now.

Delnash nodded. “No… but you are the most respected and revered men and women in our history and they can sense that Martin is also a Praetorian, no matter the blood that runs in his veins. They also sense there are more of you. I can not imagine what it would do to our population if what happen here, if it gets out to them in a way that is not of my own accord and truthfulness.”


“So you are worried about your position?” Martin asked.


Delnash met his eyes. “I am worried about my people.” He said not taking offence at the comment. “Everything I have done through the years has been for them. Some of what I have done is not popular but… but I thought it was the right thing to do at the time. I have been listening to the wrong people and taking their advice instead of following what I would want myself. I intend to stop that.”


“How?” Martin asked.


“I would like Kesyla and Daron to accompany you.” Delnash spoke. “No matter how much I try to keep the knowledge that you exist from reaching my people… it will get out to them because I don’t intend to suppress it. And it will happen much faster than even I realize I suspect. I can’t deny what you are anymore… I can’t…”

“I’m just a man.” Martin said.


Delnash looked at him. “If only that were the case.” He spoke. “If we are going to survive as a people, if I am going to see my people live on, then I need to follow what my instincts are telling me.”


“And what are they telling you brother?” Murano asked softly.


“That we are connected to you and your people Martin Leonidas.” Delnash answered him looking at Martin. “That in order to survive… we must do so together. And that means… that means accepting things that we have previously been reluctant too. I can’t just dismiss your existence. Not after what has happened here.”


“What are you proposing then?” Martin asked.


“That we stay in contact.” Delnash said. “Let me return and work with Teniri. Let me brace our people for the knowledge that… that we are no longer alone. That we don’t have to be alone anymore.”

Martin turned and looked at Murano and Danny for a long moment. He turned back to Delnash and looked at Kesyla and Daron. “You would trust me with your children?” He asked.


“I trust that you are a Praetorian like my brother.” Delnash spoke. “Like your grandfather was. Protecting those in your charge is part of what you are as a Praetorian. I learned that from my brother. And I sense that you would never allow harm to come to any man’s children if it is in your power to prevent.”


[Ladies?] Martin reached for his wives and mates.


[Do not try to play this down Martin Leonidas.] Aricia’s sweet voice spoke… assuming the tone for all of his wives as she so often did. [Do you think we do not know why you came out here? What you were searching for? It is not what we wished for… the way it has come about… but it is the beginning that we desired.]

Delnash could feel the tremors within the Etheric realm as Martin talked to someone. They were supremely powerful and the shields he had up were unlike anything Delnash had ever felt. He glanced at his brother who was staring at him. Delnash knew this was the right thing to do. He could feel it within him. He saw Mari come walking down the ramp towards them a look of confusion on her face, Radra right behind her. Kasdan remained at the top of the ramp of the unique looking ship.

[How is it that I was blessed to have all of you in my life?] Martin spoke to them all.


[You’re lucky as all hell.] Anja’s voice quipped playfully. [And you aren’t so bad looking either. And you have a really big…]

[Melyanna!] Dysea’s voice cut in.

[What? I’m only telling the truth!] Anja replied.

[Anja has a point Ussta She-elf.] Isabella chimed in with more than a little humor in her tone.

[And it is all ours.] For'mya spoke now. [You have our love and devotion Martin Leonidas. And we feel your desire to do this. Follow your heart and we shall trust in that.]

[Yes we will.] Cirith finished.

Martin chuckled along with his wives and mates in Mindvoice and looked at Delnash as Mari came up beside Murano. He sniffed the air slightly and caught the scent he hadn’t detected before, his eyes growing a little wider but he kept his face and emotions rigidly impassive and turned to face Delnash fully. Out of the corner of his eye he saw that Danny had detected it as well but was doing nothing. Dan’s sense of smell was very nearly as acute as his.


Martin nodded to Delnash. “It is what I want as well.” Martin said. “What I think all of us want. It’s part of the reason we came out here. And to help Muton and the others discover their history as well. There are buckets and buckets of history that connect us now because of what my grandfather did, what Muton’s grandmother did and I am not the only one who wishes to discover that history.”


Delnash nodded his head slowly. “Then let me… let me make the first overture to you. In order to show you that I am not… that what I allowed to happen here is not me.”


Martin shook his head. “That’s not necessary. I would be able to smell if you were lying to me.” He said reaching up and tapping his nose. “One of the little advantages we have as a species.”

Delnash looked surprised. “That… that is fascinating.” He said shifting on his feet. “Then you… what about…?”


“He is lying his ass off and he hasn’t stopped.” Martin stated bluntly. “And he will be a problem for you going forward too… now that he knows we are around. He’s hiding a lot more than what went on here.”


Delnash’s eyes narrowed somewhat and he gave a curt nod. “I will deal with Lorendo.” He said. “Trust me when I tell you that.”


“I’ll hold you to that sir.” Martin said. “He’s responsible for enough deaths already. Your own people as well as mine. Any more that occur because of him and I will deal with him myself and it will not be pleasant.” Martin’s voice was not amusing and Delnash detected that easily.


Delnash nodded. “Very well.” He said. He turned and took Kesyla’s arm. “You have met my oldest daughter Kesyla. She is my senior aide and will know how to contact me for any reason. Even in ways that others do not know.”


Kesyla bowed her head. “It will be an honor traveling with you King Leonidas.” She said softly.


Martin smiled and looked at Murano quickly before turning back to her. “You might not think so after you see the trouble that I always seem to get into.”


“Now… ain’t that the bleeding truth!” Danny snorted softly.


Kesyla smiled at this comment and squeezed her father’s hand. “I think it might.” She said.


Delnash turned and motioned to Daron. “My son Daron. He is my oldest and is a very competent researcher. One of our best in Bioengineering Theory. He may be able to help your own people.”


Daron also bowed his head slightly. “I look forward to meeting the different species among your people King Leonidas. They seem very dedicated.”


Martin looked at Delnash now. “All three of your children?” He said. “That’s quite a vote of confidence Chief Elder.”

Delnash nodded slowly after looking at Murano. He turned back to Martin. “Perhaps it is… but is it undeserved?”


Martin met his eyes. “No.” He said confidently. He stepped closer and held out the small disc he took from his belt. “Quantum Com Frequency that Avi monitors all of the time for me. You want me… you contact me on that.”


Delnash looked at him. “What are you planning to do?” He asked.


“I’m going to send the bodies of my people home to Sparta.” Martin spoke. “Then I have an appointment with my sorry ass brother. After I find a nice, out of the way planet and let the hatchlings we have spread their wings and hunt for a few days.”


Delnash gripped the disc and nodded his head. “I… I intend to make you see that you have not come out here for nothing Martin Leonidas.” He said meeting his eyes. “That your purpose for leaving your home and family was justified.”


Martin nodded. “We’ll see.” He said. “We need to get moving.”


Delnash nodded. “Of course.” He said. “If I could speak to Mari first?”

Martin turned and looked at her. “Be quick… these lizard bastards might be faster than we think.” He said before turning and heading up into the STRIKER.


Mari looked at Delnash as he took her hands and waited for the others to move up into the ship. [What… what are you doing?] She reached for him.


Delnash smiled. [What I should have done a long time ago.] He answered. [I’m going to be who I should be. I’m going to do what I think is right.]


[Papa… you…] Mari began.


Delnash shook his head. [No.] He told her. [You don’t need to say it. I can see it in your eyes and I would do the same thing as well. Your mother won’t be happy you know.]


[You will explain it to her?] Mari asked.


Delnash nodded. [I will try.] He reached up and caressed her cheek. [Mari?]

Mari covered his hand with hers. [I need to do this.] She stated.


[You realize it might not receive the reaction you are hoping for.] Delnash said. 


Mari nodded. [I have to try.]

Delnash nodded. [Yes you do.]

[Thank you for understanding Papa.] Mari said.


[Just be careful. If anything were to happen to you… your mother would have my head.] Delnash told her.


Mari chuckled and smiled brightly at him. [I will.]

Delnash leaned forward and kissed her forehead. [Go with the gods Mari my child.] He said softly.

[And you Papa.]


Delnash watched as she turned and raced back up the ramp. He looked around, took a deep breath and then turned to head back to his own ship. Perhaps things would begin to look up now. He intended to make sure events were no longer dictated by others. He intended to take charge and become the leader that Sumar believed he could be.
ARC ROYAL
Martin walked onto the bridge of the ARC ROYAL with Murano, Avi and the others following close behind. Anja and Aricia were taking Jacina and Recia directly to the Medical Bay with Isabella, while For'mya, Dysea and Cirith secured the STRIKER and began to see to the dissemination of the mounds of information they had taken from the station. Murano and the others were astonished at the level of sophistication of the ARC ROYAL, more so because they had never been on any ship besides a Pralor vessel. They took everything in as they moved through the corridors and up the Elevator Lift that deposited them just outside the bridge.
Avi moved immediately to a sensor station where the female operator moved out of his way and began to monitor a smaller console just to his right. Captain Akemi didn’t rise from her command chair as Martin came up to her side which surprised Kasdan and the others with the exception of Murano. Martin Leonidas was King and they expected others to jump to their feet and bow to his will.

“Akemi?” Martin asked.

“All stations secure sire.” She reported. “We’re standing by to execute.”

Martin glanced over to where Avi stood. “Avi?” He asked the hulking Avatar.

-Twenty-three seconds Martin- Avi answered.

Kasdan stepped up next to Murano. “What is happening?” He asked looking at Martin.

Martin looked at him hearing his question. He liked the Pralor Researcher and his brother Garan. Kasdan was very down to earth, if a little excitable, and his brother had proven to be cool under fire even though he was out of his league and knew it.

“I’m going to make sure this little group of Svorag are not a problem for anyone going forward.” Martin said.

“What do you mean?” Daron asked moving closer as well.

“Watch.” Martin said.

-They have deactivated Avatar 27- Avi spoke now.

“We expected that.” Martin chimed in. “Did he accomplish his objective?”

-Affirmative. I am syncing control now- Avi answered.

“What are you doing?” Daron asked again more forcefully now.

Murano looked at him. “Something that needs to be done.” He said. “Lorendo’s horrors at this facility need to be cleansed.”

“Uncle?” Kesyla asked moving closer to him. “What do you mean?”
Martin looked at Avi’s back. “Avi?”

-I have access Martin Leonidas- Avi answered. –I am initiating shutdown of the Pralor targeting systems and main power to their weapons-

 Martin turned to Akemi. “Do it!” He hissed softly.
Akemi nodded and turned her head slightly to the side. “Weapons Officer! Four Fusion Matter Torpedoes! Full yield! Target the station! Follow on with half a dozen H19 Concussion Missiles with Plasma Tipped warheads!”

“Weapons aye!” The man barked.

“Ventral weapons pods!” Akemi snapped. “Fire at will!”

“Fusion Torps away!” The man barked. “Missiles on ten second follow up!”

Akemi looked at Martin. “It’s over kill sire… but better safe than sorry.” She spoke almost casually.

Martin nodded. “I like safe.” He told her.

“Missiles away!” The weapons officer barked out.

“Give me visual from orbital ventral cameras!” Akemi snapped. “Main screen!”

The large forward screen which took up half the forward hull of the bridge came alive with a view from orbit of Onterom. The cameras appeared to be focused over the continent that held the Science facility. Everyone could see several bright spots racing across the lower screen and into the atmosphere. Seconds later they saw a massive flare on the surface of the planet which announced the death of the Pralor Science station for anyone watching.

“Captain! We’re being hailed by the Pralor ship!” The female shouted from her COM station.

Akemi nodded. “I just bet we are. Probably pissed in their pants when we fired. Put it up on the main disc.” She ordered as Martin grinned from beside her chair.
Martin and the others turned as Sashan’s face body appeared in the transmission, his face twisted into anger. 

“What are you doing?” He barked angrily. “You are firing on our ship!”
Martin and the others could see the crew of the Pralor ship’s bridge racing back and forth as they tried to regain control of their ship from Avi’s hacking.

“I’m doing what you should have done.” Martin snapped back to him. “And our weapons are firing at the planet… or did you miss that part. That facility needed to be destroyed. And all the Svorag as well.”

“Release control of our ship immediately!” Sashan barked.

Martin smiled. “I will. In a moment.” Martin said. “Akemi?”

Akemi looked at the small screen on the arm of her chair. “Clean hits by the FM Torps.” She replied. “If these readings are right we caught them as they were swarming all over the facility.”

“Avi… coordinates to their little haven under the station?” Martin barked out.

-Feeding them to Fire Control now- Avi replied. –We must use our complement of ZMF missiles in order to penetrate the twenty-four meters of lime and bedrock to the main cryo chamber ceiling. Follow on concussion will bring the remainder of the chamber down-
“Do it!” Martin barked without hesitation.
Within seconds the ARC ROYAL’s primary complement of the deadly ZMF warheads were launching. Nineteen of the missiles streaked from their ventral launch tubes headed for one point on the surface. Martin caught the movement of the corner of his eye and saw Delnash entering the bridge of the Pralor ship with a frantic Lorendo in tow. Their bridge crew was also monitoring what was taking place on the surface and in seconds they were watching dozens more huge flares from the surface as the ZMF missiles hit their target and destroyed the main chamber of the Svorag on the surface. Seismic scans taken later would show that the entire cavern had collapsed upon itself with the destructive force of the missiles that hit in the small ten meter area. 

“Picking up massive seismic activity!” The Tactical Officer barked out.

-Confirmed- Avi spoke quickly. –The Svorag cavern is collapsing upon itself Martin. Resulting tremors from the explosions are causing both minor and major tunnel sections to collapse as well-
Daron was the one who stepped forward. “You… you just killed thousands of them.” He gasped. 

Martin looked at him. “I did.” He answered. 

“Your wife developed a cure!” Daron hissed. “You said so yourself!”

“She developed a cure that worked on two of your people who were not fully changed.” Martin told him. “We don’t know if it would have worked on those who have been fully changed for any length of time. And neither of us had the manpower to try and subdue them to try and find out!”
Sashan was the next to speak from the bridge of the Pralor ship. “I demand you release control of our ship!”

Martin looked at him in the transmission. “I just bet you do.” He said.

Lorendo stepped into the transmission now. “You… you just destroyed thousands of hours of research and data we could have used you fool!”

Martin grinned at him in the transmission. “No I didn’t dumb ass! Us primitives are not as stupid as you like to think we are.” He said. “Any one of my mates could think circles around you sport. We have the data.”

“What?” Lorendo nearly screamed. “You have stolen it?”

Martin smiled. “I didn’t steal it. I liberated it from your P9 as you were sending it up to your ship. Well… what you thought you were sending to your ship. Before Anja took your computer from you. It only looks like you were sending it to your ship. You actually uploaded it to my ship.” Martin chuckled. “Wait… that would mean the person who configured the signals so you didn’t detect them, my elven pilot Endith by the way, that would mean she is smarter than you? Imagine that?”
Lorendo’s eyes were filled with rage and his face was about to turn five different shades of red. He turned his head as Delnash came closer and entered the transmission. “Chief Elder… you cannot allow this!” Lorendo nearly shouted. “That is our data! That…”
Delnash ignored him and met Martin’s eyes. “What do you intend to do with this data Martin?” He asked causally.

“I intend to have it disseminated, examined thoroughly, and then I will send you a report based on truth and facts and not the shit that Lorendo there tries to shovel out his mouth.” Martin growled.

Delnash thought about that for a second, it was really all the time he needed for after speaking with him, Delnash felt he could trust Martin Leonidas more than his own people at this time. He nodded his head. “I look forward to seeing the report.” He said finally, causing Lorendo to nearly fall over in shock.

“Chief Elder… you can’t be serious!” He exclaimed. “That data… it has details to our technology that…”

“That they already possess.” Delnash told him. “In case you have missed that part.” He turned to Sashan. “What systems have been affected by the virus?”

“Weapons. Targeting. Nothing… nothing else.” Sashan answered.

Delnash turned back to Martin. “Do you think you were able to capture all of them within the blast radius?”

“I don’t know… but enough so that they aren’t a threat for the moment. At least not on this planet.” Martin answered.

Delnash nodded. “Avatar 27?”

“You can reactivate him.” Martin spoke. “He did what we wanted him to do before you shut him down. You really should start treating them better. The Avatars among your fleet. They could be so much more if you let them.”

Delnash couldn’t help but smile. “Yes… so I see. I will… I will consider what you have said Martin.” He said. “How long?”

“One hour.” Martin answered. “Enough time to jump several times so you can’t follow and no one can slip and give away our location with orders to destroy us. If you get my meaning when I say that.” Martin said looking right at Lorendo. 

  “You are nothing!” Lorendo nearly screamed. “You are nothing more than the animals you can change into!”
Martin nodded his head. “That may be…” He said. “But this animal will kill you the next time I see you fat man. And it won’t be quick or painless either. Remember that Lorendo you lard ass… because we might be seeing you again real soon!”

Lorendo was struck into silence at his words and his eyes went to Delnash. “Chief Elder?”

Delnash ignored him again and looked at Martin from the transmission. “Until we meet again Martin Leonidas. Go with the grace and guidance of the… of our Ancestors.”

Martin stood up a little straighter and bowed his head slightly to Delnash. It was an act not unnoticed by Mari, Kesyla or Murano and the others. An act of respect and honor. “And you sir.” He said.
The transmission ended and Martin turned to Avi immediately. “Avi… set the timer for one hour. Akemi… begin evasive pattern delta four. Begin jumping in three minutes. First stop is to grab Muton and the others and then continue.”

Akemi nodded. “We’re on it.”

Martin looked at Murano and the others. “Come on… I’ll give you a quick tour and then show you to your quarters.”

SCIMITAR

ORBITING SOLMAR


How did this happen?


How could she have let this happen? 

How did she become so weak as to let this take place? She had always prided herself on her self control and staunch position. She had worked so very hard to get to where she was and to let this happen was something she could not believe she had allowed. In her three hundred plus years of life no man had ever been able to crack her barrier. She had bedded many of them in those years, but none of them could even come close to the events and exquisite satisfaction of the last seven hours. Part of her mind screamed at her that she was insane for allowing this to happen, but the other part was singing in happiness she had never felt in all her life. Her lithe body was shouting to the stars at what she was feeling. Dorian hadn’t just fucked her… that was what the men before him had done. No… Dorian Leonidas had consumed her. Possessed her and reshaped her and everything about her. He was insatiable and like a playful child who was so very eager with a new toy. A child he was not however, Sheva learned very quickly, as he had done such a masterful job of turning her into a babbling idiot.
Sheva Juconi lifted her head slowly from his broad, powerful chest and turned to look at his face. His fingers were dragging along her back and shoulders, one of her legs thrown over his, her taut breasts pressed firmly to his side. His one cobalt blue eye glittered in the dim light, and combined with his dark brown eye, they made her feel so utterly content. His eyes were an oddity of his heritage, but one he wore with extreme pride. 

Content. 

An emotion that she was by no means used to. Sheva had heard all of the locker room rumors and whispers from other females of how all of the Leonidas men must be built like bulls in the cock department. Why else would all of the Queens and Princesses walk around with permanent smiles on their faces and looks of adoration at their men? Until this day Sheva had never put much stock in them. Sheva may have been a member of the famed Durcunusaan and she was every bit as lethal in combat with her training, but she was also only five foot two and barely over a hundred pounds soaking wet. Dorian Leonidas had used this to his advantage and her extreme delight. After that first plunge down his incredibly long and thick manhood against the bulkhead, Sheva’s orgasms came in cascading waves that were almost nonstop. Dorian was definitely not shy about what he wanted, and what he wanted was her Sheva soon discovered. He took her with dominating power, eagerly plunging into her depths, driving her to greater and greater heights of passion until their eruption could not be denied. Sheva had screamed in blissful abandon when his vampiric fangs had sunk into her neck just as they exploded and sent her spinning wildly into a realm of pleasure she had never known or imagine could exist. His dual fangs were slightly thicker and longer than normal vampires because of his wolf blood but the pain as they pierced her skin was quickly washed aside by the inconceivable wave of pleasure that crashed through her as he fed on her blood during their explosion, amplifying their pleasure by four fold. 
It hadn’t stopped there by any means.

Sheva had not even recovered from her first explosion before he was ravishing her body with attention and causing her to shiver and quake in anticipation of more. Her petite body fit within his embrace like it was made especially for him, and this was something that Sheva took note of right away. His kisses were like molten lava stealing her breath away and burning with desire and passion she had never felt. He was so very animated and soon Sheva had surrendered to the swelling emotions within her and began directing him to certain areas of her body that would elicit the most reaction. These he found easily enough and when he began to discover areas that even Sheva had not known about, her world descended into an chasm of heavenly ardor and pleasure. His lips and tongue never ceased moving, his fingers and hands, so large and powerful, caressed her flesh like feathers across her skin. He was soon feasting on her in ways she had never dreamed of or experienced before, her body quaking in one raging climax after another. 
Sheva was by no means inactive once she had given in to the swell of desire and emotion she was feeling; it just wasn’t in her character. She delighted in the power she had over him, grasping his maleness in her hands and using her soft lips and nibbles to keep him hard and ready and exploring the dominating cock that now belonged all to her. Twice Sheva had drank down his passion, something she had never done before with any man that had shared her bed and she found it so very delicious to her taste buds. She rode him hard at times, taking complete control as he laid there and stared up at her, and then she allowed him to stroke into her with exquisite slowness while his kisses ignited more fires within her. She never imagined a kiss could cause such superb sensations and she pulled him tighter with each blistering kiss he gave to her. He could have gone on for hours more she had no doubts, but he sensed her body’s weariness after so many hours and his powerful arms finally encircled her and pulled her close without words, content to hold her head to his chest and stroke her short, wavy blond hair as she tried to calm her breathing and her racing heart.
Dorian reached up with a hand and used two fingers to trace her jaw and cheek. Sheva smiled dreamily and leaned into the caress slightly.

“You look like you have questions.” Dorian spoke finally.

“Why?” She asked softly.
“Why what?”

“Why me?” Sheva spoke.

“I don’t understand the question.” Dorian said tilting his head slightly.

“Why did you pick me?” Sheva asked.

Dorian chuckled softly. “I didn’t pick you Sheva.” He said. “Fate picked you. My wolf blood picked you. My instincts picked you. My heart picked you. From the very first moment I smelled you.”

“Dorian… you know I…” Sheva began.

“Don’t believe in any of that.” Dorian finished her statement. “Yes… I know. You have said that on a number of occasions. Do you still have faith in saying that now? Even before these last few hours… I could have found you among millions just by the scent of your blood, by your unique scent, which for some reason vampires don’t believe they have…”

“And what do I smell like to you?” Sheva asked him with a grin.

Dorian smiled. “Like a Dalfier Rose.”

Sheva laughed softly and spread her hand across his broad chest, tracing the extreme definition of his pectoral muscles. “Dalfier roses are unique to their world Dorian. I would have known if you had gone to the Folcani homeworld.”

Dorian grinned. “My father has. My mother has. ” He answered. “I have his memories Sheva. And hers to a much smaller extent. What they have seen in their lifetimes. The memories he carries within him. Some of them anyway. Just like Andro does… though he probably sees more. I know what a Dalfier rose smells like and that is what you smell like to me. Sweet… like they are just blossoming.”
“Dorian…” Sheva began lowering her head.

Dorian lifted his other hand and took her face in his large hands. “Listen to me.” He spoke. “I do not care about that. And I don’t want to change you. I want you in my life Sheva… now. Always. You will begin to see and eventually you will come to believe. It’s only a matter of time.”

“You sound so sure.” Sheva told him.

“You will be exposed to it everyday Sheva.” He said. He blinked several times. “If… if that is what you want as well.” He added as he lowered his hands and looked at her. The tone of his voice was one of hesitancy now, something Sheva didn’t like in the least. After what he had made her feel, the emotions he had opened within her, the part of her mind that screamed for her to say more quickly overrode the part that said end this.
Sheva grabbed his hand within hers and pulled it back to her face, replacing it where it had been. His warm skin against hers caused her to close her eyes for a moment and then she looked at him. “Dorian… I…”
“I will not ask you to believe at this very moment Sheva.” He spoke. “All I ask is that you keep an open mind and do not dismiss what you may not understand. I am… I am different. I am like… I am like my brother now. Like Jomann. I don’t know how or why… but that is what I have been called to do. How I was born… how long it took for me to grow… that doesn’t matter to me. It never did. I know what I want. I want to serve my people… that is my purpose. And I… I want you.”

“You can’t tell me you knew how to do all those things to me just by instinct.” Sheva said with a smile.

Dorian grinned and suddenly leaned over to the side of the bed exposing Sheva’s naked breasts as he was reaching under the bed. He grabbed a data book and rolled back over where Sheva instantly settled back onto his chest uncaring about her nakedness, which was a huge leap forward for her at this point. Dorian had already seen and explored her petite form to his heart’s content and what would be the point in trying to hide from his delicious eyes now. Sheva Juconi doubted she would deny him anything now, sexually as well as everything else, not after what he made her feel. He dropped the book on his chest in front of her eyes and she picked it up, reading the title. Her eyes grew wide, as did the smile on her face.

“I’ve only read the first nineteen chapters.” He told her proudly. “I still have thirteen to go.”

“Five Thousand and One Ways to please the woman in your life?” Sheva asked looking at him with a wide and delighted smile. “You… you read this for me?”
Dorian nodded his head. “It has got some good pointers and…”

Sheva tossed the data book onto the floor and shifted her body further up on his chest, her breasts flattening against his hard flesh. “You don’t need a book to make me… to make me feel these things Dorian Leonidas.” She said softly stroking his cheek.
“You say that now.” Dorian spoke with a smile.

Sheva chuckled as she leaned forward and brought her lips to his in a soft kiss of deep feeling. His lips tasted so good and she could detect the heady scent of his hybrid blood with his veins. He had taken her blood during their lovemaking and Sheva had almost done the same. Something had held her back however, but as every minute passed whatever had stopped her from tasting his blood was rapidly falling away. She drew back just a little and looked at him. “If I am… if I am going to be a regular visitor to your quarters Dorian Leonidas… I must know why you chose this dreadful location over the more comfortable quarters on deck ten? And you must be neater.”

Dorian grinned and reached above his head to a small control panel. He touched it twice and Sheva heard a soft whirring sound. Her head turned upwards and her eyes grew wide in astonishment as the layer of Dragon Armor over the entire ceiling in the bedroom retracted to leave nothing but stars and space revealed to her. She felt a momentary jolt of fear but that quickly subsided as the beauty of what she was seeing overtook her fears.
“Oh… oh my god!” Sheva exclaimed looking all around and even seeing several other warships in the distance. “Dorian… it’s… it’s breathtaking!”

“Andro told me about it.” Dorian said. “It was originally supposed to be an observation lounge but that changed. He said it was empty and I could have it if I wanted. The view window is the most advanced mixture of Clear Polymore Aluminum and it’s only three inches thick. It will withstand a hit from a type two quad cannon. It’s really cool when you are going through a nebula or something like that. I have been using it to meditate instead of the landing bay. Ryner and I close off our connection and we both can look out into the stars even though he is in his pen.”

“I…” Sheva dragged her eyes away and turned them back to him. “It is amazing.” She said.
“You are amazing.” Dorian spoke.

Sheva reached up and took his face in her hands. “You are… you are so very different.” She said softly as a part of her that she did not think she had came out in her words.

“I hope that is a good thing.” Dorian said.

Sheva grinned and lowered her lips to his. “Yes. Yes it is.” She said just before covering his lips with her own.

PUMA’S PRIDE
The ship was quiet.

Just as Kalis knew it would be before a vent. The vast majority of the crew had returned to their quarters or were occupying the many lounges across the ship for they were in a better shielded portion. The radiation from the vent was not harmful in small doses, but in enclosed areas it could be lethal. Kalis had memorized every portion of the ship and knew exactly where and how to go to make their passage to the landing bay as quickly as possible. Serale had not released his hand since leaving his quarters, her other hand clutching the ARSOC pistol he had given to her. His feelings for her had grown more intense hourly since Kalis had embraced this new life and person he wanted to be, and he would die willingly if it meant she would be free. Danim stayed close on their heels as they moved quietly and quickly. Kalis had to remember to keep his pace measured so they could keep up with him but through it all Serale did not release his hand.
Kalis came to a halt next to the edge of the corner that would take them to the rarely used maintenance entrance into the landing bay. He felt Serale press up against his back as he slowly glanced around the edge. He didn’t know what was going through her head but he could smell her fear and anxiousness. He probably would have been very surprised about what was going through her head at the moment however. Surprised and very happy.
Serale shifted the her slim shoulders to better seat the small pack she wore as she pressed against Kalis’s back. Fear caused her to be alert, her dark green eyes shifting from side to side and all around, but her faith in Kalis also made sure she was calm. Serale would never have seen herself in this position two months earlier. Being taken from the resort moon, having to watch her mother endure the sexual abuse by Kalis’s father, the constant fear for herself and for her brother. All of that changed when Kalis came into her life. Pusintin’s son he may have been, but that is where all similarity ended. She did not know Kalis before coming to this ship, and she was quite sure by his own admission she would not have wanted to meet him, but her Kalis was different. 
Her Kalis. 

She was just past her twentieth birthday and had already experienced far more than most Hadarian females her age. More than any of them would ever experience. She had also found something most of them would never find. A man like Kalis. Standing so close to him she could feel the heat put off by his body, and even though she was Hadarian if she inhaled deeply enough she could take his musky aroma into her nostrils. She looked up at him as he turned back and Danim pressed close to her. Kalis met her eyes and nodded. 

“It’s clear.” He whispered. “The ship is the second one to the right as we enter. It is already prepped for launch. Once we enter the bay do not stop for anything and move right for the ship.”

Serale looked at him. “I don’t like that look in your eye Kalis.” She spoke.

Kalis smiled gently. “Do not worry… I shall be with you.” He said. “I do not plan to do anything stupid. The sooner we are gone from here the sooner I can make you completely mine in every way.”

Serale smiled brightly at his words squeezed his hand. “Good. I don’t want to lose you because I am looking forward to that as well.”

Kalis nodded his head and looked at Danim. “Let’s go.” He spoke. He squeezed Serale’s hand and stepped around the corner.
Directly into the view of three Puma Bane troops with their weapons leveled on them. To his credit, Kalis reacted instantly, his ARSOC coming up in one hand and his other pulling Serale behind him to shield her. Danim surprised him as he stepped up next to Kalis just to his left and leveled his ARSOC at the two Puma Bane troops who were holding their rifles on them. The third had a weapon in his hand, a similar pistol, but it was pointed at the floor.

“Hello Kalis.” The third Puma Bane soldier spoke. “I see you have been very busy.”

Kalis didn’t blink even as he felt Serale’s hand tighten within his and her other hand came up with the ARSOC in it, though it was shaking badly.

“Mata?” Kalis spoke softly meeting his old instructor’s dark eyes evenly. He took a deep breath knowing this could very well be it. The end of everything he hoped for. If that was the case… Kalis would die as his uncle and cousin had taught him in his lessons. He would die protecting the woman he loved and he would take as many of the enemy with him as he could before he fell.

“You have grown Kalis my boy.” Mata spoke his words carrying a note of pride in them that Kalis had not expected.

“Let us just kill him and the boy and take the female Master Instructor Mata.” One of the Puma Bane troops said. “We can use her for several hours before giving her to the Marshal.”

Kalis watched Mata shake his head and then his hand came up in a split second. It was filled with an ARSOC that sported the short barreled silencer on it. He leveled it at the head of the Puma Bane troop who had spoken and he pulled the trigger twice without blinking. A split second later, he shifted his aim and pumped two more rounds into the second troop. Their heads blew apart from the impact of the high velocity rounds and Kalis leveled his own ARSOC at Mata while pulling Serale further behind him as he watched Mata lower his weapon.
“Fucking pig!” Mata snarled softly.

“Mata!” Kalis hissed. 

Mata shifted his eyes and looked at Kalis. “Jugar saw you entering the landing bay on several occasions. He figured you were getting ready to run. He brought it to me hoping we would deal with you ourselves. There is a squad waiting in the bay near the entrance to the ramp of the LEUGERS.”

“Mata… what… what is going on?” Kalis hissed again. 

“Shoot him Kalis!” Danim exclaimed.

“Wait!” Kalis snapped not looking at Danim. “Mata?”

“I have watched you grow Kalis.” Mata continued softly. “I have watched you change these last weeks. Something happened on Enurrua didn’t it? Something that changed you and made your father fall more into the abyss of insanity.”
Kalis took a step closer to Mata. Serale tried to hold him back but she also didn’t want to lower her weapon. “I did change Mata. I… I discovered who I want to be.”
Mata looked at him evenly. “You were never truly Kavalian in your heart Kalis. You tried to be… but you never were. That spark within you has finally lit and that is a good thing. I… I have nothing left for me here.” He said looking around. “You… you have achieved what I had always hoped you would. You have discovered who you truly are. My duty is done now. I have no purpose now. I will cover your escape. Come in from the east entrance. You will come up behind them.”

Kalis moved closer. “Come with me Mata.” Kalis said. “Find purpose again!”

Mata looked at him intently now. “Come with you? I can not go where you are going Kalis. I would not fit in.”

“Bullshit!” Kalis snapped. “My Uncle has… he has many Kavalians who serve with him. My cousin took Athani as his wife and mate! Keleru’s daughter! That ought to tell you that they are different!”
“What would I do?” Mata asked. “I have been Puma Bane all of my life. I know nothing else.”

Kalis moved closer to him. “You have trained me all of my life Mata. I can see in your eyes what you intend! I ask you not to do this! There is still much you can teach me. Teach others. Don’t throw it all away now! Not because of my father! Too many have done that… been forced to do that because of him! Look at where that got them?”
Serale stepped forward now as well, moving up next to Kalis. “You… you saved us just now. You knew what Kalis intended but you never… you never exposed him.” She spoke softly to him. “Why?”

Mata looked at her. “I lost everything many years ago.” Mata told her. “My family… my Pride.”

“Fighting the High Coven?” Serale asked.

Mata shook his head. “The Coven? The High Coven was never an enemy of ours. Not one that threatened us. Keleru and Pusintin only wanted revenge and a means to usurp your uncle Kalis. No… disease took all I ever cared for.” He answered gently. “Disease and poor leadership. Keleru… he was slow in responding to our pleas for help. Rancor Plaque struck our world. Most of my Pride died before the relief ships arrived.”

“Mata you can start over again!” Kalis hissed. “Start a new life and keep their memories close to you. You can honor them by continuing to live! They would not want you to throw your life away! It would be wasted! Mata… Mata please! Come with me! With us!”

Mata looked at the deck for a long moment taking in the bodies of the men he had just killed. He had taught Kalis all he knew and now he was better than him. His thoughts wandered to the soft brown fur of his woman. He had never adhered to the Kavalian tradition or treatment of females when they were alone. He was gentle with her always, never raised his voice and always treated her with respect. He avoided situations where he would have to treat her in such a way to maintain the show. She had died in his arms, stricken and corrupted by the disease that to their people was always fatal, telling him that she loved him with all that she was. It was not something she had ever told him, it would have been taboo within Kavalian society, but she had told him then. Kalis had replaced the four young sons taken from him along with her by that retched disease and that is why he had driven him so since their loss. Mata looked up and met Kalis’s eyes again. 

“Start over.” He said softly. “Like you are doing?”

Kalis nodded his head. “I have found purpose. And you can once more Mata’Liguran. Let go of the past and embrace the unknown of the future you could have. Build your Pride back to what it once was.” 

Mata took a deep breath feeling a swell of pride at Kalis’s words but feeling the truth of them even more. He was not ready to die. No… he was not ready just yet. She would not want him to just toss his life away for nothing. She would want him to go on. And he could honor her memory far better if he changed the way Pian'Nruarani had changed. He could insure she did not die for nothing if he helped to make their people live on into the future and change how they did things. He drew in a deeper breath and looked at Kalis suddenly filled with a new vigor and reason to go on Yes… this is the path he would follow now. A path shown to him long ago by a boy, but one he had not fully recognized until this very moment. Mata'Liguran took a deep breath and lifted his head fully. “Then we must hurry. I am guessing you plan to escape when the vent begins?” He moved closer to the young man he had trained since childhood.
Kalis nodded. “Yes.”

Mata nodded. “Then we must move quickly.”

Mata had told them where to wait for them and they now readied themselves behind several massive shipping crates. They were watching in the wrong direction however, and only a casual glance back by the Puma Bane Lieutenant saved them.

For all of four seconds.

Mata led Kalis out of the entrance hatch and as the heads of the Puma Bane squad began to turn, Kalis stepped out from behind him, his now silenced ARSOC coming up into firing position just as Mata brought his own silenced ARSOC up. Kalis’s weapon joined his and they stood side by side and began pumping rounds into the seven Puma Bane troops who had been waiting in ambush. There were no words, no perfunctory expressions or last offers of surrender. There was only death. Kalis and Mata did not stop shooting until all seven Puma Bane troops were down on the deck and bleeding from at least four projectile rounds apiece. Blood was rapidly beginning to pool under their forms and Mata moved forward quickly to put a single round into each of their heads to insure they were truly dead. Serale also had witnessed this from behind the safety of the doorway and it was here that she saw the other half of Kalis’s true nature. The Spartan half. He was not about to tolerate any threat to her and those who stood in the way of him getting her and Danim off this ship would fall before him. Serale should have been aghast at the way he took life so easily, but she could feel nothing but her love and adoration for him grow even more. 
Mata finally turned to him as he reloaded his weapon. “Kalis… get them on board! I will release the security clamps!” Mata ordered.

“Mata?” Kalis questioned him thinking he would still do something foolish and take his own life.

Mata smiled. “Do not worry boy!” He spoke. “Hurry!”

Kalis nodded his head, satisfied by the look on the face of the man who had essentially raised him. He turned back as Serale and Danim stepped forward, their eyes wide. “Do not look!” Kalis hissed pulling Serale close to him and pulling her face towards his. “There is nothing but death.”

Serale did not argue with him in the least and kept her eyes on his face. Danim as well refuse to direct his eyes onto the bodies all around him. “I see the ramp.” Serale spoke with confidence now over his shoulder.
Kalis nodded his head. “Go! And move quickly!” He said. “Prep the engines!” Serale nodded and grabbed Danim’s hand and began moving for the rear of the LEUGERS. He turned quickly and saw Mata in front of a computer console and he rushed over to his side. “Mata!” He exclaimed.
“Give me a moment!” Mata snapped. “I am trying to recalibrate the gravity emitters.” His hands adjusted several controls. “There!” He barked. “When they try to engage the launch bay locks they will automatically turn off the gravity emitters to the bay. Anyone not anchored will be thrown everywhere! It will keep them from launching fighters to follow us!”

Kalis grabbed his arm. “I already have that taken care of Mata!” He snapped causing Mata’s head to turn to him. “Now come with me and find a new life! Please!”

Mata nodded his head. “Lead the way boy!” He spoke.

RAVAGER’S LEUGERS 

HOLDING STATION

“…are they?” Ceale gasped loudly as she stood in the cockpit with Nedoli at the controls, his brother’s wife Corsa across from him and Mani beside his father standing behind both seats in the cockpit. Koguth could not help but notice that her hands rested on Nedoli’s shoulders, squeezing them in anxiousness. 
“Vent begins in thirty-three seconds.” Corsa called out.

“They will not leave the ship until seconds before the vent begins.” Koguth spoke now. “Corsa… prepare to initiate the commands to the RAVAGER. Mani my wife… let the others know that we are about to begin and the ride may get rough.” Mani nodded her head and turned to move back into the large cargo area where the other members of their Pride were seated and waiting anxiously. “Nedoli?”

“Taking only one ship may work against us father.” Nedoli told him.

Koguth shook his head. “Once we are gone we can balance the load with Kalis’s ship.” He spoke. “The less trails we leave for them to follow, the less chance they will have in finding us.”

“Twenty seconds!” Corsa called out.

Koguth nodded. “He will send the signal now.” He spoke confidently.

Corsa’s eyes grew wide. “There!” She exclaimed. “One millisecond pulse! That’s it!”

Koguth nodded. “Initiate auto program Corsa. Nedoli… take us from her shadow and begin…”

“He’s out!” Nedoli barked instantly. “Six degrees port! He’s just leaving the starboard landing bay! Pulling away hard!”
“It’s him!” Corsa followed suit. “He’s radiating the pulse every millisecond Koguth!”

“Go Nedoli!” Koguth hissed.

Nedoli didn’t hesitate and threw his throttles to full power, the LEUGERS screaming out of the RAVAGER’s shadow and turning to follow the lone ship leaving the PUMA’S PRIDE behind.

“The vent is starting!” Corsa barked as they began to see the reddish color gas of the Tri-Cobalt venting beginning to fill the areas around the different ships. “Forty-two seconds before it disables all LSD operation!”
“Contact him Corsa!” Koguth snapped. “We need to sync our jumps!”

KALIS’S LEUGERS TRANSPORT

Serale was actually the one doing the flying, and she was concentrating intently as Kalis sat beside her in the co-pilot’s seat adjusting their power output and calculating their LSD jump. Danim turned from the Engineer station where he sat, Mata watching everything with complete fascination.


“It’s mother’s ship!” Danim barked. “They are hailing us!”


Kalis nodded. “Quickly… we need to sync our jumps Danim! Put them through.”


Danim adjusted his console. “Go!”


“General?” Kalis barked out.


“We are here Kalis!” Koguth’s voice announced.


“You have Lady Ceale?” Kalis asked the first question he knew Serale would want to hear.

“She is standing beside me and painfully gripping Nedoli’s shoulders I’m quite sure.” Koguth’s voice answered.

Kalis saw the sigh of relief from both Serale and Danim and he nodded. “I’m sending you the coordinates General!” Kalis hissed. “Lock them in quickly.” He spoke as he transmitted the set of LSD jump coordinates.


“We have them!” Koguth answered. “Corsa… lock them in!” They heard him order someone.


Kalis turned in his chair. “Danim! How far are we from the edge of the cloud?”

“Four hundred thousand meters!” Danim answered as his hands moved over the controls. “Twenty-three seconds before it overtakes us and we lose the jump window.”


“General?” Kalis exclaimed.


“There!” The female voice announced. “We are synced!”

Kalis looked at Serale. “Four degrees to port Serale.” Kalis told her.


Serale nodded and adjusted their course. “Full power to sublight engines!”


“Full power you have!” Kalis spoke as he slid two of his fingers along the engine panel and the green strip of lights followed his touch. “Ten seconds General!” He barked.


“On your mark!” Nedoli spoke now. His voice was calm in the transmission.


“Kalis… your father’s ship is hailing us!” Danim shouted.


“Put him through!” Kalis snarled as he looked out into the stars ahead of them. “Father?” 

“Kalis… what the fuck are you doing?” Pusintin’s voice growled angrily. “Turn that ship around and bring those prisoners back!”

“I don’t think so father.” Kalis spoke. “Goodbye father.” He spoke in a firm voice not realizing his voice was still carrying over the radio link to Nedoli’s LEUGERS and they were hearing every word. “I have decided to lead my own life father and I will not allow you to bring harm to the woman I will share it with. I will be a Spartan! As my grandfather was before me. As my Uncle and cousins are! Uncle Martin is coming for you father and I hope you rot in the pits of jorbhe for all you have done! To my mother! To my brothers and sisters! And to others! I will live my own life going forward father. And I will be better than you ever were.” He looked at Serale and smiled at her beauty. “General Juturi… on my mark! Three… two… one… mark! Jump now!”

Serale didn’t hesitate and slid her hand up the panel activating their LSD coils and Light Speed Drive. The familiar sensation of her stomach falling away filled her as the LEUGERS spirited her away and into her new life.

PRIDE OF PUMA’S


“…do you mean launched?” Popal barked angrily causing Pusintin to look up from the data pad he was reading.


“Sensors just detected a LEUGERS leaving the starboard bay only seconds ago!” The sensor operator spoke. “The vent is affecting sensors sir. No LEUGERS was scheduled to depart at this time because of the vent. Sensors are barely able to track it!”


“Boost power to the active emitters!” Popal snapped.


Pusintin got to his feet and moved over beside his executive officer. “Popal?”


“Marshal… sensors have just detected an unscheduled launch from the starboard landing bay. It’s a LEUGERS transport sir.” Popal answered.


Pusintin leaned closer to the screen. “Who would launch in a LEUGERS just as a vent started?” He asked.


“I have them sir!” The sensor operator barked. “They are power accelerating away from us! Bearing three six one nine! Course two four seven five mark eight!” He looked closer. “Sir! Another LEUGERS is forming with them!”

“What?” Popal hissed.


“Hail them!” Pusintin snarled. “And get someone down to the starboard bay and find out who let this ship launch!”


Popal turned when the Puma Bane officer came sprinting onto the bridge. “Captain! Marshal! The prisoners in Colonel Kalis’s quarters are missing! We have found two dead troopers in the corridor leading to the starboard landing bay and another seven dead in the bay itself!”


“Marshall they are answering!”


“Father?”

“Fuck!” Pusintin snarled. “It’s Kalis!” He growled moving to another console. “He’s trying to take the Hadarian bitch’s daughter.” He stabbed his finger down on the console button. “Kalis… what the fuck are you doing?” Pusintin’s voice growled angrily over the open channel. “You turn that ship around and bring those prisoners back!”

“Marshal! Another LEUGERS has fallen into formation with them!” The sensor operator shouted.

“I don’t think so father.” Kalis spoke. “Goodbye father. I have decided to lead my own life and I will not allow you to bring harm to the woman I will share it with. I will be a Spartan! As my grandfather was before me. As my Uncle and cousins are! Uncle Martin is coming for you father and I hope you rot in the pits of jorbhe for all you have done! To my mother! To my brothers and sisters! And to others! I will live my own life going forward father. And I will be better than you ever were.” Pusintin and the others heard him speak. “General Juturi… on my mark! Three… two… one… mark! Jump now!”

 “Stop them!” Pusintin screamed.

Popal shook his head as he looked at the sensor board and stood back upright. “We can’t. They are gone.” He answered.

“Track them!” Pusintin snapped.

“We can’t right now.” Popal answered urgently. “The vent will affect any scans beyond five million kilometers. We can follow their engine trail once the gas has dissipated.”

“Fuck!” Pusintin screamed. “That little fuck! He’s been planning this all along! I should have seen it when he requested to move them to his quarters! That bastard betrayed me!”

“Find out where that other ship came from!” Popal barked the order out. “He was in communication with it and he spoke General Juturi’s name!”

“Not from us sir!” The tactical officer spoke. “Internal sensors indicate all LEUGERS accounted for except one four.”

Pusintin looked at the man. “One Four is my ship!” He barked. “He took my ship?”

The TO nodded slowly. “Yes Marshal.”

“Fuck!” Pusintin shouted.

“Marshal!” The sensor operator screamed. “Ship contact! Bearing three four one! Half a million meters and closing! It’s General Juturi’s ship the RAVAGER! She’s… she’s on a direct collision course! Impact in thirty-nine seconds!”

Pusintin’s eyes went wide and he turned quickly. “Seal the vents!” He screamed. “Seal the vents! Power port batteries! Fuck… he laid a trap for us!” He screamed.

“Marshal if we fire into the gas it will ignite!” Popal barked.

“Projectile munitions only!” Pusintin shouted. “Lock on the RAVAGER and fire at will! Kill that ship before she hits us or we are all dead!”

OMEN THREE

TEN MILLION KILOMETERS FROM KAVALIAN FLEET


“…jumped away?” Yuriko asked her XO ten seconds after arriving on the bridge. “To where?”


“We’re tracking their engine matrix… but something else is happening.” The man told her as they moved to the star chart table. The chart showed every Kavalian ship in exquisite detail as well as the fact they were all stationary because of the Tri-Cobalt vent taking place. Yuriko had thought she was going to get some down time with her husband when the vent started but it appeared that was not going to be the case. “This DIATAGA-Class is on a direct collision course with Pus nut’s ship. Impact in less than a minute. It started moving just after we detected the LEUGERS.”


Yuriko looked at him. “Pus Nut?” She asked.


The man grinned. “Something the bridge crew came up with.” He stated. 


“And it’s on a collision course with his ship?” Yuriko asked stunned as she looked at the board. “What the hell is going on there?”


“I don’t know… but if they don’t stop that ship from hitting them, it’s going to do some serious damage to the ship and it may set off a reaction within the Tri-Cobalt gas in the area and cause a massive fire wave.”


“Enhance!” Yuriko barked. “It if kills him I don’t think father will mind in the least!” She said. “I want to know who was on those LEUGERS! CSO?”


“Princess!” The man answered turning from his station. 


“Find me where those LEUGERS went!” Yuriko snapped. “Expand our passive scanning parameters out to five light years! Helm! Prepare to engage LSD coils! And drop us back another five million kilometers from these idiots! I don’t want to be within spitting range if it goes to shit for them!”


“Helm aye!”


Yuriko turned back to her XO. “Keep half the arrays on the Kavalian fleet and find the LEUGERS with the other half XO. Whoever they are… if they left Pus Nut… then they have to be on our side.”


The XO nodded his head with a smile. “We’ll find them.”


“I need to let father know about this.” Yuriko spoke. “Are we clear enough for a QCR connection?”


Her XO shook his head. “Better if we wait till we moved further away.” He replied.


Yuriko nodded. “Make it so. I’ll be in the QCR center when we’re in position. Let me know.”

ARC ROYAL
QCR ROOM


“…much damage Yuriko?” Martin asked gently.


“They were able to shred the forward section of the DIATAGA with projectile rounds before it hit them.” Yuriko answered from within the QCR transmission. “They got lucky and punched a shit load of holes through the engine cores and knocked them out. The ship lost power about ten seconds before collision and some smart Kavalian hit it with a tractor beam to direct it away from them. It’s drifting now.”


“The Tri-Cobalt vent?” Martin asked looking at Aricia where she sat on the edge of the table.


“It will be another three to four hours before they can shift back to normal operations.” Yuriko answered. “The price of a Tri-Cobalt main power source.”


Martin nodded. “Yes it is.”


“Yuriko… is there any way you can determine who was on the two LEUGERS?” Aricia asked.


Yuriko shook her head. “It caught us with our pants down as well mother.” She answered with a touch of anger in her voice. “Once we find them we’ll be able to find out. But we have to find them first.”


“A LEUGERS doesn’t have the range or LSD coils to jump back to the Alpha Quadrant father… you know that.” Aricia said. “Their engines would be depleted after fifteen or so long range jumps.”


“Kalis?” Martin asked softly.


“Who else could it be Beloved?” Aricia asked.


Martin looked at her. “He hasn’t entered the last code into the P1 I gave him though.” He said.


“I think mother is right.” Yuriko spoke. “And meaning no disrespect father… you aren’t exactly the most forgiving individual.” She said with a smile. “Andro is worse… but not by much. He may be too scared to activate the link.”


Aricia slipped off the table and moved up next to him reaching up to touch his face. “If he has embraced his Lycavorian blood as we all believe he has… then what would be his first course of action Beloved? What would you do?”


“Get the hell away from my brother as quickly as I was able.” Martin answered without a moment’s hesitation.


Aricia nodded. “And two ships means he has discovered others who think as he does.” She said. 


“Pleistarchus won’t let him go.” Martin said evenly looking at Aricia. “He’ll go after him just like he is after For'mya.” 


Aricia nodded. “Probably. And when we finally do meet up with him… you can put an end to him. Or I will… for what he did to our Kinsoaurgai. Kalis would never have completed the tasks on the P1 if he had not embraced his Spartan blood. Which means we need to help him as well.”

Martin stared at her beautiful azure eyes for several moments before turning to look at Yuriko in the transmission. “Yuriko… find where they went.” Martin said moving to the console on the table and beginning to type. “I’m sending you my code to activate his P1. Once you find him, make contact with him. We need to find a planet that the adolescents can stretch their wings. Murano has given me some ideas and we’ll check them out… but I need to get them off the ships or they’ll begin punching holes in the hull.”


Yuriko nodded her head. “I will find them father.” She said. “It shouldn’t be hard.”


Martin nodded. “Can you drop a remote drone to shadow the Kavalian fleet?” He asked.


Yuriko nodded again. “Already prepping one.”


“I’ll send you our location as soon as we find a planet but contact me if anything else happens. I don’t care what time it is.” Martin said.


“Then I better get busy.” She said with a smile.


“Alu xuil udossta ssinssrigg Yuriko.” Aricia told her. (Go with our love)

Yuriko looked at her and nodded. In the beginning Yuriko had thought for sure that Aricia would be the hardest to win over. It turned out that Aricia was her strongest supporter. Aricia was the first of her adopted mothers to notice the attraction she had for Filrian, and she was the first to tell her to not let him get away. Through the years, though she loved them all equally, Aricia had been the mother she had always gone to first for advice and support even though she was three times her age. Aricia spoke bluntly and told her how it was and that is exactly what Yuriko needed to hear and experience. It helped that Aricia and she had much in common and whenever they were together always managed to train with each other, making each of them even deadlier when it came to hand to hand combat.


“Lu'dos zuch ilhar.” Yuriko answered. (And you always)


“Try not to kill too many of them daughter.” Martin said with a grin.


Yuriko and Aricia chuckled. It was an inside joke between them and had been for over a decade. “I will try father.” She said with warmth. “No promises though.”


They watched the transmission fade quickly and Martin turned to Aricia. “This is going to come to a head quickly once things get rolling.” He stated drawing Aricia close to him and inhaling deeply of her lavender and coco scent.


Aricia nodded and drew deeply of his mint scent, letting it fill her and relishing in the feel of his powerful arms around her. “Yes… but it will end a chapter in our lives that will remain buried forever afterwards. He needs to pay for what he did to our Kinsoaurgai Beloved. I know you feel that and I also know it sears your blood every time you think about it.” 


Martin lowered his forehead to hers and nodded. “He will pay Saaraurano.” Martin spoke softly. “He will pay.”


Aricia looked at him. “What happen does not change your feelings for For'mya does it?” She asked him gently.


“Never Saaraurano! You know that! Never!” Martin hissed strongly. “I love her more now! And Fedor and Eirene are my children! Mine!”


Aricia smiled and wrapped her arms around his waist tighter. “I knew this to be true.” She said. “I think a part of For'mya had doubts… but I did not and neither did any of us. We will make sure For'mya knows this.”


Martin looked at her shining eyes so close to his. “What… what is going on with this Jacina?” He asked. “Anja says… she says there is something between you.”


Aricia nodded. “I don’t know what it is Martin… but I feel she will be in our lives for many years to come.”


“Aricia I don’t want or need another wife or mate.” Martin said. “I will refuse if…”


Aricia laughed and took his handsome face in her hands. “You think highly of your skills my Beloved Martin Leonidas.” She laughed again. “Rightly so of course… but no… Jacina is different somehow. She will not be part of our lives… but she will be part of our lives.” Aricia grinned. “We have no intention of sharing you or your delightful gifts with any other woman my love. You belong to us for eternity.”


“Good.” Martin said. “I’m hungry.”


“You are always hungry Martin.” Aricia answered with a smile. 


Martin grinned lustily. “Not for food.” He said.


Aricia reached out with a hand and sent a thin Etheric push to the console by the door. She waited until she heard the small chime indicating the door was locked and then she wrapped her arms around his shoulders as he lifted her into the air. “Then perhaps you should sate your hunger Beloved.” She whispered just before his lips claimed hers.

VANARI HOMEWORLD

AUSTROVA 

CAPITAL CITY OF MYDALA

DUTKNE’S TEMPORARY RESIDENCE

TUGARD DIPLOMATIC TOWERS


Tugard Diplomatic Towers.


A plush skyscraper of nearly four hundred stories and filled with penthouse apartments for the wealthy and diplomats that came to Austrova. His apartment was on the top floor of the building, one level down from the roof. Denali’s apartment, very similar to his in layout, was on the other side of the building. It really didn’t matter for they only used the different apartments to sleep. The rest of the time they were crossing back and forth between the two plush suites in order to better coordinate what they were doing. Dutkne turned from the balcony, the mug of Denali’s mother’s coffee in his hand. He hadn’t believed Andro when he said he would become addicted to his mother’s coffee, but it had happened. The liquid was so rich and smooth and no where near as harsh as some of the coffee he had drank in his lifetime. He saw Denali standing beside one of Dutkne’s senior military advisors and one of the Rothryn senior officers that Dyack had brought into the fold near the star chart table that had been set up in the center of the main living area. With them was the third most senior officer within the Vanari military and a man that Dutkne had met once before. He was tough and completely loyal to his people and when Coren had presented all the evidence he had to him, the man had agreed to join their small group without hesitation. Against the far wall of the suite, a communications center of sorts had been established so that they could remain in contact with both the ARCH DEMON and her ships as well as the Protectorate and other assets they had brought into play. Arduri Leonidas was presently with her father and Caliria at his home on the outskirts of the city. Coren had made some headway into breaching the security net of the OSG and the more he discovered, the angrier he was becoming that it had gone on for so long and how deeply some of the Vanari politicians were involved. Arduri was seeing personally to his security while Caliria was using her status as a student to gather as much information from the Vanari Science Board as she possibly could.

Looking at Denali made him think of Androcles. They were so similar in appearance to each other and their father that it was hard not to think of him. Wayonn had explained it to him before he left, the connection he and Andro now had, and Dutkne had fully accepted what path his life was now on. It felt so very right and for the first time he had no questions about what his future held. He would fight beside Androcles when it called for and guide him as best as he was able to. He had hundreds of years of training behind him now thanks to his grandfather, and Dutkne now knew why he had pushed and prodded him all of those years. He would share his training and experience with Androcles always. Andro sent him reports every other day that no one else knew about and as he read them, Dutkne began to understand it all so very clearly. He would act for Androcles as his grandfather had acted for Sumar. As his father had acted for Resumar and now how his Aunt Helen now acted for Andro’s father. That was his destiny now. A Praetorian Mage. Half Lycavorian and half Pralor but entirely Lycavorian in his heart and soul.


Looking at Denali also made him think of the one thing he had tried very hard not to think of. He saw them in his dreams all the time now. The curve of their faces, the softness of their lips and the desire their lush bodies caused within him all the time now. He could still focus enough to be able to smell them, though he knew that was probably just in his head. No woman had ever affected him in such a manner, and now two were making his wolf blood sizzle and burn for them. It shocked him in some respects because he never imagined he would find a vampire female attractive in the least, yet Zarah Leonidas was half vampire and Lucia was a pureblood vampire and they could incite him like no women ever had. He would have them Dutkne knew, but he also knew what had happened to Zarah and the role Lucia had played in saving her. He knew he needed them to fully accept the love they had for one another before they could accept him. Dutkne was many things and patient was one of them.

Things were progressing slowly… but they were progressing. Coren was positive that he had convinced the OSG agents he was legitimate in his desire to enter into the realm of the Black Market that dealt with Vanari females as well as many other things. He had already conducted two small operations to prove his willingness by securing what the OSG thought to be sensitive information about Vanari movements. He had also convinced the Vanari agents that he wanted to push Ardan out of the picture and take over his role. Expand it even. The OSG had been very willing to agree with this because of Androcles’s threats to them. They were terrified that he would do what he said and Coren silently reveled in their fear. Coren Re Mydala knew that Androcles would do exactly as he said he would. If Androcles ordered it, the Eridiani and their OSG cronies would cease to exist. Dutkne had already secretly positioned Protectorate ships to strike at the heart of the OSG when the time came. Dutkne had taken on Andro’s trait of intense dislike for those who preyed on the weak and unarmed. One of the many traits that he had absorbed from Androcles as their connection grew stronger and more focused. Dutkne, Denali and the Rothryn officer all turned towards the sound of the elevator as it reached their floor. The doors to both main suites were always open to allow their people to move back and forth between them freely. 

All of them came instantly alert when Dyack’s personal aide and Chief of Security, a tall and powerfully built Rothryn/Lycavorian practically pushed Dyack into the main suite.

Denali was the first to speak as he turned to face them. “Praetor Dyack?” He asked. “Is… is there something wrong?”


Dyack took a deep breath and looked at him. “I think I may have been compromised.” He spoke as calmly as he could. 


“Compromised?” Dutkne asked moving closer.


Dyack’s Security Chief stepped closer. “As we were entering the building from the Lifter Garage I noticed two men who have never been there before.” Horam explained. “They tailed us into the rear of the main lobby and watched as we boarded the elevator. We exited on several different floors before coming all the way up here but if…”


“If they are any good at their job they will discover where you ended up right away.” Denali finished his sentence.


Horam nodded his head. “Yes.”


“Sibfla!” Denali swore. “Are you sure?”


Horam looked at Dyack and watched as the man he had guarded for over half a century nodded his head with a pain filled expression. He turned back to Denali and Dyack. “I am almost positive I recognized one of them as one of Anroth’s Lieutenants.”


“Your son?” Dutkne asked.


Dyack nodded his head. “Whether he is working for the OSG as well or simply trying to move into the arrangement I have made with them I don’t know.”


“What do you think Praetor?” The Lycavorian General from the Protectorate asked now.


Dyack shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered honestly. “Anroth… he has always been hungry for more responsibility within the government. I have avoided giving him what he has wanted and he has gone behind my back on many occasions and done what he wanted regardless. He is too close to the largest rival of my family and as much as I do not want to admit it, he wields quite a bit of power in the underground because he is my son.”


“I am familiar to a point with your government Praetor Dyack…” The Vanari Admiral spoke now. Rodem Esa Mosril had served the Vanari fleet for all but nineteen of his four thousand seven hundred years of life and he was a complete and total patriot. “If… if your son were to expose this information to others they could use it to oust you from your position.”

Dyack nodded his head. “Slavery is forbidden by law among the Rothryn people though many partake of it on the Black Market. Only the most powerful of the Rothryn families will even attempt it. Others simply look the other way. If it is discovered that I have made this false arrangement with the OSG concerning the Vanari females then Barnak can use it against me in the Rothryn Assembly. He will attempt to discredit me with the Assembly even though he takes part in slavery all the time.”


“And your son is tight with this Barnak person?” Denali asked.


Dyack nodded. “Too close.” He answered him. “Anroth believes that our bloodline… our heritage… he believes it makes us better than most others. Like Barnak… he wishes to bring back many of the more archaic rules that we dismissed as a people long ago. Much like the Union has done since leaving Lycavore.”


Denali tilted his head at him with a smile. “I see you have been talking to Caliria.” He said.


Dyack smiled now as he became more relaxed, knowing he was among friends. “She has become quite the historian of your people in such a short time. She gave me a book she had borrowed from the library aboard your ship. I have not been able to put it down.”


“Which one?” Denali asked.


“Life, Slavery and Back Again by the Lycavorian call Merclaes.” Dyack answered. “It is a fascinating history Denali Leonidas. I did not imagine our histories could parallel each other in so many ways. Your time as slaves to the High Coven not withstanding.”


Denali grimaced slightly. “We had to read that for school.” He spoke. “I hated it.”


Dutkne laughed at him. “It did not move fast enough for you?” He asked.


“Hell no!” Denali spat. “I’d fall asleep after only a chapter or two each time I tried to read it!”


“I am almost finished with it.” Dyack spoke. “I have just begun the chapters detailing the history of The Evolli War.”


Deni met his eyes. “Oh.”


“You fought in this war? With your father and brothers?” Dyack asked.


Denali nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”


“I would be honored if you would tell me of it.” Dyack said. “Reading it is one thing… but hearing it from one who was actually there? Especially this place called Alba Tau. What can you…?”


“No.” Deni spoke firmly. He met Dyack’s eyes. “I’m sorry sir… whatever you discover about Alba Tau will have to come from the book.” He answered as flashes of what he had seen on that planet whisked through his brain. He took a deep breath. “If you will excuse me.” He said before turning without another word and walking towards the balcony of the suite to breath fresh air.


Dyack turned to Dutkne quickly as Rodem Esa Mosril, Horam, and the Protectorate and Rothryn officers moved closer. “I have offended him Dutkne.” Dyack spoke earnestly. “This was… it was not my intent.”

Dutkne nodded his head. “He knows that sir.” He answered. “Alba Tau is… most of the younger generations of Lycavorian Spartans fought there. Were forged there. It was a battle that should have lasted hours and ended up lasting months. It could have lasted longer if not for their training and leadership. It was…” Dutkne looked at him. “It was… for lack of a better term a bloodbath. Horrific battles and countless lives changed or altered. Androcles, his father, their dragons… they took part in the first battle. That battle would lay the groundwork for the entire operation really. Day patrols, ambushes and violence. Death on a scale not seen in their history since the Black Day, the Purge of the Oracles or the death of King Resumar. At least not to me. The Evolli knew it was their last chance to have any victory and they fought like demons. The first… the very first battle lasted nearly twenty-six hours… and both Androcles and his father were nearly lost in that single action. Denali and his siblings arrived with a relief force in the morning. What they found was… it was horrific to say the least.”


Rodem stepped closer. “You speak… you speak as if you were there as well Dutkne.” He said softly.


Dutkne looked at him. “What… what Androcles and I now share… part of that is who we are at our cores. I have seen his memories of this place… what they endured and what he was forced to do. In a way… yes… I suppose I was there. Alba Tau is where Androcles… it is where he became who he is now.” Dutkne looked at them. “Asking one of them to share this is not something that is done among the Spartans. It is a sacred memory to all who fought there and they will only talk of it with someone who experienced it just as they did. Those men and women are the only ones who could truly understand it.”


“If this place… this Alba Tau…” Dyack spoke. “If it is the measure of him, the measure of his father, then I believe we have a right to know.” Dyack shook his head. “No… that is not the right word. I believe we have a duty to know what makes them the men they are. We are all Lycavorians no matter the names we use to describe ourselves. That is something I have come to believe fully now.”

“I agree Dutkne.” Rodem echoed Dyack. “What Denali does now… what he says his brother will do when he arrives?” Rodem looked at him. “He is still coming yes?”

Dutkne nodded. “Oh yes… and probably far sooner than most of us believe.”

“Never in our history have we been asked to trust so thoroughly Dutkne. When I look at Denali… see him talk to others, how he treats my people, I know in my heart that trust is sacred to him. To his brother. I have seen the way he looks at Arduri Re Mydala, the total devotion to her in his eyes even though she is Vanari.”

“Arduri is his wife and mate now sir.” Dutkne said. “That is not something a Lycavorian will ever forsake no matter the species of their woman.”

Rodem nodded. “I wish to be able to explain to my men and women why that trust should be sacred to us as well. I wish to be able to tell them what drives these men and women who have sworn themselves to our defense even after the way your people have been treated by ours throughout the centuries.”


Dutkne looked at them for a long moment. “You may be shocked by what I tell you.” He said. “They… the Evolli gave Androcles and Elynth a name in their native language during this war. Just as his father earned a nickname fighting the High Coven on Earth. It is a vile curse in the Evolli language but in any other language it translates very differently. It… it defines them to their enemies and it is why they are so feared by the lawless within the Alpha Quadrant.”

“What was this name?” Dyack asked.


Dutkne met his eyes. “Soul Slayers.”

KALIS’S LEUGERS


Serale’s hands moved across the console quickly and efficiently as they exited their fourth LSD jump.


“Disengaging LSD Drive.” Serale called out from the pilot’s seat. “Bringing the main engines to full power and setting the LSD coils to automatic realignment and recharge.”


“Scanning.” Kalis spoke as he stared at the sensor screen from the seat beside her. “No contacts. We’re clear. General Koguth’s LEUGERS is right with us. Come to course 39864.1 Serale. We must continue to move while the LSD drive recalibrates and recycles.” Kalis told her.


“Are you sure this course takes us closer to your uncle Kalis?” Serale asked as she adjusted their course.


Kalis nodded his head. “I used the information on my P1 to calculate. Based on the jumps and course he has maintained, I calibrated our course to parallel it as much as I was able. It also… it also feels right.”


Serale looked at him. “That’s… that’s quite a guess Kalis my love.” She said.


Kalis nodded his head taking no offense at her comment. “Anything away from my father is preferable for all of us.”


Serale smiled. “Well… there is that.” She said.


Kalis smiled at her. “We should initiate a hard seal with the General’s LEUGERS so you can see your mother.”


“Shouldn’t we wait?” Serale asked.


“It will take the LSD coils fifty-two minutes to fully realign and recalibrate for maximum efficiency.” Kalis told her. “It is plenty of time.” He reached up and tapped the panel above his head. “Nedoli… your status?”


“LSD Drive disengaged and running on main engines.” Nedoli’s voice answered. “You?”


Kalis nodded. “We are the same.” He spoke. “I recommend we initiate a hard dock. I have planned one more jump before I try to begin contacting my uncle but I think we are safe to at least finally meet face to face. Can you move to our port?”


“Consider it done. Coming to your port side and preparing to dock.” Nedoli answered.


Kalis nodded. “We will see you in a few minutes.” He said.

“We look forward to it.” Nedoli answered.


“Kalis… meet me at the secondary engineer’s station.” Mata’s voice filled the intercom. “I have discovered some interesting things about the ship we have stolen.”


Kalis looked at Serale. “Can you…?”


Serale nodded. “Yes… go.” She watched him rise to his feet and he leaned over to kiss her deeply. It was a kiss that Serale relished and returned with equal emotion. They held it for a long moment and then Kalis ran his fingers over her cheek.


“Soon Serale my love.” He whispered to her.


“Not soon enough for me.” Serale told him with a mischievous smile.


Kalis matched her smile and then turned to move into the back. He moved quickly down the three short flights of stairs and saw Mata sitting at a computer station, Danim leaning close from a chair beside him. He moved up behind them. “Mata?”


Mata turned his head and looked at him with a smile. “Kalis my boy… when you steal a ship you don’t play games do you?”


Kalis looked at him confused, shifting his eyes to Danim and then back to him. “I’m not following.” He said.


“This is your father’s ship.” Danim spoke quickly looking at him.


Kalis nodded. “I assumed it would be the most well cared for and the most ready for long flight.”


Mata nodded. “And it is…” He said. “General Koguth is going to love this…”


“Love what?” Kalis asked.


Mata adjusted the controls, his fingers nimbly moving across the access board. “When you stole your father’s ship… you stole the most recent deployments of every major Kavalian force, to include the Puma Bane units.” Mata looked at him. “They were up to date right up until the time we left. They may have shifted by now… but this information would be nearly invaluable to a resistance. Especially one with the resources to follow up on this information.”

Kalis looked at the screen Mata brought up and his eyes grew intense. “Fleet dispositions. Ground Force multipliers.”


Mata nodded as Kalis spoke. “You realize what this would be worth to say… to someone like General Pian?” Mata said. “Access codes. Deployments. Force numbers. It is… it is like being in the Kavalian Command Bunker yourself! Danim here is far more versed in computer use than I am and he is finding items at every turn.”


Danim smiled. “Computers are a hobby of mine.” He stated. “I like to crack them. Your father doesn’t use very sophisticated encryption.”


Mata looked at him his face becoming serious. “You realize what your father will do when he discovers this?”


Kalis nodded his head. “Yes.”


“I hope your uncle is nearby… or at least able to assist us.” Mata said.


“Why?” Danim asked.


Mata turned back to him. “This information could very well be what a resistance needs to defeat the KFI.” He said. “Military operations… deployments. Whoever had this would have a huge advantage.”

“Mata…?” Kalis asked softly looking at him.


Mata turned and met his eyes seeing the questions in them an Mata laughed. For the first time in nearly four hundred years he laughed with genuine mirth and humor. He laid a large, fur coated hand on Danim’s shoulder. “Danim has given me what you want me to have.” Mata spoke. “He has uncovered the information I need to find purpose again Kalis. To see our… my people finally begin to break the chains of the past.”


Kalis smiled and placed his hand on Mata’s shoulder. “I’m glad.” He said. “But this also means my father will try harder to find us.”


Mata nodded. “Well… there is that.” He spoke with a smile. “I will wager you have some other tricks up your sleeve though. You are full of surprises. And your father has not done so well against his brother up until now.” Mata laughed again. “Something tells me your uncle could fight circles around your father even if he had to stop every hour to take a shit! That should be painfully obvious to even the most dull witted person!”

Kalis grinned at Mata’s new and infectious attitude. He had never seen his instructor like this and it pleased him to see that Mata had tossed aside the doldrums of a stagnant life and was reaching for more. “We are docking with General Koguth’s ship. Help me prepare the seal?”


Mata nodded. “Danim…?”


“Don’t worry… I’ll file everything and label it all for ease of use.” He said.


Mata nodded and turned back to Kalis. “Let us get moving!” He said happily.


Kalis watched him move past him with a smile and resolve in his footsteps. This was a Mata he had never known. A driven man who appeared ready to face anything. They would need that in the future Kalis knew.

Kalis watched from beside Mata as Ceale crushed Serale into her arms
 and then drew Danim into her embrace as well. Ceale looked a thousand times better than when he had last seen her. Her cheeks were no longer sunken and her skin looked alive and vibrant just like Serale’s. Kalis saw where Serale got her beauty as he studied them intently; her mother was a vision of beauty as well, even with the much darker red hair. Kalis shook his head slightly, wondering what kind of man could willingly inflict pain and shame on a woman with such beauty. If treated like a precious gem, that woman would reciprocate the same emotions and give her man everything.

Kalis blinked as the large Kavalian stepped in front of him, his eyes boring into Mata who stood beside him without fear. Kalis had no doubts Mata could have killed everyone within the rear of the transport if he so wanted, so he did not fear Koguth or his two sons. He stood there without fear and filled with new resolve. It was something that Koguth detected right away as he looked at Kalis. He held out his hand and Kalis grasped his forearm without hesitation.


“It is an honor to finally meet you General.” Kalis spoke. 


Koguth pulled his eyes from Mata and stared at him. “I must say the same thing.” He said.


“I am sorry about your ship.” Kalis told him.


“She was old and had served my Pride well.” Koguth said. “Hopefully she died as well as she lived.”


“I don’t put much hope in that sir.” Kalis spoke.


Koguth nodded. “Nor do I…” He replied with a smile. “But she bought us the time we needed.”


Kalis motioned to Mata. “May I present Master Instructor Mata of…?”


“I know who he is young Kalis.” Koguth spoke returning his gaze to Mata. “Puma Bane.”


Mata didn’t back down and he bowed his head slightly. “The tone of your voice when you speak that name tells me how far we have fallen General.” He spoke meeting his eyes. “It makes me especially glad I have the opportunity to change that path for myself. And maybe others in the future.”


“Mata helped us to escape my father’s ship.” Kalis told him. “He is on our side General.”


Koguth looked at him. “I don’t doubt that Kalis.” He said. “He would not be standing here otherwise considering how well I have come to know you these last days. And your desires.”


Kalis nodded his head. “Thank you.” He said. “Lady Ceale looks very well.”


Koguth glanced back and nodded. “She is a strong woman. Stronger than she appears. Mani and Corsa have helped her and she has… she has bounced back faster than even I thought possible.”


Kalis inhaled slightly and caught Ceale’s scent, similar in many ways to Serale, but muskier in a fashion. His eyes grew slightly wider as he sniffed more deeply while Koguth watched and he detected the stirring desire in her scent for the broad Kavalian standing just behind her and watching her embrace with her children. He could smell it as easily as his own desire for Serale and hers for him and he looked back to Koguth. “She…?”


“Mani was right.” Koguth spoke. “You have fully embraced your Lycavorian blood.”


Kalis nodded slowly. “Yes sir… but I have not dismissed the Kavalian blood in my veins either.”


“Then what you smell… it is as we…” Koguth questioned.


Kalis nodded his head. “Yes sir. It’s there… and very strong. Potent. And becoming less unsure as every hour passes.”


“You can tell that just from her scent?” Koguth whispered the question.


Kalis nodded. “Most do not know what Lycavorians can do with their sense of smell. It’s far more intricate and expansive than is commonly known. I am still learning myself… but yes I can smell that.”


Koguth took a deep breath and nodded. “Good. Good. I… she has shown this on our ship but I did not know if it was simply to appease us. Nedoli… he…”


Kalis nodded. “Yes… that is very apparent in his scent as well.” He answered. Kalis motioned to a table behind him. “We should probably sit and discuss some things.” He said. “And if you wish, it must be crowded on your LEUGERS; you can shift half your people to this one and give everyone more room.”


Koguth nodded. “I was hoping you would suggest that.” He said.

“We should also speak of what Danim discovered.” Mata said looking at Kalis. “That may well dictate how we proceed forward.”


Koguth looked at him and then to Kalis. “What has he discovered?” He asked finally.


Kalis met his eyes. “The plans and deployment of every Kavalian unit before we left the Alpha Quadrant.” He said.


Koguth’s eyes went a little wider. “You are kidding!” He gasped.


Kalis shook his head. “No. Which means my father will probably be coming after us as soon as he is able. I kind of… I stole his ship.”


Koguth laughed at the expression on his face and he reached out to place a hand on his shoulder. “But think of the expression on his face when he discovered you did.” He said.


Kalis smiled. “Well… there is that.” He said as Mata chuckled.


“Why would this information… as important as it is… matter?” Koguth said. “We have no means to communicate directly with Keleru or the KFI Command.”


Kalis met his eyes. “My father doesn’t…” He said. “However… I’m betting my uncle has a means to communicate with the Union.” He removed the P1 from his belt. “And it has something to do with this. It’s much more than a mere data and storage pad. That much I know without a doubt.”


Koguth was silent for a long moment. “If what you say is true… it could alter the course of the foolish war Keleru started with them.” He said.


Kalis snorted derisively. “Keleru and my father made a mistake thinking they could enter a war with the Union and win as they did against the Coven.” He held up the pad. “And they will not need this to thoroughly kick Keleru right in the nor and make him feel it.”


“Nor?” Koguth asked.


“His balls.” Mata laughed. “I had to ask him the same question.”


Koguth laughed again now. “His balls… yes! Outstanding!”


“Mata and I were thinking… we were thinking what this could be worth to General Pian and the others who feel as you do sir.” Kalis said. 

Koguth became silent and looked at him. “Probably more than you know.” He said.


Kalis nodded his head. “Then I suggest we sit down and figure some things out.” He said. “I have a life I wish to start and you have a daughter you wish to find.”


Koguth took a deep breath as an image of Iama flashed through his mind. “Yes.” He said softly with firm resolve. “Yes I do.”

EARTH

EDF COMMAND BUNKER

BENEATH EDEN GRAND CENTER


Aihola looked at Lynwe from across the large table with a smile. She had been escorted into the Command Center with Tarifa, Anuk and Nayeca who had flown in from Sparta at Lynwe’s request. Tareif’s Dragoon Guards provided security to Aihola and Tarifa within Eden City and the Durcunusaan covered them when they were in Sparta. The two units worked quite seamlessly together, training and sharing information. If Aihola had to guess, she suspected that she and Tarifa were almost as well protected as Martin and any member of the Leonidas family. It helped that Martin considered both of them dear sisters and they were treated as such by everyone who came into contact with them. It wasn’t often that Aihola and Tarifa got to see one another during the day. Their duties kept them on different sides of the planet most of the time, especially since Tarifa was now Governor of Sparta, but they relished the moments they were able to sneak. Both of them missed Isra and being able to spend more time with each other until their husband and mate returned was always good. They were watching Lynwe talking with Nesa at the other end of the room and both knew something was up. Nesa was Armetus’s senior Intelligence Analyst and a Lycavorian woman they had both worked with before. If she was involved then whatever Lynwe had brought them here for was important. 


They both turned when the thick door slid open easily and Selene entered with Charles and two Drow officers that were the heads of their own security details. Aihola recognized both of the Drow females as members of Lynwe’s personal scout team many years ago. They had fought beside Lynwe in the Battle for Earth and had taken part in the smashing of Ukwav with Martin. Selene had accepted her Drow guard without thought considering that the woman she loved more than her own life was a Drow and after some prodding Charles had accepted his own. Now Charles Taylor did not go anywhere without Zeia and she watched over him like a hawk. 

Aihola, Tarifa, and the others rose to greet Selene and Charles and hugs and kisses were exchanged between all of them. Charles Taylor and the women in this room were responsible for the rebirth of Earth in every sense of the word. Even though he was well into his seventies, Charles didn’t look a day over forty and moved around with the spryness of someone half his age. 

Tarifa looked at Charles as he held her at arms length. “Charles… what is going on here?” She asked. “Why all the secrecy about this meeting?”


“It’s not often we are escorted in through the bunker tunnels of the city we helped to found.” Aihola added.


Charles nodded. “I know. You will understand shortly trust me. We had to wait until we had all of our information together.”


“What information?” Anuk asked now. “Why are Nayeca and I here for that matter?”


Nayeca nodded. “Yes… I would like to know as well.”


Charles nodded and motioned for them to take their seats again. “And everything will soon become clear. Please sit down.”


“Charles… why don’t I like the way you say that?” Tarifa asked. She looked at Selene as she came back over from greeting Lynwe. “Selene?”


Selene took her hands and leaned forward to hug her and kiss her cheek. “You were not told of what is happening because you needed to focus on getting a handle on things in Sparta and we did not have all the information. Now we do.”

“Information about what?” Tarifa asked.


Selene smiled. “Nesa and Lynwe will brief us.” She said. “She has been worrying about this for weeks.”


“Selene…?” Aihola asked.


“Sit.” Selene said with a smile as she leaned over and kissed Aihola’s cheek. “We’ll find out everything very soon.”


Lynwe turned as everyone settled back into their chairs. Lynwe and Tareif were tasked with the defense of Earth and everything involving Earth’s system. For twenty-five years they had held this job and now, Earth and her planetary system was almost as well defended as Apo Prime. Lynwe and Tareif took nothing for granted and had sworn a vow that Earth would never again be conquered by an enemy. Just getting close to the planet with any kind of attack force would be a hellish nightmare. With EDEN’s primary weapons systems all upgraded and Admiral Wallace on constant alert, combined with the PDPs situated in key locations across the system, it would cost far too much to any attacking force. And that was before they actually reached the planet itself. Lynwe looked at her dear friends across the table and felt warmth spread through her. Tarifa and Aihola had shown her all those years ago what she could have and Lynwe had embraced it completely. While their intimate moments together had long since ended when Isra took them as his mates, there was still an attraction to them for her as well as Selene. Lynwe doubted that would ever change. She looked at Nesa who nodded to her and then she stepped close to the table.


“Ok… you are probably very confused at the moment.” Lynwe said.


Tarifa chuckled. “That’s an understatement Lynwe.” She said. “Just tell us why you have us here. We have never kept anything from each other. Why now?” 

Lynwe nodded. “We haven’t kept it from you Tarifa… we didn’t have all the information we wanted. We do now. That is why you are here now.”


“What is this all about Lynwe?” Aihola asked.


Lynwe met her eyes. “Aelulip and Kawyona ring any bells.” She spoke the two words knowing the reaction she would receive from both Aihola and Tarifa as well as Anuk and Nayeca. 


All four woman sat forward in their chairs now, their attention full focused on them.


“Lynwe… tell me you are joking.” Aihola finally gasped.


Lynwe shook her head. “Unfortunately no.” She stated turning to Nesa. “Nesa?”


“I thought… I thought she was dead.” Tarifa exclaimed.


Nesa stepped up to the table. “Dead?” She said. “No. She’s very much alive and as much as it pains me to say… we have lost her again.”


“Again?” Aihola said. “What do you mean?”


“Armetus made me aware of her existence many years ago.” Nesa said. “He was making a list of potential threats to King Martin’s rule. The Drow that abandoned you in Canada Aihola… they were near the top of the list because they had not been discovered leaving Earth from any of the normal ports that were established in the beginning and we were monitoring all space born traffic harshly back then. We determined they had simply gone somewhere where we did not have any eyes here on Earth.”


“It turns out we were right.” Lynwe said looking at Aihola.


“Lynwe… you were part of this?” Tarifa asked.


Lynwe nodded her head. “Selene and Tareif as well. Charles we brought into the fold when he was elected President.” She replied. “This was a request from both Martin and Aricia. They wanted it kept very low key… almost nonexistent. He did not want the Drow to thin he was targeting them.”


“Our people worship him!” Aihola almost yelled. “His entire family. Especially now that Andro has taken Lu'ria as his wife and mate!”

Lynwe nodded. “I tried to explain that to him Aihola… but he did not want this to look like a witch hunt against the Drow.”


“Lynwe… they would never think that.” Tarifa spoke now.


“We would have hunted them willingly!” Aihola declared.


“That is why he wanted it kept compartmentalized.” Selene interjected. “He did not want to put you in a position of ordering the hunt for Drow criminals. Not so soon after you were made Queen. He wanted you free to do what you needed to do.”


Anuk leaned forward now. She knew full well who Kawyona was and what she had done. Her actions may have brought Nayeca and her fully together as Mistress and Slave… but the manner in which it was done could never be forgiven. They were falling in love well before Kawyona’s actions forced them together and though it had happened the way it did, neither of them regretted it in the least. “So they are not dead?” Anuk asked. “Why does this matter to us now Lynwe. It’s been over twenty-five years.”


Lynwe looked at her. “Drow do not forget or forgive Anuk… you should know that by now.”


Anuk nodded. “I do. But we… the Drow did not do anything to them except chose to follow their Queen and not the hate Aelulip and Kawyona were espousing.”


“We pushed them aside Anuk.” Nayeca spoke reaching out to place her hand on Anuk’s arm. “To the Drow… to them… that was enough.”


Aihola looked at Lynwe. “You are… as Martin is so fond of saying… about to drop a big old bomb on us aren’t you Lynwe?”


Lynwe looked at Nesa. “That’s what we thought at first.” She said. “Now… now we are not so sure.”


“Lynwe… Nesa…” Charles began. “Enough side stepping. We came here to make decisions, so let’s make them. Show them what we have discovered and what has happened.”


Lynwe looked at Nesa. “Go ahead Nesa.”


Nesa touched the computer panel on the large table and a large holo monitor came alive on the wall. “Six weeks ago three Drow stumbled into the camp of one of our Deep Exploration Mines on the African continent. The same one Tarifa got started eighteen months ago. All of them were severely injured, cuts and bruises, two of them had been shot and one stabbed. They had made their way through six hundred kilometers of jungle and desert terrain before finding the camp. The camp Commander immediately sent for Durcunusaan assistance and a team from the Krypteria was sent as well.” Nesa changed the holomonitor to show the faces of three Drow females. All of them were typical Drow and exquisitely beautiful in an exotic fashion. All of them could see the injuries they had suffered however but it did not keep Aihola from coming to her feet.


“Kawyona?” She gasped.


Nesa nodded. “Yes... though she no longer goes by that name according to her. The other two are sisters… Bae'diraz and Isa’mada.”


“She doesn’t go by that name?” Tarifa asked.


“She is using Akor’dris.” Nesa answered.


Nayeca leaned forward. “That is the name of her mother.” She said. “She was… she was killed by the Coven in the camps.”


Nesa nodded in agreement. “We confirmed that with Princess Narice and others within the High Coven. Akor’dris was her mother’s name. All three have sworn off a family name.”


Aihola looked at her. “Sworn off a family name?” She gasped. “But that is… that is like declaring yourself void of… void of the right to live among the Drow. Why would they do that Lynwe?”


“There is much you need to hear and see…” Lynwe said. “But the most important thing we have to do is decide what to do.”


“About what?” Aihola snapped. “Damn it… no more dancing around! What is going on Lynwe?”


“Aihola… according to these women… they escaped Aelulip’s control for one reason.” Nesa said. “To protect and warn you as their Queen.”


“What?” Tarifa gasped. “Kawyona wasn’t so quick to do that originally!” She hissed.


“Why… warn me of what?” Aihola asked.


“Aelulip is planning a coup.” Lynwe answered. “She has roughly fifty thousand men and women, not all of them Drow, who follow her. They are scattered all over the planet and are waiting for the word from her to execute their orders.”


“A coup!” Aihola nearly shouted. 


“Aelulip is using the non-Drow as cannon fodder.” Lynwe said with a shake of her head. “Men and women who hope to gain something if the Drow are split. Her true strength comes in the fashion of her Drow guard which numbers about ten thousand. They were under Kawyona’s command until she escaped. Bae’diraz and Isa'mada were her two most senior Lieutenants and the most skilled.”


“A coup? Now?” Tarifa declared. “A coup would never succeed Lynwe.”


“No it would not…” Lynwe agreed. “However… it would split our people since Aihola has always walked a thin line on our traditions and values. She has never crossed that line and that is why she has maintained the support of most of our Elders. Lu'ria’s mother among them.”


“Let her try this!” Aihola snapped. “I will not hide because of her!”


“It’s not a matter of hiding Aihola.” Lynwe said. “Aelulip is planning an attack against your home here in Eden City and against yours Anuk. Her directions are clear. She wants all of you dead.”


“And Kawyona escaped to warn of this?” Nayeca asked. “Why?”


“The why of it we can determine later.” Nesa spoke. “What we need to do now is make a decision what to do.”


“About what?” Aihola said.


Nesa brought up another image. “We have confirmation from seven different assets that those Drow are now forming at one location to disperse among the Drow population here in Eden City and the surrounding area.”


“From information you got from Kawyona?” Tarifa asked.


Lynwe shook her head. “No. From an asset we have had in place among the Drow of Aelulip’s group for the last ten years.” She said. 


“That was Armetus’s doing.” Nesa said quickly.  


“So… so Kawyona’s information is correct?” Nayeca asked softly.


Nesa nodded her head. “We questioned all of them extensively.” She said. “With drugs and without. They submitted to this willingly and their stories have never varied. Aelulip has become insane with power. She began using abandoned High Coven Tech in experiments to try and make the Drow stronger and more resilient. The experiments were forced on many of the Drow in the beginning. Kawyona and these two among them.”


“What kind of experiments?” Tarifa asked.


“Mostly genetic in nature. Trying to improve their strength and endurance so they could match a pure blood Lycavorian.” Nesa answered. “By all accounts she had High Coven scientists that escaped the purge right after the Battle for Earth and was using them to conduct the experiments. “


“You have known about this all of this time?” Aihola asked.


Nesa shook her head. “No. Our agent was never privy to what was going on behind the scenes. Only rumors and tidbits of information that she did not forward unless she could confirm them herself. Armetus trained her himself and she is very thorough. She was never able to give us anything definitive and therefore we never told you. Her last report however… it stated they were staging for some kind of mission into Eden City and we needed to be aware of what was going on. What we discovered from Kawyona and the others only confirmed this and told us what Aelulip has been planning. The woman is quite mad.”


“Sibfla… we could have told you that!” Tarifa hissed.


“Aihola… we have… we have the tools to break her back now.” Lynwe said. “We can take out most of her supporters and discover the identities of others. We need to move now though.”


“What are you asking Lynwe?” Aihola asked feeling a cold sensation in the pit of her belly beginning to form.


Lynwe lowered her eyes. “If we let them escape into the Drow population here it could wreak havoc among our people. We can’t allow that. Not now. All of you are targets… and there is little doubt that Daba and Lu'ria will also be targets. We need to act. I need… I need your permission to end them.”


“End them?” Nayeca asked.


Lynwe nodded. “I have a Brigade of Drow and Dragoons standing by right now.” She said. “With air support and indirect fire from two ships in orbit.” She looked at Aihola. “They are a threat to you… to Tarifa and Anuk and Nayeca. Countless others, including Lu'ria. And you know well what Androcles will do if harm comes to Lu'ria. What Martin will do if you or Tarifa are hurt? We need to act and act now to remove this cancer before it spreads.” Lynwe moved around the table to look down into the face of her dear friend. “I need you to authorize me to destroy them Aihola. Before they gain a foot hole within our people and begin to spread their poison. That could spell doom for all of us.”

“Lynwe…?” Aihola began.


“You are Queen of the Drow and you must give the order.” Lynwe said. “And you must give it today.”

