CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
SPARTA'S WRATH 

Mari watched her intently as Nara finished checking the Mark Five ArmorPly body armor she now wore and then stepped back and looked at her with those same azure colored eyes as her older brother Androcles. They drifted over her now armored form looking for anything that might be out of place it seemed, but finding nothing. Then Nara finally turned those amazing eyes on her own blue/green orbs once more. It seemed that the eyes of Nara’s mothers always seemed so bright and catching, just as Nara’s azure orbs were, but Nara’s azure eyes and those of her mother and brother were far more breathtaking in her opinion. She saw Nara smile at her warmly.
Mari was five inches shorter than Nara’s own five foot five inch frame, but Nara had to admit to herself, she was breathtaking in her beauty. Her breasts strained against the confines of the Mark V body armor, easily as large and as firm as her mother Anja’s goldur. There was no doubt that Lady Mari had many men chasing her back home simply for their size and firmness; for Nara knew that many men liked larger goldur on their wives and mates. Nara also knew for certain that many young wolves looked at her and saw the very same thing since her goldur were slightly larger than her own mother’s. Mari made the Mark V body armor look good on her, even though that was definitely not its purpose. Though barely five foot tall, the ArmorPly Mark V conformed like a second skin to the parts of her body that were not protected by the enhanced armor plating. Her taut legs were long for her small frame and Nara had to admit Lady Mari had an ass that was perfect in nearly all aspects. Her long, reddish brown hair, now wrapped tightly in a single pony tail, was lush and shiny with health pulled over one shoulder as it was. Her blue green eyes were wide and her hands were shaking slightly. Nara took Mari’s hands in hers and squeezed tightly causing Mari to look at her once more. 
Nara Leonidas did enjoy the company of men, but only Deion knew that she desired women far more, at least at this time in her life. She kept nothing from her twin no matter that he was a male, and they kept each other’s secrets very close to their hearts. Nara did not doubt that Andro probably knew as closely tied as he was with all of their siblings, and he was far more perceptive than people gave him credit for. His insight was downright scary at times but she didn’t think any of her other siblings were aware, and she knew Andro would never violate her privacy or speak of it for any reason. It would not matter to them she knew, but Nara didn’t really know for sure herself at this time, so why openly state that until she knew for certain. Nara was not shy and since she had already gone through her Coming of Age fever only seven months ago, she was free to explore and she had done this on more than one occasion, with two different women and one man. 
Lycavorian physiology was relatively simple, with most Lycavorians appearing older than they actual were. It had become a very common occurrence in the last few generations and while she was only a few months shy of eighteen years of age, Nara and Deion both appeared to be in their early twenties to most individuals who were not Lycavorian. Their scents gave away their real ages to their own people, but to those who did not have enhanced senses it often came as a surprise to those who discovered how old they really were. Her mother Anja had described it as a phase in Lycavorian evolution once, but it really did not matter since Lycavorian children were almost always imprinted with at least some form of the memories and knowledge of both their parents. Though this evolution had been happening for many years now, most young females wolves like Nara chose to experiment and discover new things once their fevers had come and gone. It was still seen as a heinous crime to take a female wolf before her Coming of Age but there were many instances of young female wolves who had only just passed through their Coming of Age fevers taking mates soon afterward, but still many more chose not too. Her father’s return and the openness and adventurous nature of her beloved mothers had instilled a sense of exploration in the young generations of Lycavorians and nearly all the species within the Union, both male and female, and they had embraced that entirely.
Knowing who Nara was kept most of the casual male wolves at bay and for those Alphas and others who could not control their urges and allowed their cocks to rule their actions, Deion or one of her brothers had always been present and put that to rest right away. No male Alpha wolf in their right mind wanted to come into conflict with any of her brothers, let alone a pureblood one and that didn’t even bring into contemplation of what angering her father would encompass. This mind set applied to pretty much all of the young males of different species across the Union. While the incident was never openly discussed or admitted by anyone, there were many rumors still filtering about of what had happened to the young man who had tried to force himself on Eliani shortly after her fever ended. No male in their right mind wanted to tempt the fates when it came to a Leonidas daughter anymore and risk the wrath of the Leonidas family. The single man who Nara had taken into her bed was sweet and attentive to her and it was a very nice experience, but both of them knew the emotion was just not there for either of them since he was still very young as well. He was still a treasured friend to both her and Deion but they knew nothing would come of it and parted as very close friends. They still spoke to one another on occasion but Nara just enjoyed the softness of another woman’s body right now. While still very new to everything, she had experienced far more pleasure with the two woman than the one man.
As for Mari, Nara found her very attractive, but she knew immediately that her Etheric resonance burned only for her brother. It was also quite obvious to anyone who was even half Lycavorian for they could smell it in her sweet orange flavored scent as well.

“How does that feel?” Nara asked finally.

“It is… it is rather tight.” Mari answered honestly.

Nara nodded her head. “It is always tight at first. It will conform to your body within the hour and you won’t even notice it. After that it will remember. Besides… you aren’t exactly undeveloped if you get my meaning.”
Mari smiled and her cheeks blushed slightly. “I take after my mother.” She spoke. “It is a curse sometimes.”
Nara laughed softly. “It is a curse only if you find a man who doesn’t know what he is doing.” She stated with more confidence than actual experience.

Mari joined in the soft laughter and nodded her head. “I suppose you are right.” She said with a smile. Nara Leonidas made her feel completely at ease and Mari found her to be witty and very friendly. 

Nara stared at her for a moment as Mari inspected the armor on her arms with her eyes. “Are you ok? Truth now Mari.” She asked softly.
Mari nodded her head quickly and met her eyes. “I’m just… I have… I’m terrified Nara.” She stammered out the answer finally. “I have never done something like this.”

Nara smiled at her. “Neither have we… so don’t feel bad.” She stated. “Andro wouldn’t allow us to do this if he believed we could not pull it off. Trust me. My fervon is… he is no fool Lady Mari.”

“Have you… have you been in…?” Mari began to ask.

Nara nodded her head slowly. “When we pulled Sheva’s parents from that colony. Deo and I were…”

“Deo?”

Nara grinned now. It was a simple thing, but it served to make Mari relax even more. “I couldn’t pronounce his full name when we were babies.” Nara said. “It only ever came out as Deo. The nickname stuck.” She answered with a shrug. “We had a brief encounter with some vampire hunters. They got the drop on me. Deo fell upon them like a storm.”

“He… he killed them?” Mari asked softly.

Nara nodded her head. “He saved me.” She said. “They were not pleasant individuals and some of what they were saying they were going to do to me was vile. Deo is… he can be very protective of me. I have scolded him in the past about this but he does not listen. It is a trait prevalent in all my brothers. That day however… that day I was very happy he ignored me.”

“You are twins.” Mari said. “Praetorian and Mage. That is not uncommon from what I have heard.”

Nara nodded in agreement. “Yes... I guess so.”

“I can feel your Etheric resonance.” Mari says. “And… and his as well. It is so powerful and clear.”

Nara looked at her. “You are a Pralor. Isn’t that normal for your people? To be able to feel the resonance of others.”

Mari nodded quickly. “Oh yes… but his resonance is… it is not as resounding as your brother or father… but it is so…” Mari wanted to say delicious to her but she stopped herself. “It is so focused and pure. Much more than any of my people I have met except for my fa… my Uncle.”

Nara smiled at her as she detected the slight spike in Mari’s orange flavored scent. This young Pralor woman truly wanted her brother and it was so very obvious to her as a woman and a wolf. And it would be obvious to every male Lycavorian able to detect her scent. Something that would make it easier for her going forward Nara knew. “Yes… well father and Andro have had to beat Deo enough times to make him stop being so reckless. It hasn’t worked for the most part.” 
Mari’s eyes looked shyly downward. “He truly has two educational degrees?” She asked softly looking back up at her.

Nara chuckled gently and squeezed her hands again. “Our medwaw Dysea is a taskmaster when it comes to our schooling. You heard us talking about her.” She said with a small twinkle in her eye. “Combined with our grandmother Gorgo, who just happens to be a teacher, through the years they have made sure all of us have at least two degrees. Education is a blessed gift to them and they have been rigid and unmoving about it as we all grew. Our sister Eliani has three degrees, though you wouldn’t know it from the way she acts. Our sister Lisisa as well. They insist that we all have two avenues to fall back on when the fighting finally ends. We will not be fighting our entire lives Lady Mari. That is our hope anyway.”

“Please… my name is just Mari.” She stated. “I don’t know how that started.”

“It is a term of honor and respect.” Nara told her. “You are Murano’s daughter and you deserve such.”

Mari’s eyes flew open wide. “You… you know!” She gasped in disbelief.

Nara nodded slowly. “Every Lycavorian can tell. Your scents give it away.”

“Please Nara…!” Mara gasped gripping her hands tightly and pulling her closer. “You… you can not tell him! I… please promise me! I don’t…”

Nara shook her head. “We may not understand the reasoning behind this Mari, but it is not our place to change that. He will not discover it from any of us.”

Mari’s blue/green eyes were wide as she looked at her. “All of you can…?”

Nara nodded her head. “Each member of a Lycavorian family has a unique scent, but they always retain the base scent of their ancestors within their blood. Or something similar to it. This is the same for any species for the most part really. Any Lycavorian would be able to detect this is your scents.”

“It is…” Mara looked at the floor. “I want to tell him… I do! I don’t think my mother knows that I have discovered this but… it is so very complicated.”

“Is it really?” Nara asked her gently. “Or does it just seem that way?”

“He… my father… he is haunted by horrible things.” Mari said softly looking at the deck once more but not releasing her hands. “After the war… he felt it was all his fault. That so many died because of him. What he had supposedly failed to do. It wasn’t true. None of it. But he couldn’t fight the feelings. He finally found peace in my mother’s arms for a time…” Nara saw the small smile cross her lips. “But the nightmares always came back. He did not want to burden her with such things and he did the only thing he could think of.”

“He left in order to protect her. Or so he thought.” Nara said.

Mari nodded. “He didn’t know she was pregnant with me. And my mother did not want to force him to stay with this knowledge.”

“Why hide who you are Mari?” Nara asked.

Mari looked at her. “My mother… Tobia… she is a Praetorian as well.” She said. “She was never listed among the official roles of Praetorians because of her skills and her location. My mother is… she is exceptionally skilled in shielding herself. You could be standing next to her and not be able to feel even a tremor of her resonance. Chief Elder Sumar wanted it like this… she never knew why… but I think it was because he saw something that no one else did. I believe he felt my mother was meant for something else. That she was meant for my father. There were many among my people who followed Lorendo’s fool ideology and blamed the Praetorians for what had befallen our people, and my mother did not want me subjected to such ridiculous things as I grew. Uncle… Uncle Delnash understood completely and he and my Aunt agreed instantly when my mother went to them. No one… no one knows the truth except Kesyla. Not even that idiot Daron. She does not think I know but she has always been in my life, always close by. It was just easier this way given her history and that of my father.”

“Does she know that you are aware of your history?” Nara asked. “That she is your mother? That Murano is your father?”
Mari nodded her head. “I think she does. I never hesitated to go to her about anything when I was growing. She was my very best friend. I believe she had to know I would figure it out sooner or later.”
Nara drew Mari’s hands up and pressed them against her chest. “Like I said… it is not our place to tell him. He will discover it though. And better it come from you. Or your mother.”

“I know.” Mari said softly. “I can sense her. She is worried about me. I think my Uncle may have sent her to Manne, but I’m not sure. She shields better than anyone I have ever known like I said. Even my father.”

“Well… you are Murano’s daughter… and you have no idea how much his presence among us makes my father and brothers feel.” Nara said. “All of us with this gene inside of us. To finally know and at least partially understand what we are and what we can do. It is very special for us. That is why you are referred to as you are. It is a title of honor.”
“Even though I don’t want it.” Mari asked her.

Nara chuckled now. “You should see all of us as we try to avoid being called Princes and Princesses.” She said. “Our father and mothers berate us all the time for trying to avoid our titles. Even though they do the very same thing more than we do.”

Mari smiled now as well, becoming once more at ease. “I saw this with your father and mothers on Manne.” She said. “It makes you uncomfortable? Your positions and titles?”

Nara nodded her head. “All of us. My pureblood brothers most of all. Arrarn, Resumar, Calyb and Bryon do not have to deal with it as much as Andro, Deni and Deo. They are the pureblood sons of our father and sometimes they hate the distinction this gives them among our people more than anything. There are many Lycavorian families who think that we have grown too distant from the old ways. They believe, and are always attempting, to insinuate their own children into our family to try and garner status and power. Fortunately Andro and Denali no longer have to deal with it. Sadi or my sister would rip the face from any woman who tried to come between them. And I have no doubts that Ne'Veha and Arduri and the others would do the same. We do not wish to be looked at as something special. We are… all of us, Lycavorians and Spartans. That is all we aspire to be.”

“He is… your brother Deion… he is so very handsome.” Mari said even more softly. It was barely a whisper that was meant only for Nara to hear as a woman.
Nara tilted her head to the side smelling the desire for Deion once more in Mari’s sweet orange flavored scent. And it was a powerful scent. Nara also detected another scent on her. It was vague and very old, but it was there. A unique Lilly flavored scent not unlike the beautiful flowers that dotted the Royal Compound in Sparta. Even as old as it was it still tickled Nara’s nose delightfully.

“Well…” She said playfully. “Don’t let him hear you say that. It will go to his head.” Nara told her with a smile.

Mari lifted her eyes and gazed at Nara as she laughed gently. Nara Leonidas was so open and unrestrained, and even after what she had just discovered her resonance echoed with calm and peace. “Does he… is there someone in…”

“Deo?” Nara asked seeing Mari nod. She shook her head quickly. “No. There are females from many different Lycavorian families who have shown interest in him because of who he is, but he does not pursue them. Most only want to get close to him because of who our parents are and the perceived standing they think they will gain as I said before. And Deo is… he is like Andro in many ways. He does not like the attention because he only wants a woman to share his life with.” Nara answered realizing what she was saying. There were indeed several Lycavorian females and a handful of elven females that she could recall that had shown great interest in getting to know her brother. Even as she thought back, she realized that none of them had made Deion even flinch with interest, until she saw him looking at this young woman in front of her only a little while ago.
“But your brother… he has six wives.” Mari said. “As does your father.”

Nara nodded in agreement. “Yes… but they are different pieces of a whole for Andro. For my father. My mothers, Andro’s wives and mates, they all speak with the same voice and many times think with the same mind. Almost as if they are one. They were all meant for one another by a greater power than we can understand. Emotionally, for Andro and my father, there may be six of them but they are essentially one person. I think it is one of the main reasons we have never drawn a distinction between our mothers. They are all our mothers, as if each of them gave birth to us. That is what each of us feel within us.” Nara looked at her and smiled. “It’s very confusing isn’t it?”

Mari shook her head quickly. “No.” She answered without hesitation. “I… I understand it completely.” This statement caused her to blink several times for she did indeed understand it. She could feel it within her and understood it all.

“You… you do?” Nara asked surprised. “Most people who we try to explain it to end up grabbing their heads in pain because they can’t comprehend it.”  

“What is this about our parents?” The voice echoed from behind Mari and she turned quickly. Her stomach tightened as Deion walked up with the small bundle in his arms. His tall frame moved just past her and he leaned over beside Nara’s face, nuzzling her soft cheek in a brotherly fashion. Nara smiled and relished in the attention of her twin. “Were you telling Lady Mari of our parents the Taskmasters?” He asked with a smile.

Nara grinned and reached up to slap his cheek softly with her hand. Mari noticed that this was common among Lycavorians and was meant more as a show of affection than anything else. “Careful… you know they have ears everywhere.” She said.
Deion’s eyes rolled and he nodded. “How true.” He said. He turned to looked at Mari now and she had to suppress the gasp that wanted to escape her lips when she looked into those amazing dark brown eyes. Once more Mari could not get over how much more handsome he was in person, or how well built he was under the ArmorPly. He held out the small bundle to her. “The Quartermaster put this together for you. Andro said that you already have a P9, but this one has the entire schematics for this ship and the Coven ships on it. It might be easier to work with. At least for this mission anyway. I had your bio-signature encoded into its memory and your name engraved on the top.”
Mari’s hand brushed across where she saw her name in cursive letters across the front edge of the small P9. She looked up at him with glittering blue green eyes and smiled, feeling flush as she realized he had done this for her. “Thank you.” She said.
Deion held up the second item and Mari saw the small holster and sidearm in it. “I had him take one of our smaller KM14 Magnums and adjust the load somewhat. Your hands are smaller and this should fit perfectly now within your grip. And it won’t kick as much as our other kinetic magnums.”

“You are giving me a weapon?” She asked somewhat surprised.

“Our fervon may have brought peace to the Union and High Coven,” Nara told her as she leaned against Deion. “But these fools we are going to be facing do not wish that to continue. They cling to the old ways and hatreds. Most of them anyway. Having you go unarmed is really stupid. Our brother isn’t stupid.”

Deion chuckled. “However… if you ask our grandmother or tenna Deia they might say he is touched in the head since he continues to act as insanely as our father acts. It drives them malda.”

“Crazy.” Nara added quickly knowing Mari did not know their language just yet.

Mari watched as Deo leaned over and looped the belt around her waist. She had to once more suppress the shudder she felt building in her as his hands moved quickly. His shoulder and head came closer to her as he leaned over and she could almost feel the heat that radiated from his body. Not to mention that his musky, male smell was quite delectable. She waited until he had fully fastened the holster on her waist and then stood back. 

Mari did not notice the struggle Deion was having at keeping his Alpha male aura in check. Her sweet orange flavored scent was nearly overpowering to him and she was not even wolf. Nara took notice of this right away and smiled inwardly. Yes… her brother had it bad… and he had only known her for a few hours.
Deion got his emotions under control and held out his hand towards the corridor he had come down. “We should probably get to the Shuttle Bay. Captain Feron has initiated contact with Moran and once that communication is done we will be leaving.”

Nara stepped forward taking Mari’s arm and causing her blue green eyes to tear away from her brother reluctantly. Nara felt Deion’s aura pulse her with love and thanks. He knew she could sense his intense interest in Mari and both of them needed to be fully concentrating on the mission. Her actions bought him the few moments he needed to center himself and for that he was grateful.

“…lost twenty-seven men capturing them Admiral.” Feron was speaking to the image of Moran in the holotransmission from the back of the G9. Yuri, Carisia and Sheva were kneeling behind him wearing hand restraints and all of them with blood stains and bruises on their faces. 
“We disabled the frigate they were on and boarded her. The Immortal scum Pa'cour was killed during our assault. I must apologize for this Admiral. I know you wanted him alive but he… he killed four of my men before we could…”

Moran waved his hand dismissively. “He was an animal!” Moran hissed. “He got off easy! You have his body?”

“I will kill you for taking Pa'cour from me Robert Moran!” Yuri snarled viciously, her cobalt blue eyes filled with unrestrained hate.

Feron turned and watched as one of his men shoved Yuri to the deck none too gently and he nodded his head as he turned back to Moran. “In the rear cargo area sir.” He replied. “Your wife went crazy when he fell Admiral and…”

“She is not my wife Captain!” Moran barked. “Not after taking that foul monster into her bed!”

Feron nodded once more bowing his head in repose. “My apologies sir.”

“The ship?” Moran asked.

“We executed those of the crew who survived the assault Admiral. Just as you ordered.” Feron answered. “We then timed the engines to overload. The explosion erased all evidence that we were ever here.”

Moran nodded. “Good. The program has been compromised and that bitch Juconi is going to tell me how they found our people. Then I am going to give her to my men and let them rape and feed on her blood until she goes insane.” 
“I will tell you nothing! You… you killed my parents!” Sheva shouted in anger. 

Moran chuckled. “When I get done with you bitch you’ll be singing like a bird.” He spat. He turned to Feron. “Nothing is to happen to Yuri or Carisia Captain. As long as I hold that stupid cunt, Leonidas won’t do anything. He cares so much for her whoring body that he will not attempt any retaliation. And he will withdraw all his support from the Coven if I threaten to kill her. I may even let him watch as she is used in front of him to get my point across. He will know not to play with me.”

“As you order.” Feron spoke. “Shall we return to the former Fleet location once we return to our ship?”

Moran shook his head quickly. “No. I’m shifting our location. I’m waiting at the border now and I will bring half a dozen escorts to your location and you will transfer them to my ship then. We should arrive at your location in under two hours.” Moran met Feron’s eyes. “You have done well Captain. Once we retrieve Yuri and the others, considered yourself promoted to Colonel.”

Feron’s eyes grew wide and he bowed his head in acknowledgment.” Thank you sir.”

“We’ll see you shortly.” Moran hissed abruptly and the transmission ended.

Feron looked at the pilot of the G9. “Clear?” He asked softly.

The man glanced at his instruments and then back to Feron. “No signs of a trace program. Or residual link. We’re clean.”

Feron nodded and turned quickly to see Yuri, Carisia and Sheva rising to their feet, two of his men helping Yuri and then slashing the restraints off. “Give them towels to clean the Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos from their faces.”

Yuri took the towel that was held out to her as the ramp of the G9 began to come down. She looked at Feron. “A convincing act Captain.” She said.

“Forgive my tone and words Princess.” Feron spoke bowing his head slightly.

Yuri shook her head. “No forgiveness needed.” She stated.

“Indeed.” Pa'cour spoke as he came up to them with Andro at his side. “Your words may have given us an added advantage.”

“Sir?” Feron asked.

“The inflection and choice of your words may have been just enough to make Moran lower his guard ever so slightly.” Pa'cour spoke. “It might be just enough to make what we are going to do easier.”

“He certainly has a large amount of vitriol in his voice for you mother.” Carisia spoke as she pressed against Andro and his arm slipped easily around her waist. “I wonder why that is?”
Yuri chuckled softly now. “I may have said some things the day Pa'cour and I left.” She stated as she met her eyes with a twinkle in her own. “Some rather crude comments in regards to his manhood and such. I don’t think he appreciated them.”

“You told him that he…” Onera began speaking as she moved up the ramp with Dorian.

“Onera!” Yuri gasped.

“It was very funny mother.” Onera said.

“It does not need to be repeated however.” Yuri stammered.

Sheva smiled now as well as she moved up beside Onera. “You’ll have to tell us at some other time Onera.” She said.

Yuri shook her head as she took Pa'cour’s hand within hers. “We should launch within a few minutes Andro.” She said quickly. “He will push hard to get here now that he thinks Feron has captured us.”

Andro nodded his head. “Agreed. Eli will activate the gas the moment your G9 enters the landing bay.” He said. “Sheva and Carisia will need to remain with you in case he wants to see you before you enter the bay. It’s going to be a tight fit for Anthar… but he will tolerate it for the short run.”
Yuri looked at Carisia. “Remember… only the immediate corridors outside the landing bay are large enough for Anthar Dalharil. You will need to move quickly to secure the weapons locker and disengage the landing bays controls so your STRIKERS can land.”
Carisia nodded. “I know. Onera and Sheva will be with me. Don’t worry. You are the one who is heading to the bridge through nine decks of the ship ilhar.”

Hearing how freely that word came to Carisia now filled Yuri with a sense of happiness and peace she had not known until recently. It truly warmed her heart to know that at least part of her past was not as vile as the rest of her former life. Carisia and Lucia had made her see that and it gave her strength to know how they felt now. It helped immensely that Carisia, Lucia and Onera, though only half sisters to each other got along rather famously and had from the outset. “All of which will be empty of activity thanks to the gas.” Yuri said. “We will have no issues reaching the bridge quickly.” 

Pa'cour nodded. “I will leave a detachment of my men in the landing bay to secure our ship with your force and we will move towards the bridge from there. Your brother should have secured it by then.” He spoke looking at Andro.
“Deo will get it done.” He said confidently. “He’s young… but he thinks quick on his feet and Nara tempers his recklessness. Most of the time anyway.”

“Well… as long as he does not use his Praetorian abilities to blast a hole in the hull or bridge view windows we should be fine.” Yuri stated with a small smile.

“I’ll remind him of that.” Andro stated. He looked at Feron. “I advise you and your crew to remain in the ship until it is done Captain. No sense in having you get under foot. Onrad will hit Moran’s escorts the moment he detects your G9 powering down. Armen will assist if he needs to.”

Feron nodded his head. “I understand.” He spoke.

“Just be prepared for the fact that his arrogance and anger might have him actually waiting for you in the bay…” Andro told them. “If that is the case, adjust the plan accordingly to secure the objectives.”

Yuri nodded her head. “We will.”

“My teams are forming by our ships.” Andro said. He looked at Yuri once more. “Let’s get this done and lay the past to rest Yuri. The future awaits.”

Yuri met his gaze and nodded her head as she stood up a little straighter and prouder. “Yes it does.” She agreed. “A future I will not let go of now.”

Andro leaned over and drew Carisia tight for a sizzling kiss of love and devotion while Dorian did much the same with Sheva. They didn’t care who looked on or saw them. “Be safe Enylarcopri.” He said softly.

Carisia’s maya blue eyes smiled as she drew her fingers across his jaw. “We will be fine my love.” She stated. “I have no intention of allowing you to escape the hours of worship you have promised me.”

Andro grinned. “Good.”

Yuri smiled to herself as she watched holding tightly to Pa'cour’s hand. Her eyes cut to where Dorian released Sheva from his embrace and then grew wider as he stepped up to Onera and leaned close to her. Onera did not back away and she gazed at him with bright dark eyes as he took her hand in his and whispered something to her that Yuri did not hear. It caused Onera to blush even under her dark tan but she grasped Dorian Leonidas’s hand even tighter and nodded her head. Sheva stepped up beside her and took her other hand and pressed close to her as Dorian leaned closer and inhaled deeply beside Onera’s cheek. Yuri watched her eyes close in obvious delight and then to Yuri’s amazement Dorian kissed her ever so softly on her lips. Yuri turned quickly and looked at Pa'cour who stood beside her. His face was impassive but his eyes told her all she needed to know. He was Onera’s father and he would always be protective of her, but his eyes told Yuri that whatever was happening between Onera, Sheva and Dorian, he approved of it.
Yuri looked back as Dorian squeezed both Sheva and Onera’s hands and then followed his brother down the ramp of the G9. Yuri felt Pa'cour move away from her and step right up to Onera without fear.

“Dalharil?” He spoke as Onera looked at him. Yuri noticed that Sheva Leonidas did not attempt to release Onera’s hand or move away.

“Ilharn.” Onera replied looking at him with love and pride.

Pa'cour smiled and leaned down to kiss her cheek. “I approve.” He said before turning and moving down the ramp to load their last of their gear.

Onera looked at Sheva with a wide smile and then to her mother. Yuri smiled as she stepped closer, but she would not question her now on what she had seen. That was for another time, but like her Immortal husband, Yuri approved wholeheartedly. “Come all of you…” Yuri said taking Carisia’s hand as well. “Let us look over the schematics once more before we launch so that we know every detail.” She said.

Andro looked at them as they gathered on the deck between the STRIKER and the PREMONITION. He had to admit to himself, they were an odd looking bunch for sure. Androcles had no doubts moving forward however. He knew he could trust them to look out for one another. Dorian and Deion knelt next to one another and were discussing something with Jomann; Cowen'Shan and Tir'ut were nodding to Normya and Sherice as they spoke within an Etheric connection making sure even now that Cowen continued to practice. Torian and Daio were checking each other’s gear, while Eliani and Brendi were going over the items in Eliani’s medical bag for probably the fifth or sixth time. Brendi Faith had come further than Andro had ever thought she could in so short a time. Her desire for Eli and Jomann was the driving factor in this he knew, but they were not pushing her and they were allowing her emotions and feelings to expand and grow on their own. They included her in everything they did now and to even the dullest individual, it was obvious that Brendi wanted them just as badly as they wanted her. Brendi had become Eliani’s shadow, and with the skills she had possessed before, now combined with what she had learned from Jomann and Eliani in these last weeks, she was far deadlier than the OSG ever imagined. He spied Murano and Mari standing to the side of the lowered ramp, Murano ever calm and ready as a Praetorian and Lady Mari almost bouncing on the balls of her feet in a combination of anxiousness and excitement he saw. He could smell her fear but her pure Etheric resonance projected confidence in who she was and what she could do and this fear did not rule her actions. 

He saw all of them turn to look at him as Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Sehri came down the ramp of this new ship they would be flying. These young men and women… they may not have had the hundreds of years of experience that his father’s team had, but they were no less lethal Andro was sure. The experience of working together would come, and given who they all were, Andro had no doubts they would be able to accomplish anything they set their minds to. All of them were part of a new generation just like him. A generation that would lead and serve their people, no more the species, well into the future.

Sehri was the first to reach him and she grasped his hand. [I want to do more Andro.] She spoke in the shielded connection. [I can fight! I can help you.]
Andro drew her close to him with his arm as Sadi and Ne'Veha also moved close to him, pressing their bodies intimately against him and one another. Andro looked into Sehri’s bright blue eyes and nodded his head. [Yes you can fight.] He spoke softly. [I have no doubts of that DuanGai.]
[Then why make me stay on the ship?] Sehri asked.

[Because only you are able to project the Etheric shields outwardly that will protect our escape route.] Andro told her honestly. He wasn't lying to her and she knew it instantly. She had grown so much in just the few weeks with them and her latent ability allowed her to project Etheric shields outwardly that were very powerful. More so than she had ever been able to do before. She could wrap them around her body or expand them to surround a small group and even cover an area as wide as the rear of the ship. [Your combat skills will advance as you train with our Drow Mistress DuanGai, but for the moment, only you can hold our rear. We may very well run into complications and may have to come running back to you like the hounds of hell are after us. I would much rather have your ability to shield guarding that route with Elynth, Caydren and Cinol after Sadi brings our ship into the landing bay. Anthar and Majeir will be focused on Carisia, Lu'ria and Sheva and you will need to guard two ships.]
Sehri saw the love and truth in his eyes and she nodded her head knowing that he was right. [I understand.] She said softly.

Andro leaned over and nuzzled her cheek and the side of her neck and her eyes closed in delight at the sensations this caused to course through her. Sadi moved around to Andro’s other side and felt his arm instinctively pull her tightly to his side.

[Life is never dull with us DuanGai.] She stated with a smile. [You will see.]
Ne'Veha grinned and pressed tightly to Sehri’s back. [This also insures that no harm comes to you DuanGai.] She stated. [For when this is over… we are going to feast on you.] She said nuzzling the back of Sehri’s neck.

Sehri smiled brightly in bliss and the promise of more incredible physical pleasure. [I will hold you to that.] She said.

[And we will keep our promise.] Ne'Veha stated.

Andro turned and saw everyone looking at him. He moved a bit closer to them, stepping away from Sehri and his mates. The area around them had become silent now.

“What we do now, we do to insure the future.” Andro spoke. “To protect those we love and to exact justice for what was done to those we love. We have only been together a short time, but I have no doubts about any of you. You have all proven yourselves on more than one field of battle. Whatever else has happened to you in the past, each event that has taken place in your lives has brought you here to this point for a purpose. And from here we shall go forward.” Andro looked at Cowen'Shan, standing tall beside Tir'ut and Sherice. He also noticed that Sherice did not shy away from the hulking Kavalian anymore and in fact was pressed up against him without any concern in the least. 

“This is the beginning and we are all now a family. Perhaps not by blood, but by duty and commitment and honor. As is the Spartan way.” Andro brought his armored fist up and pressed it to his chest. “I want no heroics from anyone. We all have our part to play and we must play it. No hesitation. No remorse. Moran and Dante are our targets. Remove any in your way, but do not kill without regard. That is not our way. If you do… if you do…” Andro took a deep breath and all of them could see his body relax as if seeing something for the first time in his mind. “Then it is no longer justice. They will answer for their crimes against my sister, against all those innocents they have hurt with their actions, but we must hold to our ideals or we are no better than them. May the spirits of my grandfathers and all those honored warriors who have gone before us, no matter their blood, may they guide us as we move forward. Strike swift. Strike hard. Strike true.”

Eliani was the first to answer as she usually was. “Avoi.” She spoke.

“Let’s get this done.” Andro spoke. “The Beta Quadrant and the unknown awaits.”

MANNE

PRIDE OF PUMAS
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Which ended up being decidedly one sided for the most part.

The Second Officer of the PRIDE OF PUMAS had held the position for the better part of three decades. Besiz’Kiat was his name and when the Marshall or Captain Popal were off the ship he was in charge. This event had never taken place during combat as he was lacking in the experience of the two men above him by a wide margin and his position was more a gift to his Pride for their service and loyalty. This fact did play a role in the outcome, but in truth it really would not have mattered.
The Kavalian Task Force moved in perfect formation as they closed on the planet in front of them. He could no longer make out the specs of the troop transports that had left their ships only minutes ago as most of them had already entered the atmosphere of the planet to begin their attack. Since the two or three ships the Lycavorian King was said to have with him were not present in the system, the Task Force was approaching in a spread pattern that allowed them to respond instantly to requests for aide from the surface. Besiz did not know why Captain Popal insisted on accompanying the Marshall to the surface, but Pusintin had not refused his request. The Marshall seemed to be in some sort of fog these last weeks and only Popal had the courage to approach and talk to him. Besiz certainly had no desire to speak with him. As Besiz took in the actions of the crew around him he noticed that the Sensor operator flinched slightly. He turned fully to face him from the command chair. 

“What is it Ntoweo?” He asked the man. 
The Operator turned to face him. “Sir… sixty-nine ships have slowly fallen out of battle formation with the Task Force over the last two minutes. One entire flanking section.” He said. “And they have not powered their weapons or shields as the rest of us have.”
“How far back?” Besiz asked.

“Ten million meters now.” The man answered. “I didn’t think anything of it when the sensors first made me aware. I thought they were just moving into a better cover position.”

“Ten million meters!” Besiz snapped. “That takes them completely out of position to assist if the call comes from the Marshall! Who commands that Flank Section?”

“Captain Weoerr sir!” Ntoweo answered.

“Get him on the COM!” Besiz barked to the COM officer as he turned away from Ntoweo. He heard the soft beeping as he barked out his orders. “Captain Weoerr is far too experienced an officer to do this by accident! Find out what he is doing!” 

“Commander!” Ntoweo snapped as he gazed at his consoles. “Sensors are picking up massive surges of quantum particles all around us!” 

Besiz turned back to him. “Quantum particles? From what?” He hissed.

“Unknown sir!” Ntoweo answered.

“Where are they?” Besiz hissed.

Ntoweo turned to look at him with wide eyes. “Port and starboard sir!” He snapped. “Five thousand meters distance!”
“Five thousand meters!” Besiz almost shouted as he came to his feet. “How…”

Ntoweo’s console began to beep alarmingly fast and he turned back to it. His intake of horrified breath was heard by everyone on the bridge and many turned to look at him. “By the gods!” Ntoweo almost screamed. “Commander… unknown ships are de-shrouding port and starboard!”

Besiz turned to the view window and his eyes grew larger as the black space that was off the port and starboard sides of his ship was suddenly shimmering as if his vision was blurred. In seconds those shimmers took the shapes of two massive and lethal looking ships. They looked so close he felt as if he could reach out and touch them. Something he would never get the opportunity to do. Besiz’s lack of combat experience was shining through as another more experienced man with ship to ship combat would have been dropping the PRIDE OF PUMAS out of the cone of weapons fire they knew each side of the nearby ships would have. It would not have mattered that none of them had ever seen ships like this before, though both appeared to oddly look similar to the ship that had attacked them near Enurrua, a more experienced Captain would have been reacting before the two ships had finished reverting back to normal space. That was not the case today however and though it hardly would have mattered, a more experienced Captain might have bought time for a few dozen of his crew to reach escape pods before the ship was blasted into oblivion.

“Union!” Ntoweo screamed. “Lycavorian Union ships are de-shrouding all around us!” His hands were moving across his two consoles faster that he had ever moved before. “Shit! Over two hundred! They are all around us! Commander we…”

His words fell into an empty void as the sides of both the two massive ships moving down either side of the PRIDE OF PUMAS suddenly lit up the immediate area like a small sun as they fired every weapon at their disposal. While not as heavily armed as a LEONIDAS IIA- Strike Cruiser in number of weapons for instance, Ben O’Connor had made certain that the ARIZONA-Class Strike Carriers were more than capable of putting the hurt on someone as Endith had once commented. With their Quantum Resonance Field Reactors powering the ship’s advanced weapons designs, the armaments on all the ARIZONA class ships were capable of doing equal too, if not far more damage than their larger cousin ships. They were built for war from day one and Ben and Martin had wanted a ship that, in Ben’s words, could bitch slap anyone and make them regret they were ever introduced. 

The first saturation broadside from the ARIZONA and the HORNET, a total of twenty Type 1 Terra Series Plasma turrets, thirty Type 2 Terra Series Plasma turrets, 4 Anti-ship Missiles Batteries, sixteen Photonic Torpedo Launchers and sixty Quad Pulse Cannons, struck the PRIDE OF PUMAS within three milliseconds of each other. Miranda and Janon had worked together for far too long and they could almost predict what the other would do. Their timing was, in a single word, flawlessness. 

The PRIDE OF PUMAS bridge was instantly obliterated by the combined power of three Type 1 turrets and two Anti-ship M28 Havoc concussion missiles erasing the existence of all twenty-four lives and the command and control of the Kavalian Task Force from this world. 
From there it was all downhill.

ARIZONA

There was a time, not so long ago, when Admiral Miranda Lorian thought she had lost everything. She was falling into the darkness of the abyss and she did nothing to stop this fall into the void. She pushed everyone away, not wanting to be around or talk with anyone. She had lost everything; all those she had befriended and came to care for. She had watched them all die; just as she had seen her mother and father die. Just as she had seen her adopted family die. She had no reason or desire to go on. At least that is what she had thought.
Not until she had been ordered by Ben to go to the Royal Island on Apo Prime had this changed. Not until she was among so many who had suffered and endured and lost exactly what she had. She had hated Ben for this action, just as she hated everyone else then. She should have known better. At first she had pushed Ben and Tina away because of their actions in having Isabella turn them so they could have a lifetime with the fiery red haired elf Endith who was now the core of their lives. Then something happened. Something deep inside her, a sliver of her past self, had seen two powerful hands reaching for her through the murkiness of the pain and hate that was threatening to swallow her whole. Something inside her, one last spark of the person she had been, that spark reached for those hands and grasped onto them. Grasped onto them out of fear and rage and so many more emotions she could not explain. Once those hands had taken hers, it was as if a light had suddenly come on in that dark place where she had been living for so long. She found total acceptance and understanding. She found love and wisdom and two other souls who had been tortured by the nightmare that was Alba Tau. Two other souls that would not let go of her. Two souls that pulled her kicking and screaming out of the abyss and refused to allow her to give up. Those two souls belonged to Martin Leonidas and his son Androcles.
Miranda thought back to those months on the island with Martin and Andro. They spent many days together just speaking about things no one else could understand. The emotions that coursed through them. Her days with them had been far more productive that any session with the Union shrinks she had been forced to speak with. Martin and Andro got it. They understood everything she was feeling and suffering for they were enduring it as well. Miranda Lorian had become part of the Leonidas family during those months. She ate with them, studied with them, learned about them. She could not remember how many times she had cried on Isabella’s shoulder or had Aricia and Anja’s arms around her soothing her. Denali, Resumar, all of them propped her up and were there for her. Without question. Without thought. They had accepted her into their family without query or hesitation. Those months on the island had begun her healing. As the weeks and months passed by, much of that time spent with Andro and Elynth, Miranda Lorian changed. She clawed her way back, stronger and more resilient than before. Alba Tau had taken their world and lives and shattered them like glass. Over the course of that time on the island, they rebuilt them. It would never be the same she knew. They all knew that. However, they could not let the horrors of what they had seen and done, they could not let that crush their spirit. The Leonidas family had swept her into its embrace and she had discovered the one thing she had lost as a child. She found family once more. She may not have carried the Leonidas name, but there were few who did not know that Miranda Lorian was just as much a part of the Leonidas family now as General Simpson or Governor Tarifa. This is what had saved her. This is what had allowed her to open herself and discover so many men and women who she now considered her family. Steven, Zaala, her beloved Drow lover and wife E'dira. They were just a few of those who Miranda now called family. And one of the things her time on the Leonidas Island had instilled in her was love of family. She was not about to let anyone take that from her again. Ever! Now Miranda Lorian acted in defending one of the men and the women who had the single most influence over her rebirth. She would not let anyone hurt them.
Miranda was typing madly on the small console on the right armrest of her command chair. She could feel the shuddering against their kinetic shields of the ARIZONA’s weapons and the horrific explosions they were causing on the Kavalian ship as they tore into the once proud flagship of the Kavalian Fleet with a single minded ferociousness. Almost as if they were alive and could understand and were acting out on her behalf.

“Helm!” Miranda barked out the word. “Prepare to alter course to three one five point six!”

“Helm aye!”

“COM officer! Inform Captain Janon to get ready to break!” Miranda continued. “Seven seconds!”  


“HORNET has already signaled ready Admiral!” The woman shouted out her answer above the cacophony of the weapons batteries and the devastation they were inflicting.

“Stand by!” Miranda ordered. “MARK!”

“Helm answering! Three one five point six!” The human officer at the helm of the ARIZONA barked out in response.

“HORNET is breaking now!” E'dira spoke from her tactical station.

“Weapons!” Miranda barked once more. “Aft Photonic launchers nine through twelve! Alpha spread! Full yield!”

E'dira’s head snapped around quickly and she didn’t hesitate. “Rerouting emergency power from grids twenty and twenty-one to aft Refractive and Kinetic Shielding!”

“Fire!” Miranda spoke.

“Firing now!”

There was precious little that was not burning or utterly destroyed. Nineteen different hull breaches along either side of the PRIDE OF PUMAS had already vented two thirds of its crew into space screaming out the last echoes of their lives. Most within the bowels of the ship never really knew what happened. They never knew what it was that had killed them. In the first few seconds of the HORNET’s saturation broadside, her weapons had completely severed one of the forward wing arms, its main guns savaging the ship’s hull. The PRIDE OF PUMAS, flagship of the Kavalian fleet, was essentially dead within the first three seconds. Its Karon XI Tactical Network and Felonius Mark 4 Computer Core were incinerated in the first volley. The ship’s secondary computers could not keep up with the massive damage or the hull breaches that were occurring every few seconds as both the HORNET and ARIZONA traveled down the length of either side of the ship firing at near point blank range. Most ships in existence now would not have been able to survive a full saturation barrage from an ARIZONA-Class Strike Carrier even from extreme range. The PRIDE OF PUMAS was on the receiving end of two such barrages from so close that the crew could have literally spit out their window and hit the ships if that was possible. 
The crews of the two ARIZONA-Class ships were made up mostly of humans and elves and Lycavorians hailing from Earth. Charles Taylor had brought them out of the past screaming and the natural resilience of the human species had come raging forth. The humans of this time had embraced what long ago so many of them had dismissed and thought were left to myths and stories. Now they were part of the future. What so many on the PRIDE OF PUMAS didn’t fully understand was perhaps the easiest ideal to comprehend.

Change would find a way.

Admiral Miranda Lorian’s final order signaled the end of the PRIDE OF PUMAS. As the ARIZONA turned radically away from the now broken and burning Kavalian ship, four Photonic torpedoes took flight from the rear of the ship. Small bright spots that sped quickly across the short distance and then buried themselves within the shattered hull of the Kavalian ship. Almost immediately there were four bright explosions and the once proud ship heaved outward in four different locations along the hull and the ensuing detonations tore the massive superstructure of the ship asunder from the inside. The ARIZONA’s shields flared brightly in the rear as they were peppered with the remnants of the Kavalian flagship, and then all that was left to signal that the PRIDE OF PUMAS had ever existed were scraps of hull no larger than an interplanetary shuttle. 

KAVALIAN DIEROY-CLASS HEAVY CRUISER

SABER CLAW 

The bridge of the SABER CLAW was as silent as a tomb. All of them had just witnessed something none of them had ever imagined they would see. Captain Weoerr had risen to his feet when he saw the two strange ships de-shroud so close to the PRIDE OF PUMAS. He knew what was coming, but he had never expected anything so brutally horrific. Pusintin’s ship had never stood a chance.

He felt Terru come up beside him. “Cap… Captain!” He gasped his eyes wide in shock and disbelief. “I am…”

Weoerr didn’t need to look at him. “I know.” He answered softly.

“Captain!” The COM officer barked. “Incoming transmission from Captain Cosa!”

Weoerr turned quickly. “Put it through. To all of those ships with us.”

The image of the older Kavalian shimmered into clarity on the large monitor to the side of the bridge. “Weoerr!” The man’s expression showed his own disbelief had what had just occurred. 

“We… we witnessed it as well Cosa.” Weoerr told him.

“We cannot let this stand!” Cosa snapped.

Weoerr looked at him with wide eyes. “What would you have us do? Fight that!” Weoerr roared back at him pointing to his main view window where they had just witnessed the fate of the PRIDE OF PUMAS. “I have had my people passively scanning those same ships since they dropped their Shrouds! Every one of them is powered by technology that we did not know the Lycavorians had Cosa! Our scans can not even penetrate their hulls in most cases! Look what they have done! Look what they are doing! They are smashing Pusintin’s vaunted Task Force as if they were children! Pusintin and Keleru awoke the wrath of the Lycavorian King with their foul actions against the elf Queen For'mya Cosa! His vengeance will know no bounds now! They… they awoke the wrath of an entire species against us! Dozens of species! They opened a door that should have remained forever sealed!” 

“They are killing our people! Our men!” Cosa snapped.

Weoerr shook his head quickly. “No! My men are here with me on my ship! My Pride! Just as yours are with you. They are killing those who chose to follow Pusintin and Keleru down the path of greed and damnation! Your Pride Cosa, they are one of the largest behind my own. Do you wish to see them extinguished in the flames of retribution because of something we had nothing to do with?” He asked. “Do you wish to see them erased from memory because of the actions of those who only wish more power for themselves and would see us shattered and broken to achieve that?”
“We…” Cosa began to speak.

“Look at what they have done Cosa!” Weoerr shouted at him. “In less than a minute they have obliterated Pusintin’s ship! The Flagship of the entire Kavalian Fleet! They are tearing into the others with a ferocity we have never faced before! They are not the High Coven Cosa and they do not fear us!”

“So we… we do nothing?” Cosa asked.

Weoerr shook his head quickly. “No. We are the future my friend. And when this day is done it will be left to us to shepard in the future of our people. That is what we must see beyond the death.”

Weoerr saw him take a deep breath and slowly nod his head. “You are right.” He spoke softly.

“Cosa… it will fall to us.” Weoerr said. “I know Koguth’Juturi. When this is done we can meet with him. Talk with him. Perhaps even King Leonidas himself. We can be the bearers of the future of the Kavalian people Cosa. Just as Koguth now is. Just as General Nruarani now is. There has been too much war and death for our people Cosa. It needs to end.”

Cosa nodded again, this time more confidently. He looked at Weoerr in the transmission, his eyes now bright and focused. “Will they let us Weoerr? Will the Lycavorian King allow us to be part of this future?”

Weoerr looked quickly to the area of space where the PRIDE OF PUMAS had once occupied. He turned back to Cosa. “What little I know of him tells me he is a man of honor Cosa. We all know how he views his Queens. Pusintin and Keleru thought they could use that honor against him. They did not stop to think of the consequences of taking one of his Queens and incurring his anger.” Weoerr looked around his bridge. “Yes.” He finally said. “He will honor what we seek.”

“How… how do you know that?” Cosa asked.

Weoerr allowed the small smile to curl the corners of his mouth. “I know that Cosa, I know that because we are still here.” He replied. “If not… if not old friend, we would have already joined Pusintin’s ship in the flames of vengeance.”

EDGE OF MANNE SYSTEM

PRALOR VECTOR-CLASS ATTACK CRUISER

HARMONY
He was silent as he came to his feet and watched the stars return to normal as they reverted from Quantum Drive travel.

He was twenty-five thousand years old and had lived through the horror of their escape from the Scourge at the last planet they had called home. He was still a small boy when his father had been among the Pralor warriors and dragons who had fallen while they were protecting the shipyard where he, his mother and his four siblings were escaping. He had taken his father’s sacrifice to heart and dedicated his life to the defense of his people. He was one of the most senior and experienced ship Captains within the small Pralor fleet now and very well respected. He had never found time to start a family as his siblings had; content to insure that his mother and they had the security they needed to do what he did not. His mother had always told him one day a woman would walk into his life and shatter all he had ever known.

Captain Kitor was still waiting for that day.
“Report!” He spoke.

“We have entered the Manne system sir!” His Tactical officer spoke. “Quantum Drive engines powering down and all systems report standing by.”

Kitor nodded his head. “Excellent work people. As always.” He said aloud so that his bridge crew could hear him. “Secure from Quantum travel and inform our passengers that we have arrived. We…”

“Captain!” The female voice echoed across the bridge.

“Junia? Something?” Kitor asked as he turned his head to look at his Tactical Officer. 
“Sensors are picking up a huge battle Captain. In orbit of Manne!” She gasped aloud as she turned to look at him.

Kitor’s eyes were wide as he bolted towards her station. “What?” He nearly shouted.
“I’m reading several hundred ships sir!” She told him as her hands flew across her two consoles. “Captain… I’m detecting over two hundred that have Quantum Matter Fusion Drive signatures sir!”

“Our engines!” Kitor hissed in disbelief.

“No sir.” Junia answered quickly. “The quantum matter traces are very different… but they are definitely based on our technology! And…”

“What?” Kitor demanded.

Junia looked up at him now standing by her shoulder. “They are beating the other ships like a case of Ollarian Flu sir!” She told him referring to the lethal disease that could and had killed millions of their people through the years. And done so with brutal efficiency. She turned back to her consoles. “The other ships are using some sort of Tri-Cobalt power source and they are getting their backsides handed to them really badly.”

“Go to Alpha Stations!” Kitor barked out the order. “Power weapons and shields! Prepare to…”

“I would not do that Captain.” The voice spoke from behind him and Kitor turned quickly to see Elder Valael enter the bridge with two women.

Kitor straightened up. “Elder Valael… I must insure your safety and those of my ship and crew.” He stated. “I…”

“Captain… if you power your weapons and raise your shields… Martin Leonidas’s forces will take that as being hostile.” Valael told him. “Believe me when I tell you that is not what we want to do.”

“We can assist them!” Kitor spoke.

“I doubt very much they want or need our assistance.” Valael spoke with a soft smile. “Tell me Sub-Lieutenant Junia… does it appear as if the ships radiating Quantum Matter Traces are losing the battle?”

Junia glanced at Kitor and then back to Valael. “Forgive me for being blunt Elder Valael, whoever they are fighting; they are getting their collective asses handed to them.”

Valael nodded his head and moved closer to Kitor. “Trust me on this Kitor.” Valael said. “We do not want to interfere. Whatever is happening does not concern us and Martin and his people might take offense if we intervened.”
“They would take offense at us helping them Elder Valael?” Kitor asked.

Valael shook his head. “On the contrary… they would welcome that. This time however, this is something that has been coming for some weeks and months now. Some would say years. They have prepared for it… expected it even. What is taking place is a matter of honor and justice with them and our intervention would only serve to confuse things.” Valael thought back to the few days on Onterom and nodded his head. “I would not be a bit surprised if they already know we are here and we are being watched right now.”

Kitor’s eyes grew a little wider. “One of their invisible ships?” He gasped.

Valael nodded. “No doubt we could detect them if we began to modulate our sensors, but we are not enemies and that is how Chief Elder Delnash wants to keep it.”

“They do not… they do not seem very trusting Valael.” Tobia spoke from her spot beside the large plotboard next to Kitor’s chair. 

Valael shook his head quickly. “Do not mistake my words for an intent that is not there.” He said gently. “You both have read the reports of our encounter on Onterom that Delnash gave to you. We acted without regard and we conducted ourselves arrogantly. This resulted in the deaths of men under Martin’s command and severely injuring his son. Delnash and Martin were able to move beyond that and we must not do anything to damage the trust they have built since that time.”

“Then what Elder Lorendo spoke about is true?” The second woman asked now. “They have stolen our technology and are using it to make war.” Her voice was neither hostile or suggestive.

Valael looked at her and held out his arm ushering her forward. “Captain Kitor I don’t believe you have met Administrator Tinra.”
Kitor bowed his head slightly. “Administrator.” He spoke cautiously. Like most military officers, he had no use for News reporters of any kind.
Unlike within the Union, there was really only one news organization within Pralor society now. There were many different areas that men and women chose to report on, but this woman was in charge of it all. Tinra was another who had escaped the Scourge and the end of the Pralor government and way of life. She had been a promising reporter back then, fair and always balanced. There were many who worked for her that did not follow her ideals and values but she ran the News Division with an iron fist. There would be no lies and deceit handed out by anyone working for her.

Valael looked at her. “To answer your question Tinra… Lorendo is telling everyone who will listen everything but the truth.”

“But they are a Seed species Elder Valael.” Tinra spoke. “That much is the truth.”

Valael nodded his head. “At one time we used them as a Seed species yes. However… you know how many of our people view that distasteful practice. Myself included. Please do not refer to them in such a way when we are among them.”

“Then they did not steal our technology?” Tinra asked.

“That is why you and your comrades are here Tinra.” Valael told her. “To get the truth. We have…”

“Captain!” Another voice echoed from across the bridge. “Captain… we are being hailed sir!”

Kitor turned to look at his COM officer. “Source?” 

“Unknown sir! They are using the frequency given to us by Chief Elder Delnash but we can not pinpoint the transmission origin.”

“Put it up Lieutenant.” Kitor spoke without hesitation looking at Valael and seeing him smile.

“I had a hunch.” He stated answering Kitor’s question before he asked it.

The main holo disc in the center of the bridge came alive with the figure of a petite female with long dark hair and four inch high ears that curved elegantly alongside her head. Her dark eyes were bright and alert. Tobia moved closer to Valael with wonder in her eyes.

“An elf?” She gasped.

Valael nodded. “Indeed.”

“I am Star Commander Ves’kimi of the ULU HEART OF FIRE.” The woman spoke. “Please identify yourself.”
Kitor stepped closer to the transmission his eyes wide. “I am Captain Kitor of the Pralor ship HARMONY. We…”

“Elder Valael…?” The woman spoke looking at him. “Is that you?”

Valael stepped forward next to Kitor. “I am Elder Valael yes.” He answered. “I do not… I do not believe we have met Star Commander.”

“No sir.” She answered. “King Leonidas told us that you would be leading the Pralor delegation though. He showed us your image.”

“My image?” Valael’s eyes narrowed and then grew slightly wider as he realized what she meant. “You can… you have Etheric abilities Captain?”

Ves'kimi nodded her head. “My husband and mate is a Lycavorian sir.” She told him. “The day he turned me is a day I bless even now.”

Valael nodded. “I understand.” He told her. “I believe we may have arrived at… at a most inopportune time Commander.”

Ves'kimi nodded again with a slight smile. “You could say that sir. Nothing we can’t handle though.”

“If our instruments are to be believed I would have to agree with you.” Valael said. “We thought… Martin did not think the attack would come before we arrived.”

“Neither did we to be honest.” Ves'kimi took something from someone outside the cone of the transmission, typed on the data pad and then gave it back to the unseen person. “It seems that the King’s ronnus brother grew a pair of nor recently and thought to surprise us.”

“Nor?” Tobia asked now as she came up beside Valael.

“Commander… I present Lady Tobia.” Valael spoke motioning to Tobia beside him. “And this is Lady Tinra.”

“You fight your King’s brother?” Tinra asked moving up to Valael’s opposite side.

“We’re kicking the sibfla out of them to be honest. At least up here.” Ves'kimi answered with a proud smile. “They have already put troops on the ground though. King Leonidas and General Simpson will deal with them roughly I imagine.”

“Commander we…”

“Forgive me sir… but this is not the time for small talk. I have instructions to put your communication through directly to Queen Anja in the Medical Command Bunker. She is the one coordinating all COMS. Standby.” Ves'kimi stated.

The image broke into white static and noise for an instant and then they were looking into what appeared to be some sort of massive command bunker with smooth rock walls and dozens of men and women moving about the area quickly. They were not running in panic, but moving purposefully and with little confusion. Valael was sure he detected several medical style beds in the background like those he had seen at their makeshift camp. They watched as the diminutive figure of the woman stepped into the transmission, her petite body encased in what appeared to be some sort of flexible body armor that ended high up on her neck. Her extremely long Persian red hair was pulled over to one shoulder and secured by strips of cloth. All of them could see the sidearm she wore on her right thigh and the tubular object secured to the shoulder of her combat harness. Valael recognized Anja instantly. He doubted he would ever forget the beating she gave to Lorendo or how she barely broke a sweat in doing so. They also saw the image of the massive man who stepped into the cone of the transmission and stood next to her. He wore similar body armor and carried a large assault rifle and made Anja look miniscule when held up to him. Anja was looking in another direction when she appeared and they caught the latter end of her statement.

“…Anuk and Radra will handle the immediate trauma!” Anja barked. “Duewa and I will take care of the more seriously wounded! Major Crit cases go to chamber four! All others to chamber two! And for nubous sakes, keep a STRIKER on standby to pull any critical cases from Ceale and Serale if they call for one! They are hanging out there in the wind for the moment and they will need immediate EVAC if they call for it!”

All of them saw a male in the background nod his head and then in a flash of silver/white light that drew gasps of shock from Tobia and Tinra, the man transformed into a large dark brown wolf and sprinted off down the tunnel.

“Gods!” Tobia echoed softly as Anja turned to the transmission.

“Elder Valael.” Anja spoke calmly, her jade green eyes alive with life as she turned back to the transmission. “It’s good to see you again.”
Valael was slightly taken aback by her warm reaction given what had taken place but he quickly regained his composure. “Queen Anja… it appears we have arrived at a singularly bad time as I told your Commander Ves'kimi. My apologies.”

Anja shook her head. “No worries. Pusintin grew a set of balls and decided he wanted to come visit before we thought he would.” She spoke. Valael saw Tobia’s and Tinra’s eyes grow wide at this statement and he smiled inwardly. He had seen first hand the blunt nature of Anja Leonidas and the humor at her words he held in for now. “Manda is blowing the sibfla out of his ships in orbit and soon Marty and the others will roll him up down here. I always prepare for the worse though.”

“Then their attack on the surface has not begun yet?” Valael asked.

Anja shook her head. “Their troop ships just touched down. Boy will they be surprised at what they find.” She said with a grin.
“Is there any way we can assist?” Kitor broke into the conversation.
Anja shook her head quickly but looked at Kitor. “Thank you… but no. Martin was very clear on what to do if you happened to show up when this was kicking off. He does not want you to get involved unless you are directly threatened. No offense… but our initial meeting was not pleasant and we want to avoid that happening again.”

Valael nodded. “Yes we do.”

“I’ve already dispatched two of our Strike cruisers to cover you. They’ll remain under Shroud, but they should be within range of you now. Just stay at the edge of the system until Manda cleans up the garbage in orbit around us.” Anja told him.

“Is Martin nearby?” Valael asked.

Anja shook her head. “No. He and Danny are setting up to open a whole lot of whup ass on that raping bastard Pusintin and his cronies. We have several VIDCOM drones set up at different points across Manne. I’m sending you the coordinates now so you can patch into them. We don’t expect it but if you see things begin to turn for the worse, Martin asked that you get Radra and Kesyla and the other Pralors out of Base One. As well as any women and children that are there.”

Valael nodded and looked at Kitor. “Captain.”

“I will prep a ground team.” He said. “What about… what about you?”

“No.” Anja said.

Valael stepped closer. “Queen Anja… you and the others are wives to a Praetorian.” He told her. “It is our duty to insure you and Martin are safe.”

Anja shook her head with a small, confident smile. “Martin Leonidas is a Spartan before he is a Praetorian Elder Valael. You should know that now.” She stated calmly. “We are his wives and mates. We are Spartans. We don’t retreat. And we don’t surrender. Ever. If we are meant to die today, then we will die beside the man we so love. And we will take as many of the sonsofbitches with us as we can.”
Tobia was the one to take note of the conviction within Anja’s voice. The total lack of fear or hesitation in her words and the emotion behind them. She blinked several times. Who were these men and women that Murano and their daughter had discovered? 

Shouting voices from within the transmission caused Anja to turn briefly and Tobia stepped closer to him. “Valael… this is… this is the one who trounced Lorendo?” She asked softly. “The one who discovered the cure for the Svorag virus?” 

Valael nodded his head. “Yes. In the brief time I was among them I got the impression that Anja is the one that Martin favors most after his Soulmate.”

“He has a favorite Queen?” Tinra asked with some disgust.

Valael looked at her now as well. “Perhaps my choice of words was incorrect Tinra. The pureblood Queen Aricia, she is his soulmate. The one who commands the most influence over him because she is pureblood Lycavorian like Martin. Make no mistake, Martin Leonidas loves and worships all of his wives and mates, but if my understanding of their history is correct, Anja Leonidas has known Martin longer than any of his Queens. Each of them hold a part of his heart within them yes; however many of their own people seem to agree that Anja holds a great deal of influence over him. Perhaps it is because she has known him so much longer that she has slightly more sway than his other Queens with the exception of Aricia.”

“The reports say she discovered the cure within days of encountering the Svorag.” Kitor said. “If this is so Elder Valael… she did something our own people could not do over many millennia.”

Valael nodded in agreement. “After what I saw on Onterom… I dare say she is probably the foremost medical mind in the entire galaxy.” 

“She is… she is tiny.” Tobia said.
Valael smiled and looked back at her. “Do not let that fool you Tobia.” He said. “That was a mistake Lorendo made and he paid for it in pain.”

“I can feel her resonance even from here.” Tobia said softly. “All of them. So focused and pure. They are interwoven with the Praetorian Martin and each other in as intricate a tapestry as I have ever seen.” She said. “It is… it is refreshing!”

Anja finished her conversation and then turned back at Valael. “I must go Elder Valael.” She said. “This is about to kick off.”

Valael nodded as his gaze returned to her. “Go with your gods Anja Leonidas.” He said. “And we will see you soon.”

Anja smiled just as the transmission ended and Valael took a deep breath as he turned to Tobia and Tinra. 
“She… she does not fear death Valael. I can feel that within all of those she is connected to. The other Queens.” Tobia spoke, her words echoing softly as she looked at him. “Did you see her eyes? No fear. No regret. No doubt.”

Valael nodded his head. “Yes.”
“Are all… are all of his wives like that Elder Valael?” Kitor asked.

Valael nodded in response to his question. “Yes… I’m afraid so.” He spoke turning to Kitor. “Let us begin to monitor the frequencies she sent to us and prepare your ground team to do what Martin has asked Captain.”

Kitor looked at him. “Do you think they will be needed Elder Valael?”

“No.” Tobia answered the question and they all looked at her. “They will not be needed.” She told them. “These men and women will not fail.”

Valael nodded in agreement at her words. “Prep your team just in case Captain. And make the VIDCOM feed available to Lady Tinra and her associates in the main conference room. We will monitor from there.”

Kitor nodded his head and moved across the bridge to where his Tactical Officer waited. “Make it so.” He told him. “Full Team with all their equipment. Strip whatever equipment they don’t need out of the ships in case we have to carry more than we think.”

Valael looked at Tobia and Tinra. “This way ladies.” He stated. “But be aware… based on what I saw on Onterom… what you will no doubt view is not going to be pleasant.”

“War never is.” Tobia said softly. “War never is.”

MANNE

MAIN KAVALIAN PUMA BANE DETACHMENT
Pusintin knelt on the soft ground along the perimeter of the clearing, the six transports behind him and powering down their engines. He lifted his face and let the wind play across his skin, his nose just detecting For'mya’s orchid like scent. It was faint, but she had passed through this area recently. He turned his head as Popal and the senior Puma Bane Commander settled to the ground beside him. 

“Marshall… we have lost contact with our ships in orbit.” Popal told him as he held the portable scanner in his hand.

“They must have jammers set up all over the place.” Pusintin spoke. “My brother is no fool. He will not want us able to communicate with our ships.”

Popal looked at him and nodded. “I will continue to try and burn through the interference. We are within four klicks of their main camp, perhaps that is why.” He said calmly though his heart was racing. He alone knew why they had lost communications and he did not want to think of what was going on above them in orbit. He had too much to worry about here on the ground now. 
“Qallin?” Pusintin asked as he looked at the Puma Bane Commander.

“We are ready Marshall.” The man answered. “Our secondary force has landed and are deploying to target their auxiliary base. Initial scans as we were moving through the atmosphere indicate only light forces in the area even though it appears this is their power generating base.”

Pusintin shook his head in disgust. “The fool.” He stated. “He never anticipated a frontal assault as we are conducting. He left his power generating unit all but undefended.”

“Two hundred of our Puma Bane will handle the defenders roughly Marshall.” Qallin told him smugly.

“Take as many females alive as you are able.” Pusintin told him. “Your men will need distractions once we have secured this planet for ourselves.”

Qallin smiled his eyes cruel. “Thank you Marshall.”

Pusintin looked at Popal. “Popal… I will push ahead with the Puma Bane to their main base. Drop your people into support as we begin our attack.”

Popal nodded his head. “Most of those that will be manning the heavy weapons are not fully trained in their use Marshall.”
“That is why I want you controlling their fields of fire.” Pusintin stated. “We don’t need them shooting us in the back. My brother can not have more than a few hundred defenders here since his ships are not in the system. They will not be trained soldiers and we will make short work of them. The signal from For'mya?” He asked.

Popal nodded his head once more. “Still strong Marshall.” He stated. “Eight hundred meters beyond the main base in what appears to be a cavern of some sort.”

Pusintin nodded. “That is where she will be hiding.” He said confidently. “I want my brother and his other whores taken alive! I want him to watch while the Puma Bane pass them back and forth and fuck them senseless. Then I’m going to fuck For'mya and take her back in front of him before I gut him like a dog and watch him howl and bleed out.”

Qallin grinned savagely. “It will be glorious Marshall.” He stated causing Popal to glance at him.

That single statement caused Popal to cast aside whatever doubts he may have had up until this very moment. Weoerr was correct in everything he said. The Puma Bane were vicious animals and not warriors. Against the High Coven they were feared for their savage nature and cruel tactics. Popal doubted very much the Spartans under Leonidas would blink an eye before erasing them all from existence.

“Let’s move.” Pusintin hissed as he hefted his short barreled assault rifle and began to move forward. 

Popal remained kneeling on the ground as he watched him and the Puma Bane begin to swiftly take the lead. They were spreading out somewhat, but still close enough to support each other if they came under fire. Popal turned his head when the senior Kavalian engineer from the PRIDE OF PUMAS settled to the ground beside him. 

“Commander?” He spoke softly. His eyes were wide in fear for he and the other men with them had never actually served in ground combat. They were engineers and technicians for the most part, always looked down upon by the ground troops and especially the Puma Bane.

“Tinontu… as soon as they have moved out of sight… send three teams back to the ships and remove the power cores from all six transports.” Popal told him.

Tinontu looked at him. “What?”

“Return here when that is complete.” Popal spoke. “We will be moving to a prearranged point and stacking our weapons there.”

“Commander? What… what is going on?” Tinontu asked.

“Do you and your men wish to die this day Tinontu?” Popal asked him. 

“I don’t… I don’t understand Commander?”

Popal held out the data pad to him. “The PRIDE OF PUMAS is gone Tinontu.” He stated calmly. “The Marshall has become so single minded and twisted in his views that he has walked us right into a trap. A very final and lethal trap. Pusintin has utterly dismissed reality for some perceived imaginary view he now has. And he will not live out this day.” He looked at him as Tinontu gazed at the data pad with wide eyes. “Union ships are at this very moment obliterating all those who chose to follow Marshall Pusintin on this misbegotten adventure. The PRIDE OF PUMAS is but a memory and any ship not aligned with Captain Weoerr and holding position outside effective combat range will suffer the same doom. I do not wish to be counted among the dead on this far away world Tinontu. Do you?”

Tinontu looked at and met his eyes. “They… they received reinforcements?” He gasped aloud.

Popal nodded his head slowly. “The Lycavorian King is no fool as the Marshall would have us believe. He did not build the Union into something even greater than it was in only a quarter of a century by being foolish. He has had someone tracking us the entire time as we blindly chased him thinking he was unaware of us. The Marshall came here with the intent of taking back something that was never his to begin with. The Puma Bane only fight so they can butcher and maim and rape more. I did not fully realize this until after Kalis left us. After what he said to his father that day. I will not see the hundred and twenty men with us die for nothing. They are not ground troops and they are being expected to fight hardened Union Spartans who would strike them down and ground them under their boots without so much as breaking a sweat.” Popal shook his head. “The moment we set foot on this planet, the Marshall’s fate was sealed. As were the fates of the Puma Bane who follow him blindly. I will not let my men; our men suffer this same fate Tinontu. I was unable to bring as many as I wanted…” Popal’s eyes fell to the ground in shame Tinontu saw. “And now their blood is on my hands. I have… I have received assurances that this will not happen to us if we do exactly as we are going to do.”
“That is why we have lost communications with the ships in orbit.” Tinontu said.

Popal nodded. “Whatever they are using, they have jammed all communications and sensors from orbit. Something similar to what they used in the Kranek system when they crushed our ships there. They have rendered the Marshall’s ships blind and dumb and they do the same to us here.”

“What… what are they facing?” Tinontu asked.

“I do not know and I do not care to discover it.” Popal answered meeting his eyes. “Do you wish to die here my friend?”

“I do not wish to die at all Commander.” Tinontu answered quickly.

“Neither do I.” He said. His mind thought of something and it made emotion well within his chest. “I… I wish to hold my wife in my arms once more. I wish to make amends to her for all that she has had to suffer.” He looked at Tinontu. “I have already arranged for the pilots to strip out any equipment that could be used to make one of the transports flyable. I need three teams of your engineers to return and insure the power cores are removed so that no matter what happens, the ships can not take off. Once that is done… we are moving to a location given to me. Far away from where the Marshall goes to his death. There we will wait until the end. And there we will have a chance to continue our lives with far more purpose than we have had these last years.”

Tinontu met his eyes. “General Pian?” He gasped.

Popal didn’t shy away from his gaze. “The is only one Kavalian alive right now who fights for more than personal gain and reward. For more than power. Pian’Nrurani is that man, no matter what Pusintin and Prefect Keleru label him as. Will you do as I ask Tinontu?”
There was really no choice as far as the Chief engineer was concerned. His mind was flung back to what Popal had just spoken aloud. He very much preferred holding his young wife in his arms than fighting any day. If his actions this day meant that he could feel her fur covered skin within his fingers and her slim tail wrapped around his leg in passion, then he would gladly do what was necessary.

“I will see to it Commander.” He stated without doubt or hesitation.

“Quickly Tinontu.” Popal spoke. “The Puma Bane dogs will soon discover that they have bitten off far more that they can chew and they will no doubt come running back here like the cowards they are. We must be long gone by then.”

Tinontu nodded his head, rose to his feet and bolted back towards where his men were. He began to issue orders in a raspy whisper and Popal felt relief when he saw the eyes of many of the men change from one of despair to one of hope. He watched as two dozen of them left their heavy weapons and began to sprint back towards the transports with Tinontu in the lead.

A future.

That is what Weoerr said they could have. And Popal now embraced that ideal without a second’s pause.

Danny lowered the macrobinos and looked at Martin lying beside him on the hard packed dirt of the ridge three thousand meters from the Kavalian landing site. 

“They’re committed.” He said simply.

Martin nodded his head in agreement. “Yep.”
“Beloved… two dozen of the remaining Kavalians are moving back to towards the transports.” Aricia spoke from his opposite side as she lowered her set of binos and turned her azure eyes on him. “It appears that this man Popal was telling the truth. There are many who do not follow the twisted path of Keleru and Pusintin.”

“Good. I have no desire to kill men who are not fighters and have no idea why they are dying.” Martin said. “Not today anyway.” 
“Avoi.” Danny echoed softly.

Martin tapped his jaw. “Bella… you and Melda Min copy?” He spoke.

“We are here Martin.” Isabella’s voice filled their ear implants. 

“Company coming Bella.” Martin told her. “Have Jules send the signal. We’ll join you and Dysea shortly.”

“Lover… the Pralor ship has arrived in system.” Anja told him speaking from the main bunker. “I told them to hold at the outer marker just as you wanted. Valael wanted to help and he seemed very sincere.”

Martin shook his head slowly. “I will not involve them in something that is ours to deal with Red. This is our problem.”

“It ends this day Nauta Melme.” Dysea’s sweet voice echoed in their ears now, filled with stiff resolve. Martin looked at Aricia and saw the same fierce determination in her eyes as he would no doubt see in the eyes of all his Queens. Since For'mya had returned to them, the six of them had become nearly inseparable and they had become far closer than they had ever been in over twenty-five years together as his wives and mates and lovers to each other. While he knew that For'mya gravitated to Aricia and Anja more, the love his Queens held for each other was just as deep and committed as the love they held for him. As he held for them. “The trap has been laid…” He heard Dysea continue. “And when it closes there will be no respite from our justice.”

Martin leaned over quickly and kissed Aricia hard on the lips, sending out a pulse of his powerful aura within the Etheric connection they all shared. He felt it instantly returned from all of his beloved Queens.
Joa… ethoni gur tur joa isarna tlach. He spoke once more within their connection. (No… there will be no mercy today.)  Mercy for my brother left me the moment he took Kinsoaurgai from us and violated her so. Now… now there is only death. And justice for his actions.
Then let us make it so. Aricia spoke confidently. So we can move forward with the future in front of us and our desires before us.
Martin felt a stirring of passion at her words and waggled his eyebrows at her, gazing into her stunning azure blue colored eyes. Does that mean what I think it means Saaraurano?

Gods… you are such a perv Martin! Anja’s voice echoed within their minds as did the laughter from all of them. You have a one track mind!
But what a devious and delicious mind it is. Isabella spoke.

And it is all ours! For'mya chimed in.

All true. Martin replied as he grinned at Aricia and saw her blush under her deep tan. Let’s make this happen ladies… I still have some ideas for further worship that I want to explore in great depth.

See! Anja exclaimed in happiness. Pervert through and through!

Martin chuckled as he began to push back down the hilltop without rising and Danny and Aricia followed.

Qallin had sprinted the four hundred meters distance between the Marshall’s main force and his unit attacking the Secondary target. The power generating support base for the main Union encampment. Their scans showed many of the unique Union portable power generating nodes and they would be a boon to his forces. Union portable generators were coveted by many other forces because of their durability and advanced construction. Just one or two of them could power a battery of defensive measures for a small, advanced field headquarters. Their sensors showed only a few hundred lifesigns in and around the camp and Qallin did not doubt they would be victorious. Engineers and technicians were no match for his seasoned Puma Bane soldiers. As he moved up within range of the rear of their file he gave the order to attack without preamble. Better to rush the defenders and overwhelm them quickly. They would be able to secure more female prisoners in this way, and Qallin had every intention of finding the finest looking elf female he could and fucking her until he was spent.

As he waited on one knee in the treeline, his men rushed forward, and the first thing that should have set his senses to screaming was the fact that there was no firing. He could see the makeshift tents and half built positions around the camp through his macro binos, but he could not detect any defenders. Qallin lifted his arm and spoke into the wrist mounted COM unit.
“Shonis!” He snapped. “Report!”

The Puma Bane Lieutenant pulled up quickly between two tents and tore one from its stakes as his Commander’s voice echoed in his ear. There was nothing under the plain white tent. No bed rolls, no equipment packs, no electronic gear. Just empty, hard packed dirt. His eyes swept across the first rows of tents as he saw his men doing the same thing and all of them looking confused as their searches revealed the same thing. The few half built positions were void of occupants and equipment and it appeared as if they had never been occupied before. No indents from boots or weapons platforms. He lifted his arm bringing the COM unit close to his lips.

“Commander… we have found nothing.” He hissed urgently.

Qallin’s voice boomed in his ears. “What do you mean nothing?” He barked out. “Our sensors show lifesigns. Several hundred at least. And over a dozen of the Union generator signatures!”

Shonis let his eyes sweep across the still camp suddenly very wary. “We have found nothing sir! The tents are empty! No equipment, no bedding! The fortified positions look as if they have never even been occupied!”
“Lieutenant!” The voice called to Shonis and his eyes turned to where one of his men stood roughly halfway through the camp. Shonis moved with purpose as every sense within him was telling him this was all wrong. He sprinted across the distance as more of his men crowded around and he finally skidded to a halt beside his man.

“You have found something?” He demanded.

The enlisted Puma Bane gripped the tent cloth in one hand and ripped upwards. The flimsy support poles gave way easily, another sign to Shonis that something was not right. The tents would have been more sturdily built had this been even a semi permanent base. His eyes fell upon the single piece of equipment inside the tent. It was a power generator yes, but not one for distributing power among different devices. He knelt next to the device, his eyes scanning the exterior and taking note of the soft pulses it was sending out every few seconds.

“Here!” A voice called as Shonis saw another of his men tear down the tent to reveal just the simple looking device.

Shonis turned back to the humming piece of machinery and lifted his hand. “Senior Technician at Arms!” He called waving the Puma Bane forward. “What is this device?”

The man covered the few steps towards his Lieutenant and lifted his portable scanner. He passed it over the device, his eyes taking on a confused look. “It is… it is a power generator sir.” He answered. “But it is not…”

Shonis looked at him. “What?”

“It’s not producing any significant power readings.” The Tech spoke.

“What does that mean?” Shonis demanded.

“It’s not providing powering to anything sir.” The tech spoke leaning forward to get a closer look at the Union generator. “It’s generating a power field but nothing strong enough to supply…” His eyes grew wider as he moved his portable sensor closer to the device adjusting the small panel of controls. “Shit!” 

“What?” Shonis almost screamed.

“It’s generating a sensor dampening feedback field!” The Tech answered.

“What is this?” Shonis asked as the hair on the back of his neck began to rise.

“All of them are generating the same type of field.” The Tech spoke as he lifted his portable scanner towards where the other device had been exposed. “It’s bouncing our sensor scans back at us with false information.”

“What?” Shonis hissed.

The tech looked at him. “These two devices… and there must be more of them sir… they are causing our ground sensors to give false readings. They are masking the true purpose of this camp.”

“True purpose?” Shonis asked. “What purpose could…?” His eyes grew wider and he never finished his statement as realization flooded him. His eyes began to dart all over a she brought his weapon up to the ready position. “We have… we have walked blindly into a very carefully laid ambush!” He growled menacingly.

“Lieutenant… the camp is empty.” Another of his men commented. 

“They are not in the camp.” Shonis declared. “They are… they are all around us.”

As those words left his mouth, the Letha rie Jorbhe opened, and the fires of retribution began.

“…Found the western scrambler.” Kalis whispered softly as he stood beside Koguth within the four foot deep trench line that stretched along the entire northern and eastern side of the camp and was hidden under several inches of thick leaves and branches.

“So it would seem.” Koguth answered.

“We should attack now General.” Kalis said.

Koguth shook his head. “Patience young Kalis.” Koguth told him calmly. “Let them draw closer. Not all of them have cleared the far treeline.”

“Their commander has positioned himself in the treeline to southwest.” Mata spoke now. 

“Mata… when this begins… he is yours.” Koguth said calmly turning to look at him. “He must not be allowed to escape and return to Pusintin and inform him of what is going on. Akor’dris, Bae'diraz and the Juturi Pride fighters will move from their hidden holes on the west, but they will concentrate on any that remain within the timber. Any who attempt to escape to the west will be swept up by them.”

Mata nodded his head without doubt. He had thought his life over when he had assisted Kalis in escaping his father. The young man he had raised as he would have raised his own sons was now a man and he had chosen a path that provided him a future. Mata did not think that purpose extended to him. His wife and sons were long dead, taken from him by disease and uncaring leaders. He had no reason to live on. Until Kalis had showed him purpose once more. Kalis had showed him that there was no need to throw his life away, that he could once more have a family and a future. He showed him there was always purpose if you were brave enough to reach for it. So Mata had reached for it, and after these past weeks he clung to that ideal with vicious faith. He was here beside men and women who did not care that he was once Puma Bane. They only cared that he was with them and just as dedicated to their cause as they were. And Mata meant to see a new future for himself and his people take shape even if it cost him his life.

“It will be done.” He said simply.

“The order remains the same. Every man and woman is to fire a full magazine before leaving their position.” Koguth told them. “Be as accurate as possible and bring down as many as they can. Plasma grenades from every fourth soldier, anti-personal rockets from every sixth. Once they have exploded and wreaked more havoc… we will bring the fight to them. No mercy can be shown. No remorse. They are Puma Bane and they will show you none. And they must pay for the crimes they have committed through the years.”

Jormal Pescneu glanced at the Kavalian General he now served beside proudly and grinned widely showing perfect white fangs capable of tearing flesh from bone easily enough. “General… do I detect a hint of perverse joy at the pain we are about to inflict?”

Koguth turned his head slightly to gaze at the Lycavorian he now called friend and aide. “I suppose you do Jormal.” He answered.

Jormal’s smile broadened. “You and your Pride are more like us than you know General. And it will be seen this day.”

“They found the second one.” Kalis commented.

Koguth turned back to view the expanse of the camp before them. “Inform Nedoli and Mataen. Tell them this is going to kick off and have Ceale, Mani and Serale ready to receive wounded when they begin arriving. There will be wounded my friends, and we will lose men and women this day. Do not deter from your tasks. If they fall, allow our medical teams to sweep in behind us and see to them. Do not stop pressing the attack.” Koguth looked at Mata once more as he lowered his fingers from where he had tapped his COM implant.
“It is done General. Lady Ceale says they are as ready as they will ever be.” Mata echoed softly. “And Corsa stands ready with the MENKLA transport to evacuate any who need critical care from the small Queen Anja.”
Koguth nodded with an evil glint in his eyes. “Then it is time.” He said. “Kalis… if you would detonate the charges… it is time to send these Puma Bane butchers into the next life.”

Kalis lifted the detonator in his hand, looked at Koguth and mashed down on the handle with all of his strength.

ALPHA QUADRANT
ULU PREMONITION

“Can’t believe we are actually doing this?” Sadi muttered with some small humor as she scanned her eyes across her instruments once more.

Ne'Veha glanced at her out of the corner of her eye and flashed perfect white teeth. “Let it not be said that the man we love is without creativity.”

“Creativity is one thing…” Meka spoke from her engineering station. Three different consoles were wrapped around her petite form in the chair and her hands were adjusting different things every few seconds. “Insanity is quite another.”

Sadi turned her head with a smile and looked at Meka. It was amazing how the three of them blended so well together and did so with such ease. Kameka’Caleo had embraced her new life with Daio without even a pause, and the three of them were quickly becoming tuned to one another as a flight crew. “Welcome to our lives Meka.” She said.

Meka chortled in a soft laugh. “A life Daio and I seemed to have embraced. I guess that makes us just as insane.”

Sadi saw Andro moved forward into the cockpit with measured grace and he reached out to squeeze Meka’s shoulder as he settled to the deck between Sadi and Ne'Veha in their sunken seats.

“KertaGai?” He asked.

Sadi glanced out the main view window in front of her. Andro followed her gaze and they could see the expanse of the hull of the BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought stretching before them.
 His azure eyes grew a little wider at the view but he kept his heart from racing unchecked. 
“We are in position my love.” Sadi told him. “Soft seals are holding. Dori’s STRIKER is also down and sealed. They are on the opposite side of the ventral hull thirty meters away down the main access corridor once you enter the ship.”
Ne'Veha glanced up into his handsome face. “You do realize that this has never been done before.” She stated. “This has never even been thought of before. No one in their right mind would think of something like this.”

Andro smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her elegantly curved elven ear. Ne'Veha’s eyes closed in blissful delight as his aura swept over all of them. “I did warn you life with me would be unique SirsanGai.” He said softly. “And my father is not right in the head anyway. My mother Anja says the salt water has corroded away most of what brain he and Uncle Daniel did have.” He looked at Sadi. “There are no signs they have detected us?”

Sadi shook her head quickly. “Passive internal scans indicate there is much activity in the lower decks near the landing bays, but that is because Enylarcopri’s ship is approaching. No significant movement out of the norm anywhere else on the ship. It appears they are very relaxed Andro.”

Andro nodded. “That could be a bad thing or a good thing.” He turned when Eliani and Brendi moved into the cockpit, Jomann directly behind them. “Eli?”
Eliani handed a small device to Meka and looked at him. “All of the gas drones are deployed and awaiting activation.” She stated. “Three of them forward of our location and four aft. Took me a bit longer than I thought to find the main coolant shaft. It was hiding behind a transmitter tower.”

“And the gas will work right?” Andro asked her. 

Eliani Leonidas looked at her brother with a scowl, twisting her beautiful face into a vision of disgust. “Are you kidding me? Now you ask me that?” She hissed at him. “We are attached to the hull of a BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought filled with people who would just as soon skin us alive as say hello and now you ask me if the gas will work?” Andro grinned as Eliani’s eyes changed and her fangs extended and she reached out and slapped him in the face lightly. “Yes you riad aulved igord! It will work. That has to rank as the stupidest question you have ever asked me!”

Rubbing his cheek Andro looked at Brendi. “You are ready?” He asked.

Brendi nodded and touched the P9 computer secured against her abdomen in the crush proof and projectile proof case. She wore a matching set of Mark V ArmorPly identical to Eliani’s right down to the four small burgundy stripes on her shoulders. Andro doubted she knew the significance of those stripes just yet, but in time she would. She had already become part of Eliani and Jomann’s life and while her scent and aura told him she welcomed it, she had not yet been able to fully embrace it. She was never very far from Eli’s or Jomann’s side now and Andro didn’t doubt she would surrender to her feelings very soon.

“As soon as we breach I will find a computer terminal and begin hacking.” She told him confidently. “I will cause them fits across the entire ship. At least those who are still awake once Eli’s gas knocks out the rest.”
Andro nodded with a smile and noticed immediately when Eliani beamed in pride and reached back to squeeze her thigh that Brendi didn’t shy away or draw back. She actually moved closer to her. “Good.”

The soft beeping caused Sadi to turn back to her main console. “Andro… Yuri and Carisia’s ship is on approach.” She stated.

Andro looked at Eliani. “Get to the breach point Eli.” He said. “And try not to fall on Jomann like you did in the tunnel.”

Eliani stuck her tongue out at her brother. “Ha ha… very funny. Midaeus!” She said grabbing Brendi’s hand as Jomann smiled. They quickly moved out of the cockpit and Jomann looked at him. 

“We are ready.” He said.

Andro nodded. “Murano will lead us right to Dante.” He said. “He can sense Xaxon’s presence in a way we can not. At least not yet. I don’t care what condition he is in Jomann, but he is not to be killed for any reason, no matter who finds him first.”

Jomann nodded. “Agreed.”
Andro turned back to Sadi and Ne'Veha and gave each of them a short, but blistering kiss of passion. “Do not be late you two.” He said.

Sadi and Ne'Veha grinned as his aura swept over them. “Not a chance.” She said.

Andro nodded and grabbed Jomann’s arm. “Let’s get this done.” He stated as they moved out of the cockpit. As they moved Andro reached out within the Etheric connection he held with his brothers.

Dori? Deo?

We are ready fervon. Dorian answered.

Do not get killed. Either of you. Andro told them. Father and our mothers will chop off my nor if anything happens to you.

Sibfla! Deo echoed. I got too much to live for now. Eyes like blue green gems and…

Please! Dorian exclaimed. No more.

Andro chuckled and could sense Jomann’s humor beside him. Let’s do this brothers. And take our vengeance for what was done to our sister.

Avoi. Dorian and Deion spoke together.

I will see you both on the ship. Andro said.

Andro and Jomann stepped onto the lift that would take them to the lower deck and the breach point just aft of the engineering section.

They were huddled around the small chart table in the middle of the G9 as the ship closed on the BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought.

“Sadi says there is much activity in and around the landing bays but the rest of the ship seems unaware of what is happening.” Carisia told them.

Yuri looked at Pa'cour beside her and nodded. “That makes sense.” She said. “He will not want to raise too much commotion over our arrival. Most of the added movement is probably security troops.”

Carisia nodded. “That is what Andro thinks as well.” She pointed at the schematic of the ship interior. “I suggest we let Anthar and Majeir lead us out mother. With this much security it is better to strike first. Sheva, Lu'ria, Onera and I will follow them and draw what security there is towards us as we move for our objective. It will allow you, Pa'cour and your Immortal Strike team to slip out and make your way into the interior and eventually the bridge.”

Yuri shook her head. “They would concentrate on you!” She said quickly. “I will not have my daughters take such a risk!”

“We will stay wrapped within the shadows mother. Lu'ria and I have done this many times before. With Sheva and Onera assisting, we will be able to move right past them into the corridor.” Carisia said. “Anthar and Majeir can cover us easily and they will draw most of the attention. And unless they wish to fire off a T19 inside the bowels of their ship, nothing that they can bring to bear on Anthar and Majeir will pierce their Etheric shields.”

“Carisia is right mother.” Onera stated.

Just get me off this ship! Anthar protested from the rear of the G9. I will be so happy to not have to act like a sardine I will take them all out!

Majeir turned her head and looked at him beside her. They were crammed into the rear of the G9 near the ramp and neither of them had room to move more than a few inches. G9 Long Range Runners were not designed to carry dragons in any way. Perhaps if you were not so fat we could actually move more than a quarter meter at a time. She told him.

I am not fat! Anthar barked at her. 

I will have to question Elynth on that point when she joins us in the landing bay. Majeir told him with some humor. I believe you have added a few pounds since becoming mated to her. She spoils you too much.
Bah! Anthar snapped. What do you know?
Yuri couldn’t help but join the others as they laughed at the exchange between the two dragons. “I still think it’s too dangerous.” Yuri said finally.

This caused Sheva, Onera, Lu'ria and Carisia to laugh even harder and even Pa'cour joined in this laughter. He took Yuri’s hand and moved closer to her. “And assaulting a BLOOD REVERENCE Class Dreadnought while it sits in the middle of space and not dry dock is not dangerous my wife?” He told her. “Some would say we have all lost touch with our wits for doing such a thing.”

Yuri looked at him and couldn’t help but smile herself now. She turned back to Carisia. “Do nothing reckless.” She demanded but instantly realized how ridiculous that statement sounded as well considering what they were about to do and they all laughed even more. Yuri reached to her belt and removed The Tears of Heaven and reverently held them out to Carisia. “Take these.” She said.
Carisia looked at her. “The Tears of Heaven. Mother… those… Uncle Vonis gave them to you.” She said.

Yuri nodded. “And now I am giving them to you. Vonis… he must have known what he was doing when he sent them to me. He knew… he knew they would be part of my rebirth. That rebirth has taken place and now they will better serve someone who can use them with purpose and skill.” Yuri looked at Pa'cour quickly. “Besides… Pa'cour has crafted a superior set of blades that I intend to use.” She looked back to Carisia. “Take them daughter. As they were the first step into a brighter future for me, now they can be symbol of what I have rediscovered with this new life.”

Carisia’s eyes were moist and Lu'ria stepped closer to her, pressing her tall, lithe frame against hers and squeezing her waist. “Take them Enylarcopri my love.” She said softly. “And use them with the intent that they are given.”

Carisia reached out and took the dual blades from her mother’s hands. They were among the finest forged blades anywhere, the bluish tint of the razor sharp metal reflecting softly in the light of the G9. Behind only the Dragon Armor forged blades of the elven Weapon Master Nehtes, anything forged within the blue fires of Paravin was very rare and very nearly priceless.

Carisia looked at her mother, the small tears rolling down her perfect cheeks. “I will… I will carry them always mother. And cherish what they have given to me.” 

“Princess! Three minutes!” The pilot called back from the cockpit of the G9.

Yuri looked at them now and took a deep breath. “Let us remove the last vestiges of my mother’s foul rule and begin a new day. And none of you had better die on me!”

This caused all of them to laugh softly once more as they prepared to step into the fires of combat.

INQUISITOR
Moran stood to the side of the massive area, his face impassive, as the G9 began to enter the fighter bay and make its way to the landing area. He turned his head slightly when his XO stepped up to him.

“Admiral?”

“Something Commander Viror?” Moran asked him.

“All stations manned and ready sir.” The man spoke. “Regular Duty Shift has taken their spots. There was a very brief disturbance in the Integrity Field but it has stabilized.”

“Disturbance?” Moran asked him.

“Seven spikes in hull integrity in a one point three second span.” Viror answered. “The Chief Engineer did an Integrity Field Diagnostic and found nothing. He believes we have been out so long that the equipment will need to be recalibrated soon. It hasn’t been done since we came out of space dock.”

Moran nodded. “When this is done he can do it.” He told him. “See to it Viror. I want us in top shape.”

“As you order Admiral.” The man answered.


“Where is Dante?” Moran asked.

“The last I checked he was still in his quarters on deck two sir.” Viror answered. 

“He should be here.” Moran spoke to no one in particular. “I do not want him out of my view for very long.”

Viror looked at him. “You do not trust him Admiral?”

“You know of what we were doing with Yuri Commander. I shared it with you in order to be better able to protect this ship while she was onboard.” Moran told him.

Viror nodded. “I do not understand it… but yes.”

“Well… let’s just say Dante is not as refined as Yuri was.” Moran said. “The transition is not happening as smoothly as I had hoped. I want him watched Viror. If anything happens that might be odd I wish to know about it.”

“I will see to it sir.” Viror answered.

“I’m hoping that once Yuri is back in my control, that he may well switch back given the right incentive.” Moran said.

“Is that… is that even possible Admiral?” 

“I don’t know.” Moran replied. “I do know Dante is weak minded but strong of will. That is why the transition has taken so long and is still not fully complete. He’s fighting it… losing… but still fighting it. Now that Yuri is back, things may change.”
“As you say Admiral.” Viror spoke.

“The Interrogators are ready?” Moran asked.

Viror nodded. “I had the cells reinforced as you ordered. Whatever skills she may have obtained from the dog son, she will not be able to employ them here.”

“Just have your men be alert Viror.” Moran spoke. “She will resist when they come for her and she is far more skilled than when we first undertook this mission. She is not to be underestimated. Sheva Juconi should be easy to contain and control since we will have her parents as well, but Carisia is an unknown right now. Better to be safe than sorry.”

Viror nodded. “I agree.” He said. “We…”

All conversation was drowned out as the G9’s engines roared when the ship flared and came to a stop nearby and began to settle to the deck. The ship rotated slightly until the ramp was facing where Moran stood and he took a deep breath and puffed his chest out pleased with himself. He saw the additional security begin to form near where the ship was settling and let himself feel pleased. Yuri was foolish to allow herself to be caught he thought to himself. And if she was caught with Carisia in her midst then she must have been working with the Union and Androcles. It was the only way they could have discovered Sheva Juconi and the program she was involved in, or the coordinates for the hidden planet. Knowing that the Immortal Pa'cour was now dead gave Moran some peace of mind. He would not have to worry about an assault by Immortals to retrieve her.

Moran began to think as he stood there waiting for the ship to settle completely to the deck. He would need to discover what had occurred to make Carisia work with her mother. There was no love lost between them he knew and after she became wife to Androcles Leonidas there should have been even less contact between them. There were rumors floating about in The Wilds that she had built something with Pa'cour, but none of them could be confirmed. There were also reports from what few assets they still had on Earth of the remains of King Resumar and others being returned to Earth. None of it was really making any sense, and trying to get reports off world now was a hazardous affair for his agents. Moran blinked a few times as different scenarios ran through his mind. Why would Carisia be working with Yuri? How did they discover Juconi and the planet? 

The engines of the G9 were powering down.

Robert Moran was many things… but he was not a fool. Yuri had to be working with the Union. It was the only way Juconi and Carisia could have come to be with her and the only way they could have discovered the planet. They went there not to destroy the planet, but to remove Juconi’s parents according to the report from Faren. That information could only confirm that Juconi had turned traitor and was working for the Union now. This would also indirectly match to the unconfirmed reports from their assets that she had been spending a large amount of time with the son Dorian Leonidas on Cranae Island. She had been witnessed entering his personal quarters on the island many times and not leaving until morning. And if Juconi was working with the Union that meant she had the blessing of Androcles Leonidas. Robert Moran knew that Androcles was even harsher and more militant than his father when it came to traitors and for him to not kill her outright for being a spy bespoke of something else. It also meant that Yuri certainly had to be working for the Union as well, and in order for Androcles Leonidas to put any faith in Yuri after what had happen to his sister… Moran blinked several more times. Androcles Leonidas would not trust Yuri in any way after what had occurred to his sister. He would rip her to shreds in an instant as he had done on Earth. He certainly would not allow Carisia to travel with her.
Moran glanced at the rear of the G9 as the ramp began to come down.

There was something else going on here Moran thought as alarm bells began to sound in his head for the first time since learning Faren had captured Yuri. There is no way Pa'cour would have allowed them to be caught. If Androcles Leonidas and the Union was involved he was absolutely certain there was no way they would have been discovered in their task. The Venorik Elghinn could boast all they liked, but they paled in comparison when held up to the Union’s Krypteria Intelligence. The Lycavorian Armetus ran that organization and they had been trying to kill that man for far longer than Moran had been alive. Something just didn’t add up. Juconi was seen staying in the quarters of Dorian Leonidas on a regular basis. It was said her status within the Durcunusaan had seemed to increase in importance. The last few reports indicated she remained for the entire evening. Why would she remain in his quarters for the entire evening? If she was using her charms on the youngest son, that would not require she remain the entire evening. Moran’s eyes grew a little wider. If she was somehow involved in a relationship with the younger son; a relationship that had nothing to do with her duties as an assassin and spy? That would explain why they had lost all contact with the other agents from the program. That could explain why Carisia was with her. It would not explain why they were working with Yuri or in her company. Unless… but that couldn’t be could it? There was no possible way that Androcles Leonidas would ever trust Yuri enough to allow her to live. He was far more unforgiving that his father and…

Dante.

A light of realization went off within Moran’s head in that instant. The same moment the ramp on the G9 came fully to rest on the deck. His eyes grew wide in horror when he saw not Yuri and the others in chains, but two very large dragons burst from the rear of the G9 with roars of anger and death.

Moran turned and was beginning to blur the moment both of those dragons unleashed twin flames of flesh melting fire from a hundred meters away. He could feel the heat from their blasts; feel the burning as those streams of flame reached for him. His mind registered the fact that Viror’s entire body was engulfed suddenly in flame and his screams began to echo in Moran’s mind as he blurred in an attempt to escape the encompassing firestorm that was just beginning to be unleashed.

One thing filled his mind as he beat at the flames licking the back of his shoulder and the pain from their burning scorched his uniform and skin.

Death had arrived on his ship.

And it was not in a forgiving mood. 
