CHAPTER SIXTY
COLS FAST ATTACK FRIGATE

MOON RUNNER


“Are you certain keto?” The image of the exquisitely exotic looking female gazed at Lazar from the monitor on his desk.


Lazar smiled at his mother’s question. If anything, since the attempt by his father Osrod on her life and the life of her Alpha mate all those years ago, she had become even more careful and security conscious than him in many respects. Lazar knew that his father had always hated the fact that after only ten years, he had to release his mother as his mate and give her back to her pack in order to keep the peace. Loras Athltin had been promised to another Alpha in the Ranev Mountain Pack when she came of age, a pact of honor that was held with the highest regard among the many Mountain Packs. The Athltin and Ranev packs were among the five largest of the introverted Mountain Packs and the only way for Osrod to keep a civil war against him from breaking out was to release her as his mate after only a decade. He may have been King, but even he had to follow long held traditions and culture or risk losing everything.
His mother Loras Athltin had returned to her pack and quickly became the mate of the Alpha who she had originally been promised to as a small girl. The Ranev Pack was one of the largest Mountain Packs and second in influence only to her father’s Athltin Pack. His mother had been overjoyed when the change came and Warim Ranev had taken her as his mate without doubt even though his father had taken her first. This did not matter to Warim Ranev, only that Loras was now his and would remain his for eternity. This arranged pairing had suited Loras just fine, for Warim had courted her in the time before her Coming of Age and they had gotten to know each other well. She had not been happy when Osrod had stepped in and claimed her for his own, but to save face and keep her pack safe, she had endured the decade of Osrod pawing and slobbering over her body. She had even given Osrod a son in Lazar, but Osrod had no idea where his son’s true loyalties lie.

Warim had continued the Mountain Pack’s tradition of allowing far more freedoms to female wolves than most packs in COLS after Loras had become his mate. The Mountain Pack females were treated much better as a whole and some had even risen to levels of importance that other Lycavorian females in the Coalition could only dream about. His mother Loras was such a female. He knew being the only mate to the Alpha of a Pack was what initially gave her this influence, but his mother quickly began to assert herself and make a following all her own. Warim had only encouraged her to do what she was doing and this made Loras love him even more. She had given him four strong children in the ensuing two plus centuries, three boys and a girl, and Lazar adored all of his half brothers and sisters and all of them looked up to him. Osrod was not aware of how often he talked to or even saw his mother, thinking that Lazar did not care for her in the least. He could not have been any more wrong. It was Warim who had secretly adopted Lazar more than a century ago, and it was Warim who had been more a father to him than his own, earning Lazar’s trust and loyalty to him and to the Ranev pack. 

The assassination attempt on Warim and his mother a century ago had been well planned and thought out, made to look like an accident as it was, but it succeeded only in killing Warim. His mother had been seriously wounded but she survived and now the Ranev Pack leadership resided solely with his mother. Unknown to his mother, Warim had left instructions that Loras was to assume leadership should anything happen to him, and every Alpha within the pack agreed and pledged their loyalty to her when she had recovered. Since it was made to look like an accident, no retaliation could be taken against the King, and without hard evidence, no one could openly accuse him of ordering the assassination. Against the wishes of many senior pack members Loras had watched from a distance with six elder Alphas from the pack protecting her, as Osrod had gone to Warim’s Celebration Pyre acting as King of the Coalition. The Mountain Packs had to tolerate this blatant disrespect for they could not prove that Osrod had ordered the assassination, but in typical stoic Mountain Pack manner, no one spoke a word of discontent. It served his mother’s interests that Osrod thought her dead and he dealt mainly with the man who Osrod thought had assumed the role of Alpha after Warim had been killed. If only he knew how things really were and that Alpha answered only to his mother and was utterly devoted to her and the Ranev pack. 
His mother had been the Alpha and Matriarch to the Ranev Pack for over eighty years now, and behind the scenes it was she who was the driving force behind the Mountain Packs continued rise and defiance of his father’s rule. With her own father and the Athltin Pack solidly behind her, not to mention the eight largest Mountain Packs, his mother had held them together and seen them grow and prosper over the last eighty-seven years. Now, some thirty-four Packs from across the planet’s many mountain ranges followed his mother without question. She was not someone you wanted to anger or trifle with, as she had taken out more than one Mountain Alpha who thought to usurp her role in those eighty plus years. His mother was not a very large woman, but she was definitely not one who you wanted to piss off, and when in wolf form she was nearly twice the size of most female wolves and could be devastating.

Lazar received his exotic and handsome good looks from his mother’s genes and this was obvious to any who saw him. Loras had long, shiny raven blue/black hair and intelligent dark brown eyes. Like him, her skin was deeply tanned to almost a burnt umber color which only enhanced her exotic appearance. He knew that many Alphas had approached her in the years following Warim’s death but she had rebuked them all. He did not know if it was because she still mourned for him or if she was waiting for something else to happen. Perhaps she just did not want to open her heart to another as she did Warim.
Lazar nodded his head in answer to her question. They had not spoken for several weeks, but this was information that he could not let slide by and advise her of when he returned to COLS space.

“I am certain medwaw.” He replied. “Nasso may be a brute but he is no fool. And Gomar is one of the finest sensor operators and engineers that we have within the Fleet.”

Loras nodded her head. “I have heard both their names in the past. Both are completely loyal to your father keto.”  

Lazar lifted his hand and waved it back and forth. “More Nasso than Gomar mother.” He told her. “Gomar is dedicated to COLS as a whole, more so than directly to my father.”

“And they were certain it was not the Tri-Alliance?” Loras asked him.

Lazar nodded once more. “Gomar was certain medwaw. We have not had any contact with the Tri-Alliance in over a decade and the sensor net we built to detect their ships has only been online for six months. We detected one of their smaller transports a few days ago and Nasso decided to pursue it. That ship led us to these new Lycavorians. All Gomar had on their sensors at first was the one massive ship they thought was a transport. It turns out that the ship was in fact a colossal warship and it was powered by what Gomar described as some form of Quantum Power Matrix.” Lazar picked up the mug of strong coffee and sipped, holding back his grimace, and then he continued. “Nasso was his usual brutish self and he tried to intimidate the commander of this ship. The Commander of this ship, he referred to himself as a Crown Prince Medwaw. Apparently there is another Lycavorian King out there somewhere and Nasso tried to pick a fight with his son.”

“More unknown Lycavorians.” Loras said thoughtfully. “You have read our history keto. For millennia we have grown and prospered thinking we were the only Lycavorians in the universe. Now, in the space of roughly ten thousand years, twice we have come across others of our kind whose technology is far superior to our own.”

“I would not give father too much credit mother.’ Lazar spoke.

Loras looked at him. “His methods are vile, and he only does what he does to gain more power, but you cannot deny that our people have grown and prospered under his rule. As we did under his father’s rule.”
“You sound like you admire him medwaw?” Lazar told her. “Tell me this is not true.” Lazar spoke.

Loras snorted loudly in an unladylike fashion. “In order to remove his nor from his body when given the opportunity.” She stated harshly. “But I am also not so foolish as to dismiss what he has done as King. And neither should you.”  
Lazar nodded his head. “You are right mother.”

“What else keto?” She asked.

Lazar nodded. “After Nasso’s threats, that is when this Crown Prince revealed their other ships. Over three hundred of them, and all of them with Stealth technology that far exceeds our own. This Crown Prince threatened to blow Nasso and his other ships into the dark ages, and told him it would take a millennium to find the pieces of his nio mida.” He watched his mother laugh softly at this.

“I like them already.” Loras said with a smile.
“The Tri-Alliance transport boarded the large ship.” Lazar told her. “This Crown Prince called the grandchildren of the Yowa Medwaw his family.”

Loras met his eyes. “Family?” She questioned. “Are you sure?”

Lazar nodded his head. “Yes. Why?”

“More Lycavorians?” Loras spoke softly. “With technology similar to the Tri-Alliance? They were Alphas keto?”
Lazar nodded his head. “Nasso was certain at least this boy Prince was an Alpha. This stands to reason because the Yowa Medwaw is an Alpha mother. If they are related as Nasso said. He said his name is Androcles Leonidas. An odd name for a Lycavorian mother, don’t you think?” 
Loras leaned forward now her eyes growing a little wider. “Androcles you say?” Loras asked him looking at him intently.

Lazar nodded. “That is what Nasso and Gomar say he called himself, yes. Do you know this name somehow?”

Loras shook her head. “No.” She answered quickly making sure that her son did not detect her tone of voice or heightened tension. “What did your father do?” Loras asked.

“Naturally, his first thought was for what power he could acquire and expand if he gained control of these ships and other Lycavorians.” Lazar answered.

Loras shook her head. “And that will be his downfall one day.” She stated confidently.

“Well… he ordered a ship to proceed to Ventori, where he believes these Lycavorians are. I convinced my father to send me instead of Juyno.” Lazar told her.

“Ventori?” Loras spoke softly. “That is the planet that the first King Aspion went to and brought the Ranev pack from. Most of the Mountain Packs to be honest.”
Lazar leaned forward in his chair. “What are you thinking mother?”

Loras shook her head. “It doesn’t matter now.” She said. “What did your father tell you to do?”

“Make contact and report back to him.” Lazar spoke looking at her keenly. “Something else is on your mind medwaw. What is it?”

“Nothing that I can put a finger on right now keto.” She told him. “It is a feeling I have, nothing more. Like an echo that I have seen somewhere in the past. It is not relevant to what is happening now however.”
“Are you so sure?” Lazar asked looking at her on the monitor.

Loras smiled at her son. “Nothing is ever certain keto.” She told him. “What will you do when you arrive there?”
“Exactly what I told him I would do. We should arrive in the Ventori system in another thirty-six hours.” He told her. “We are actually much further out than my father knows. He will not expect me to report for some time and it gives me more options to consider what to do when we arrive there.”

“Why do you push him Lazar?” Loras asked her son. “His tolerance is not infinite my son.”
“He would expect it of me.” Lazar answered. “This is how I have always been and he expects me to be like this mother. If I were to act in another way, he would become suspicious of my goals.”

“It also puts you at great risk more often than not.” Loras told him. “I am your mother and I do worry for you.”

Lazar smiled at her. “Medwaw I am more than capable of taking care of myself.” He told her. “Though I do appreciate the sentiment mother.”

“What if these new Lycavorians are not friendly to us Lazar?” Loras asked.

Lazar shook his head. “I do not think that is the case mother. If it was, they would have insured Nasso and Gomar died when they first encountered them.”

“Be careful Lazar.” Loras told him. “Something… I feel something is happening and it will… it will sweep us aside if we are not cautious.”

Lazar nodded his head as he looked at his mother intently. She had never been so affected by her intuition before, not that he had seen anyway, and it was telling to say the least. Loras Ranev had always been very good at reading how events would take shape through the years. Whether it was by some form of instinct or special gift, it was one of the main reasons that the Alphas in the Ranev Pack and others followed her so devoutly. No one questioned her word or direction for she had the best interests of their pack as her main goal. Lazar was not one to dismiss this from his mother when she so openly expressed herself to him in such a way. That would be very stupid..
“I will be cautious mother.” He told her.

Loras met his eyes in the transmission. “If those fool spies your father has on your ship do anything to jeopardize you my son, remove them from the equation. Quickly.” Lazar nodded his head. This was not advice his mother often gave out, but when she did advocate violence in any form, it was wise to take her at her word.

“Understood.” Lazar said. “I will try to reach you after I have made contact with these new Lycavorians mother.”

“The gods guide you my son.” Loras told him. “And return home safe, your brothers and sisters wish to see you.”

Lazar smiled at that. “Then I will make it a mission to do just that.” He told her.

“Pen enyla forn.” Loras told him warmly.

“And I love you mother.” He answered just as he reached out and deactivated the monitor and cut the transmission.

COALITION OF LYCAVORIAN STATES CLAIMED SPACE

CAPITAL PLANET JETANIA
NORTHERN CONTINENT

WESTERN TANTIA MOUNTAIN RANGE

RANEV PACK; MAIN SETTLEMENT OF WARIM

Loras sat back in the comfortable chair in her home as she contemplated her conversation with her son. She reached down and picked up the mug of harsh tea and sipped from it, hoping that it helped her to wake more fully than she was. She never knew when Lazar was going to contact her and it was better for his security if she did not know. This made it difficult for her and his half brothers and sister, but it was something they were now used too and accepted. For Loras this meant being ready to take a transmission from him anytime of the day or night just like right now. Thankfully their main settlement, named in honor of her late Alpha husband and mate, was still for the most part just beginning to wake up.


The Warim Settlement was perhaps the largest and most modern of all the Mountain Pack settlements spread across three continents. Warim Settlement was a strange mix of very modern amenities and cultural history that would never be lost to time. The Mountain Packs were the only Packs within the Coalition that had not fully lost touch with their past history and cultural. This was attributed to the fact that the Mountain Packs descended from those Lycavorians taken from Ventori. They were also the only Lycavorians that had actually removed many of the ancient and often times distasteful practices of the past and opened their eyes to change. The treatment of their females being first and foremost among the differences. While it was true Alpha females who were mated already could often be courted by other Alphas during their Phase, only those where both male and female chose to allow this were courted. The unions among the Mountain Pack couples most often resulted in a union for life since neither the male nor female chose to look for another mate. Even those unions that were arranged by their parents most often lasted permanently for the parents on both sides were always careful to select the best match for their daughters and sons in the way of compatibility. The same could not be said for the rest of the Coalition, for most females were taken during the high point of their Phase and they really had no choice in who took them because of the burning of their blood.

Loras had had her share of Alpha suitors since Warim had passed into the next life, but she had denied them all. Loras had been ashamed when Warim had first claimed her because she had surrendered to Osrod because of the burning of her blood. Warim had quickly shown her that while he may have been King, Osrod did not compare to him in any way. Loras had cried out for hours in delight when Warim had claimed her and she never doubted that emotion again. She had loved Warim, enough to give him four beautiful children, but Loras did not believe she had loved him as completely as she was capable. She had held back even with him. She did not know what type of Alpha male she was seeking, but she had no doubt when she discovered that male, if she ever did, she would know instantly.


Loras looked up when the door to her private office slid open and the older, but still very beautiful woman came in dressed in only a thin robe around her full figure. Loras knew her to be nearing sixty thousand years old, but she looked barely a day past fifty years of age and her figure told everyone that very thing. Rylin may have been the Elder Priestess of their Pack, but she was not without her means. The day Warim had been assassinated she had shown up to care for Loras and she had remained to this day. Loras watched as Rylin took the couch opposite her spot in her chair.


“You look as if you have questions Matriarch.” The older woman asked.


“Knowledge is power as Garget says.” Loras spoke.


Rylin nodded her head. “It certainly is…” She said. “And that old fool has been saying that very thing for millennia.”


Loras laughed softly. “Yes, he has.”

“So what troubles you Matriarch?” Rylin asked her.

“You heard what Lazar told me?” Loras asked her.


Rylin nodded her head. “Your son with Osrod Aspion thankfully does not share his father’s quest for more power or his stupidity. He has too much of you in him and that is why Osrod does not trust him. He fears him Loras.”


“I know.” Loras spoke softly.


“Only a igord believes that we are the only Lycavorians out among the stars.” Rylin spoke. “Osrod’s amlian father discovered that painfully with the Tri-Alliance and ruined any chance that we may have had to improve our own people.” (Idiot)

Loras nodded her head. “I know.” She said. “But now he is putting my son into the same position. He undoubtedly has ulterior motives that he is not sharing with Lazar. I know him too well to not realize this.”


“Lazar is far smarter than his father Matriarch.” Rylin told her. “He will not do what his grandfather did.”


Loras looked at her. “But have I put him into a position where he must think and act like a person he is not Rylin?” She asked her. “In order to protect myself?”


Rylin gazed at her intently for a long moment. “You know that you have not, but that is not what concerns you is it? You have seen or heard this name he spoke before haven’t you. The name he told you. This Androcles?”

Loras met her eyes and nodded slowly. “In the Vomir’s Tomes.” She answered.


Rylin leaned forward. “Truly. And what did the Tomes say?” She asked.


“It was the Ninth Tome of Knowledge. Vin gente vinn’ tryn ardus mornar mero shylon un vada darsam.” Loras answered ever so softly, as if speaking a sacred oath. “Mornar jen sha tor Androcles.” (He came upon fiery wings and he brought death to the unjust. And his name was Androcles)

Rylin looked at her with suddenly very wide eyes. “You are certain of this Matriarch?” She asked.


Loras nodded her head. “I remember reading the passage several times in this particular Tome.” She spoke. “I thought it was odd because the Tome said he was an Alpha of the Highest Order and that his name came from a long dead race that had been reborn among the stars.”


“The Highest Order?” Rylin gasped. “That would… that would mean that he descends from the Six original packs of Lycavore.”


Loras nodded her head slowly. “Our mythical homeworld, yes. We do not know that this Lycavore even exists.”


“Even I… Even I believed this to only be legend.” Rylin stammered softly. “Son vada carians… if this is true?”


Loras nodded her head. “Yes.”

“What else did the Tome say?” Rylin asked her. 
Loras met her eyes. “It also said that he would be the first born son, the heir and one of three Heralds of Vada Fera Mard Revik.”

“The First True King.” Rylin whispered the words, her face bright with energy and new wisdom. “The Prophecy of our people from before the time of Conformity, a hundred thousand years ago.”


Loras nodded her head once more. “You see what vexes me Rylin? What if this… what if this Androcles is… what if the prophecy is true Rylin? I have… part of me has never really believed it to be true.”


Rylin rose to her feet, setting her mug aside. “We must consult with Vada Vomir herself.” She spoke quickly.


Loras stood up as well at her words. “Rylin that is impossible.” She stated. “No one knows where the Vomir is. She went into hiding after Conformity because Osrod’s father put a price on her head.”


Rylin shook her head slowly. “I know where she is.” She stated.


Loras stepped closer to her. “How is that possible Rylin?”


The older woman smiled as she met Loras’s gaze. “Who do you think instructed me to remain close to you Loras Ranev? Vada Vomir is no fool. She knows who holds the values and prosperity of our people close to their hearts.” She squeezed Loras’s hand. “Change your clothes and meet me by the southern Tram. The trip to her will be quicker if we leave right away.”

PREMONITION
ENTERING ATMOSPHERE OF VENTORI

THIRTY SECONDS POST JUMP


The wind was whipping through the rear portion of the PREMONITION’s small cargo bay, the ramp fully locked into an open position and extending straight out into the warm, thin air of Ventori. They knelt just in front of the extended ramp, their arms extended around the shoulders of the those next to them. All of them wore the new Mark IV ArmorPly Body Armor, the black and crimson giving each of them a menacing like appearance in the glare of the sunlight pouring in the rear of the ship. Their helmets rested on the deck in front of each of them, the long multicolored plumes that signaled royalty of Androcles, Denali, Dorian and Deion rustling in the wind. Laren Ti'shara knelt between Andro and Dorian, Denali and Deion side by side with Jomann and Murano completing the small circle.

For Murano it was a glorious experience no matter that they were leaping out into battle in only seconds. He had not been among so many fellow Praetorians in more millennia than he cared to recall and to feel the Etheric power swirling within and around them filled him with a resolve he had not experienced since he had first stood beside Sumar in battle. This time it was different he knew, for he could feel the emotions coursing through each of them unchecked. This was what the Praetorians of his time had tried to avoid and what Sumar had discovered on Lycavore and then passed down to his descendants. Emotions were not a hindrance, emotions were a gift that provided power and purpose. Powerful emotions allowed Androcles and the others to do things that the Praetorians of his time would never have been able to accomplish and once he had seen the truth of this, Murano had embraced it completely and without doubt. 


He had embraced these emotions where it concerned his love for Tobia and last night he had shown her just where she had stood in the center of his universe. Her cries of ecstasy had filled his quarters for four straight hours as he embraced his feelings and love for her and held nothing back. Murano did not doubt if not for this operation right now, he would still be loving the feel of her body beside his and hearing her words of devotion and love. Murano was a changed man forever now, and nothing would stand in the way of his love for Tobia or the love he held for Mari, the beautiful daughter they had created together. One day soon he would stand before his brother Delnash and embrace him and thank him for teaching and caring for Mari as his own for all of those years. Murano shook his head slightly and filtered everything else out as Androcles’ words once more filled his ears above the din of the wind whipping through the cargo bay.


“…Hold nothing back. This is our time now. This is where we see the rebirth of the legacy our grandfather left for us to embrace. The legacy of the power that flows within us.” Andro looked at Jomann across from him and then let his eyes move to Murano. “The legacy that will embrace and flow through others as well. Near and far.”

Jomann nodded his head with a knowing smile. “Avoi.” He spoke.


“Indeed.” Murano echoed Jomann’s word.

“Andro! Thirty seconds our love!” Sadi’s calm voice echoed through the internal Com system of the ship over the roar of the wind and they all felt Andro reach out to his father and tell him the same thing.


Andro grasped his helmet and lowered it over his head and face and watched the others do the same. “Jomann and Denali out first! Dorian, myself and Laren in the center, Deion and Murano right after.” He glanced out the rear of the ship and saw the terrain below them. “If we fail, father and Uncle Daniel fall. If we fail, our mothers fall. Our siblings already on the surface fall.” He turned and looked at them with blazing azure colored eyes. “Let’s not fail. Father will never let us live it down!”


“No he won’t!” Denali chimed in.


Andro turned back to where Elynth stood with Ryner, Ladur, Jeth, Aradace, Majeir and Marux. Caydren and Cinol book ended the line of dragons and family standing proudly. Lisisa, Arduri, Sehri, Lu'ria, Carisia, Sheva and Onera and Caliria all stood there as well watching them with adoration in their eyes. Dutkne looked stern faced and ready, falling easily into his role as Praetorian Mage and eager to get on the surface so that he could go about the business of claiming Zarah and Lucia.


“Do not be late sister.” Andro spoke.


Elynth snorted loudly as if offended by his statement. “I am never late.” She stated openly. “And I will not tarnish that record now my beautiful brother.”


“Andro! NOW!” Sadi’s voice erupted from the internal speakers once more.


“Into the hands of our grandfather’s spirits do we commend our souls.” Andro spoke loudly.

“May they guide our actions and thoughts and pick us up if we fall!” The bevy of voices echoed his.


“Deni! Now!” Andro shouted.


The was no hesitation in the least and Denali stepped off into nothing, followed quickly into the abyss by Jomann, Dorian, Androcles, Laren, Deion and Murano.

VENTORI

Martin saw it first, low on the horizon and approaching from the east over the mountains. He had never seen a ship like it before and knew instantly that it was the ship that Sadi and Ne'Veha had Ben and his miracle workers at Dreamland build for them. Martin narrowed his wolf vision and saw that the ship had a rear ramp, which was now down. His dark brown eyes grew wide then, for he felt his son reach for him and project to him what it was they were going to do. The ship came closer now, and dropped to perhaps a hundred meters off the ground.


Danny stepped up next to him, his own eyes focused on the ship now. “Fervon?” Martin looked at him. “Is he going to do what I think he is going to do?”


Martin glanced at the lines of advancing Svorag and then looked back to the ship as it was now upon them. He saw first one figure leap from the back of the ship as it moved across the terrain, followed quickly by six more figures.


“Holy fuck! Torma 21!” Martin hissed loudly. He turned to the line of defenders without thinking as he grabbed Kasdan. “Shields and brace! Shields and brace!” He screamed out the words as loud as his vocal cords could project them, his voice carrying to all of them and then some. He and Danny dropped to one knee right where they were, anchoring Kasdan between them and their Shi Viskas pointing towards the oncoming Svorag hoard, covering their bodies and that of Kasdan as well.


And then the world blew up. 


Torma 21. 


A simple name for a devastating maneuver that he and Torma had invented and perfected during their time together. It was similar in many ways to the maneuver that his grandfather had explained in the Praetorian Tomes he had left for his descendants. The difference here was that it was usually done from the back of a dragon and not from the back of a ship. Martin could feel each of his sons, Jomann, Murano and Laren. They were radiating within the Etheric realm as brightly as he had ever seen any of them, pulsing with power and determination and purpose. It started from his left, an Etheric explosion of power that blew outwards with unmatched force as his son Denali was the first to impact the ground. 
It was followed in quick succession by six more identical explosions of Etheric power before the first one had even begun to ripple outward. It was complete and absolute devastating power and force. Two thousand five hundred Newtons of force, or five hundred and sixty-two foot pounds of force moving at nearly two thousand feet a second. This is what smashed into the oncoming ranks of Svorag and literally pulverized anything in its way.


It was then that Panos’ words to him so long ago rang clearly in his head now. The same words Panos had spoken to his son Androcles the day that he had claimed Sadi as his wife and mate. They were not just Lycavorians and Spartans…

…They were forces of nature. 


Martin didn’t need to look over the top of his Shi Viska and its shielding protection to feel the incredible force buffeting his body and he grit his teeth and gripped Kasdan’s shoulder in order to keep him below the lip of the shield. He glanced across and saw the same look of determination on Danny’s face as they braced against the massive force of the Etheric kinetic waves with all of their strength. Martin Leonidas could feel the power within them, he could feel it coursing through him and it felt glorious. He looked up quickly, just his eyes lifting over the top of his shield and they grew wide at what they saw. Seven figures standing in a single line perhaps a hundred meters apart, and the wave of Etheric power sweeping away from them like a tidal surge of overwhelming and utterly lethal power. It was literally lifting Svorag into the air and crushing their bodies in its wake. He saw the plumes on the helmets of his sons and Jomann being tossed about wildly in the wake of the that Etheric surge and he turned his head quickly to see the others in the defensive line beginning to look up over their shields, many of them with furrows in the ground behind them as they dug their boots in to withstand the power.


“Fervon!” Martin screamed out.


Danny gripped Kasdan’s shoulder and nodded his head. “Go!” He barked. 


Martin Leonidas stood up and with a war whoop he leaped into an Etheric assisted jump that carried him forward.


“…introduce your grandchildren.” Aricia spoke with a smile as yet unmatched by any Jezima had seen so far.


The first Etheric explosion erupted just as Jezima turned her eyes and those dark brown orbs grew wider as each successive Etheric impact went off and they could only watch as the first ranks of Svorag were practically turned to crushed noodles in the wake of that power. Jezima’s hands went to her face in shock, her eyes once more filling with tears as she bore firsthand witness to the ultimate legacy of her oldest son. Meral was shaking her head in awe while gripping For'mya tightly, tears also running down her cheeks.

It was Tinra’s words that broke the moment. “By all the Ancients within the Rift of Time!” She gasped aloud. “They are… they are Praetorians!” She looked at the man who controlled the video drones that followed them everywhere. “Tell me that went out Mitra! Tell me that went out!”


The man was staring at his P9 and the two feeds from his drones. “I got it! I got it all! It’s a live feed! I’m beaming it back to Honelze! Gods this is incredible!”


All of them heard the almost inhuman scream and they looked below them to see Martin rise to his feet and throw himself into an Etheric jump that took him out to the line that their sons, Jomann and Murano occupied.


“What is that noise!?” Anja barked as the almost deafening roar was nearly upon them.


All of them turned to the rear and if it was possible, their eyes grew even larger.


“Saoi nubous sibfla!” Anja muttered.


The port side of the KINDRED SOUL broke through the thin, low hanging clouds and appeared over Discovery Base barely a thousand meters above them like some angry god descending from the heavens above.


Martin Leonidas landed between his sons with a unique glint in his eyes. His chest swelled with enormous pride and love as he looked at Andro, Dorian, Deion and Denali. That look extended to Jomann and Laren as he touched gazes with all of them and he saw Murano with what could only be called a shit eating grin on his face.


“Murano!” Martin barked.


“Nice to see you again Martin!” Murano barked back.


Martin looked at Andro. “Bout time you got here boy!” He snapped loudly. “What the hell took you so long?”


Andro met his eyes with a smile. “That is your fault father! You are the one who gave me command of a ship as large as a small moon.” He commented. “We could not find a parking spot!”

Martin turned his head down the valley floor and saw the Svorag beginning to recover. The massive Etheric combo had stopped their initial advance in its tracks and the Etheric wave had probably killed thousands of the Svorag monsters as it tossed thousands more of them back nearly a quarter of a mile. “Now what?” Martin barked out. “That ain’t going to hold them back son! They are pesky little fuckers.”


Andro held the KM14 out to his father as he spoke. “You will need this father. A new toy for you.” He spoke as Martin took the weapon. “And don’t worry, I have a few more surprises up my sleeve.” He turned back toward Discovery Base and smiled at what he saw as the KINDRED SOUL filled the entire sky behind them. Martin was looking over the new weapon when he heard Andro’s next words and turned.


“Captain Patton… would you bring the rain please!” Andro spoke aloud.


Martin turned and his eyes nearly bugged out of his head. “Holy fuck!” He screamed out once more.


“It would be a pleasure Androcles!” The man’s voice replied over their COM units. “Bringing the rain!”
KINDRED SOUL


“…Bring the rain please!” Androcles voice thundered through the bridge.
 
“It would be a pleasure Androcles!” Patton answered as he rose to his feet. “Bringing the rain!” Patton turned to face his Weapons Officer. “Full GSB WEPS! Ten second burst on all batteries!”

“All batteries primed and ready sir!” The man answered.

“Prepare to go to EOT and to direct Ground Support Craft from the ARIZONA and SPARTA'S WRATH XO!” Patton barked.

“Standing by sir!”

Patton smiled. “You heard the man! Let’s bring the rain! Fire!”

VENTORI


“You may wish to cover your ears father.” Andro told him a split second before the horrible buzzing noise began, broken only by the deep thud like sound of the heavy Ground Support Rail Cannons.


Martin’s hands went to his ears instantly as the entire port side of the KINDRED SOUL lit up like a Christmas tree and was bathed in thick, white smoke as every Ground Support Battery on the port side of the ship opened up at the same time. 
The KINDRED SOUL had been built specifically for this type of action from the moment of her inception in Ben’s often times warped and genius mind. To deliver the 82nd from orbit and then enter the atmosphere and act as a massive mobile ground support platform with a reach that no known enemy could touch. Since this was to be a very precise barrage, only the port side ship mounted MLRS units fired. 
Six launchers with twenty missile tubes per launcher, each filled with anti-personnel cluster bomb like munitions, ripple fired off their missiles inside of three seconds. Four of the 45mm Paladin MK XII Plasma artillery batteries each fired five rounds apiece and twenty-two of the fifty-four port side 30mm Enhanced Rail Chain Cannons let loose with nearly twenty thousand rounds of Dragon Armor tipped Rail shells. As one Durcunusaan troop who witnessed it would later describe to his fellow Spartans when they landed, it was as if the heavens opened up and jorbe came through.

The valley before Discovery Base was nearly a mile across at its widest point leading up to the edge of the city of Jorlari. It had once been a serene valley with parks, trees and flowers dotting the landscape. The initial Svorag invasion had shattered that valley as skilled and proud Ventori soldiers and their weapons tried to hold them off from reaching the city limits. Now it would be remembered by those Lycavorians from Ventori as the valley that began the rebirth of their people and their world. It would one day become what it once was, but today would not be that day. 

Martin turned his head quickly to see the results of the ghastly ten second barrage as it was over just as quickly as it had begun. His dark brown eyes grew wide at the picture before him. Their crushing Etheric maneuver had thrown the Svorag back nearly a quarter of a mile from where he stood and the KINDRED SOUL’s weapons did the rest. With unerring accuracy, the barrage had begun at where they were once more massing to charge across the valley and in that ten seconds anything within an additional quarter mile was turned to, for lack of a better word in his vocabulary, hamburger. He could see Svorag bodies being tossed through the smoke and debris as the anti-personnel missiles struck and showered out even smaller bomblets that exploded on contact. The wildly powerful Paladin artillery shells landed with even more force, showering the surrounding Svorag with white hot, blue flamed plasma. The Dragon Armor tipped Rail shells punched through three and four Svorag bodies leaving gaping wounds that nothing could survive. Martin could see at least a dozen of the huge Svorag that he and Danny had fought in the bunker in the ranks of Svorag and he could only watch with happiness as the Rail Shells blew apart their oversized bodies like melons.

“Close ranks!” Andro barked the order and Martin’s head turned quickly to see Denali, Deion, Dorian, Laren, Jomann and Murano step to within a few feet of him and Andro looked to the distance.

Now sister! He shouted out into the Etheric realm.

On our way!

Martin turned his head back to the valley and he saw them rise above the ridge in the distance and bore straight in. Elynth rocketed across the ground leading them, but Martin could see that Torma, Isheeni, Aurith, Miath and Seyra had joined them. He didn’t recognize the two sleek and not yet fully grown dragons among them, but he knew Jeth, Aradace, Jeru, Maruth, Sorin and Tharua. Their Dragon Armor was fully extended across their bodies now and with trumpets of anger and retribution filling the air, fourteen dragons descended upon the battlefield with super-heated blasts of their breath and scorching hot lances of flame. In mere seconds they were among the Svorag and the ugly scaled bodies began to fly then as Heavyhorn tails and savagely curved talons began to shred the beasts. There was really no contest as Martin witnessed Torma’s mace like Heavyhorn tail spin around and connect fully with one of the larger Svorag monsters like he had fought with Danny. He could almost see as that one blow pulverized the creature’s entire upper body and turned it to jelly. 
“Andro what…” Martin began to speak to his son as he turned but Andro held up his hand as he tapped the COM implant on his jaw. 
“Josie… the LZ is clear.” Andro spoke looking at his father with a crooked grin. “Would you and your Devil Dogs care to join the party?”
“Roger that Andro! Twenty seconds!”

Andro looked at his father. “You may want to stay close to us father.” He said pointing up. 

Martin’s eyes grew wide and he looked directly up. “Holy jumping shit!” He exclaimed as he saw the pods descending through the sky directly over the top of them.

“You will enjoy this father.” Andro told him.

82nd CATAPHRACT DIVISION

1st BRIGADE DEVIL DOGS

COLONEL JOSIE MILLER COMMANDING

MUSIC PLAYING IN BACKGROUND

MAGIC CARPET RIDE/STEPPENWOLF           
“Josie… the LZ is clear.” Andro’s calm voice filled her helmet. “Would you and your Devil Dogs care to join the party?”

“Roger that Andro! Twenty seconds!” Josie Miller replied instantly. Josie quickly checked her monitor where she had been observing the battle on the ground since they had exited the KINDRED SOUL’s and descended through the atmosphere. “That’s it Devil Dogs! In we go! Freddie… spin it up!”

“Oh yeah! Magic Carpet Ride baby! Yeehah!!” The male voice echoed over their COMS and suddenly, through every COM unit in orbit and on the ground, the music erupted almost louder than most of them could tolerate, overriding every other signal on the planet. Only Josie Miller’s voice broke into the music.
“Close ranks by squad! Thruster burn now! Drop to deploy! And for fuck’s sake, no one land on Andro or the King!” Josie shouted out the order.

Even over the music and across the COM, the laughter from many different sources from within the 1st Brigade echoed, but it caused nearly every head on Ventori to turn and watch as those bright lights falling from the sky began to take shape into cylindrical like tubes. All of them seemed to be tightening into small groups of four and five as they fell and they did not appear to be slowing down in the least. Then as the woman’s words echoed over the COM everyone saw small thrusters ignite on the bottom of each pod just seconds before it impacted the ground. There was a momentary pause before hatches began to blow and the armored men and women of the1st Brigade, 82nd Cataphract Division set foot on Ventori ready to do harm.


Martin could only watch in awe as the pods began to land all around them, some only ten meters away, all of them in groups of four or five and none of them even remotely close enough to harm them. The thud and vibration of their impacts rattled through the surface for a few seconds before the explosive bolts on the hatches began to blow and the rush of compressed air filled the area around them. Martin had seen many simulations with Ben about how the 82nd would enter combat, but he would never forget this day and experiencing it firsthand. There was no pause and no chaos as pods continued to strike the ground all around them, hatches blew and the armored soldiers of the 82nd appeared ready to do battle. 
Their matte black Cataphract Armor was new in color, splashed in different areas with crimson red, no doubt to honor their Spartan training. Each member of the 82nd had to complete a Spartan training course similar to the Agoge in order to be accepted into the ranks. While nowhere near as long or harsh as the Agoge that most other members of the Union took part in, it was without a doubt, the harshest and most dangerous training that any human being had gone through in their history. If one could imagine the training regimes of every Special Operations Unit from old Earth meshed together in one program, this would be it. In order to operate the Cataphract Armor suits they had to be in perfect physical condition and able to do things humans would not normally do of their own free will. The men and women of the 82nd were a breed all their own.

They sprinted forward to obviously pre-determined distances and took up defensive stances without any orders being relayed over the COMs as the sounds of the song Magic Carpet Ride began to recede into nothing. Now arrayed in front of where he stood, in three separate lines, were three thousand men and women ready to do battle.
Martin turned as the armored figure approached at a trot. She was obviously female and she clearly knew his son.

“All down and accounted for Andro!” Josie spoke without removing her helmet. “Saw a line of fuglies off to the west and bearing in! Nothing from the east!”

“How many west?” Martin barked.

“Hard to tell King Leonidas.” Josie answered. “Several thousand at least! Turrets and minefields won’t stop these things it looks like. They don’t mind crawling over their dead!” 

Martin turned back quickly and his eyes found Danny. He reached up and tapped his jaw. “Fervon! Colonel Miller says they are coming from the west as well! By the bucket load! The turrets and minefield won’t be enough!”

Danny answered immediately. “I got it!” He barked. “Give me a couple squads of those new armored freaks and we’ll deal with it!”

Martin turned to Josie to issue the order but she was way ahead of him. He saw her turn her head and her voice filled the COM once more. “Alpha Company stand to! Double time back to General Simpson! Hold the west side of Discovery Base Devil Dogs!”
“Hooah!” Martin heard dozens of voices rip out the word at the same time and then he saw over two hundred of the armored figures break ranks and begin sprinting back towards Danny, and they were moving far faster than any human normally could because of their advanced armor.

Martin heard the screeching of the Svorag and turned once more seeing Torma and the others still engaged with the hoard. “Now what boy?” Martin snapped. “These fucking lizard assholes have done pissed me off but we can’t take them with just this number of troops Andro! I taught you better than that!”

Andro looked at his father and rolled his eyes. “Have faith father!” Andro spoke with a grin under his helmet. “We only need to push them back to their hole!”

“What? Why?” Martin exclaimed. “I want them dead! Every stinking one of them! I want this planet clear!”

“Just stick with us!” Andro snapped as he turned to Josie. “Now is as good a time as any Josie!”

“Roger that!” She barked and moved off at a trot.

“Andro we need to…” Martin began to speak but Josie Miller’s next words caused his head to snap forward.

“Devil Dogs! Let’s cook us some fuglies! Charge!” Josie screamed out.

Martin watched as his son turned to the south and he felt him reach out easily within the Etheric realm and speak only two words. This was not something that Martin had expected nor even given any thought to up until this very moment.
Daurgo now!


Martin smiled to himself as he broke into a run beside his sons. Oh yes, things were going to get very interesting.
VENTORI

TEN MILES NORTH OF JORLARI


It was their fastest deployment since they had been formed, but they were ready and had been for some time. They could only do so much on their ship because of its size, but the moment Androcles had come to them with the plan, hasty though it may have been, they were prepared to execute it. In reality, most of them just wanted to get off their ship and stretch their wings.

The Dragon Brigade was now fully in the sky, orbiting the forest and mountains below at a thousand feet waiting for the word. They circled the terrain in formation, Daurgo coasting on the thermal at five thousand feet keeping his eyes on his dragons. He longed to see Arzoal once more and feel her scales beside his but his duty and hers came first. He had accepted that long ago and in typical male dragon fashion he had never strayed from the goal of making Arzoal his. They were mates now, Arzoal seemingly even giddier about that fact than he was, and perhaps in the future they could have hatchlings of their own. Arzoal had mentioned this when they were alone before she left, but both of them knew it was not time. Knowing what they did now, even as old as she was, Arzoal would still be considered a very young dragon by her own kind, and Daurgo had every intention of insuring their future held children.


His head snapped around when he felt the tingle from Androcles and then his words burst forth.


Daurgo now!


There was no hesitation on his part. The day he and Elynth became Vrelvel Sargti was the day every dragon within the Union took a different view of Androcles Leonidas. It was well known even before this that he had an affinity for dragons that others did not. He could almost sense what other dragons were thinking as could Elynth. Discovering what they had these last weeks all made sense now. Androcles was dragon. He had dragon blood flowing within him, as did Dorian Leonidas. This made them dragons. This made them so very unique. 

This made them Dahakoan.   

Following them was never in question.

Dragon Brigade! Androcles has called! We go now! By formation! 

The three thousand trumpets of approval echoed across the clear sky and the Dragon Brigade folded their wings and surged north into battle.

DISCOVERY BASE  


“…Defensive positions by the MED building!” Anja snapped as she moved toward the door into the medical facility. It was the most reinforced and heavily fortified building within Discovery Base. “All non-combatants set up positions in the rear of the building! Give me three teams of four on all four corners! We need…”


Aricia was pulling Jezima and Meral along with For'mya and Tinra, her VID Drone operator scrambling to keep up while Archer and Asa were moving in front of them on high alert.


Jezima gripped Aricia’s hand tightly. “Anja is…”


“Anja will direct operations here. She is far more knowledgeable in this way than either For'mya or I.” Aricia spoke as they walked briskly and Jezima saw that she was leading them toward the waiting STRIKER Mark II. “You and Meral must get airborne and out of danger now.”


“Aricia no!” Meral exclaimed.


Aricia stopped and looked at them, drawing For'mya close to her as well as Jezima and Meral. Tinra’s drone operator focused one of his two drones on the small group of women without them noticing.


“We will not leave!” Jezima spoke firmly.


“Yes, you will.” Aricia spoke to her just as firmly and squeezing her hands tightly. “You are our Beloved’s only connection to his past Jezima. The only link to the staanio that set him and our children on this path. You are his staania and he will allow no harm to come to you no matter what.”

“What about you?” Jezima protested. “Anja and For'mya? You will remain here and fight! And so shall we!”


For'mya shook her head as she pulled Meral close. “No. Aricia, Anja and I have been fighting beside him for decades. We know what he will do and he knows what we will do. What we are capable of. We cannot be at our best if we worry for you and Meral. Martin would be… he would be distracted if you remained. Torn between fighting these monsters and keeping you safe. It must be like this.”


“There is more to it than just that!” Meral complained. “We can see it in your faces!”


For'mya nodded her head slowly. “He does not wish you to see what he may have to do. What our children and our friends and our soldiers may have to do.” She answered her. “And neither do we.”


“I know what war is For'mya.” Jezima said.


Aricia shook her head now. “No staania.” She said softly. “You have not seen how we wage war. We are not Pralors, we are Lycavorian Spartans and we do not hold back or offer mercy. And we do not take prisoners.”


Tinra was standing quietly and she thought for a moment that Aricia’s statement should have offended her or made her view them in a different light. Aricia’s statement sounded so correct though, and she felt nothing but admiration for all of them. She stepped forward quickly.


“Queen Aricia… what if we were on your ship there and off the ground.” She offered. “We could just circle the area and not be in harm’s way. If things… if events do not turn out, we will move to your ship in orbit.”


Aricia met her eyes for a long moment and then glanced at For'mya before slowly nodding her head. “Very well.” She spoke. “Archer, you and Asa see to it they get aboard the STRIKER. When the battle is over and we are confident we have prevailed then you may allow the ship to return.”


Archer nodded his head as he came up to them. “As you order my Queen.”


Aricia looked at Jezima and Meral once more. “Do this for us. For Martin. Please.”


Jezima nodded her head after a moment. “Very well.”


Aricia kissed her cheek quickly as did For'mya and she motioned to Archer. “Take them and get airborne. When this is over you may return.”


Archer took Jezima’s arm gently and she gripped his hand willingly now as Meral took Asa’s hand. “May the gods watch over you.” Jezima spoke softly.

Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “And you.”


Archer urged them to come with him and For'mya stepped up close to Aricia as they headed for the STRIKER in the distance. They slipped their arms around each other’s waist.


“Now what?” For'mya asked her. “With them off the surface and safe, our Beloved will not hold back.”


Aricia nodded her head. “And neither will we.” She spoke. “We…”


“Aricia! For'mya!” The female voice spoke form behind them.


Aricia and For'mya turned and saw Perlae, Ishma and Awser move up to them at a jog, the three adolescent dragons scampering along behind them.


“Perlae!” Aricia exclaimed. “What are you doing here? You should have remained in orbit!”


Perlae shook her head as they stopped in front of them. “You are our family and if you fight, we fight!” She spoke. “All of us have been well trained by our father and others and we will stand with you!”


Aricia glanced at For'mya quickly and then nodded her head. “Perlae, remain at the Medical facility with Anja. It will be the last defensive position if these monsters breach the perimeter in any area. Awser, move to the west wall and report to Daniel Simpson. Ishma, you come with For'mya and I.”


“Where are we going?” Ishma asked quickly.


Aricia took her hand. “You will see.” She replied as she headed for where Normya’s STRIKER was resting a short distance from the MED building.


“I have seen that look before Aricia!” For'mya commented as she moved along beside them.


Aricia glanced at her and smiled. “I know.”

PRALOR SPACE

ARTAAYA

CAPITAL CITY ERENDA

Delnash walked back into his office from the balcony overlooking the city and saw Avatar 27 standing beside the huge wall monitor. 


“27, what is going on?” Delnash asked. “Even from my balcony I can see the activity in the City Center. Much more than usual for this time of morning.” 

The massive seven-foot-tall Avatar turned to face him. -A live transmission from Lady Tinra Chief Elder- 27 answered. -It is being re-directed from Honelze and beamed all over the planet. She left for Ventori several days ago as you know-

Delnash nodded his head as he moved to his desk. “Yes, she wanted to conduct more of her interviews with Martin and his wives.” 

-Chief Elder Delnash you had better witness this. It is a live feed from Ventori- 27 told him gaining his attention. -It appears as if the Svorag have attacked them in force-
“What?!” Delnash gasped aloud as he moved over to the monitor.

“…Lifted off into the skies above what remains of this once great Lycavorian city! It was destroyed only a few years ago when the Svorag invaded this world. ” Tinra’s face appeared both drawn yet animated. “Only moment ago I witnessed something that I never in my life believed I would see. Mitra play it for them…”
The picture shifted to a view of charging Svorag and then, startling everyone who was receiving and watching the transmission, from above came seven armored figures who dropped to the ground from out of the picture and sent devastating Etheric shockwaves ripping outward to smash into the ranks of the Svorag with the force of a major hurricane.
“I knew what Martin Leonidas was when I first interviewed him on Manne.” Tinra’s voice began speaking once more. “A Lycavorian yes, but also a Praetorian. There was never any question of that just being around him. He is a Lycavorian. A member of a species that most of our own great scientific community considers inferior in every way to us.” 
Delnash detected the scorn in Tinra’s voice when she spoke those words and he had to smile to himself. 

“Today, Martin Leonidas’ son Androcles, himself a Praetorian and descendant of our own Chief Elder Sumar, he returned with Praetorian Murano and five other Praetorians among them. Three of them Martin Leonidas’ sons as well. You have just witnessed their entrance into this battle here on Ventori. Praetorians! Bless the Ancients within the Rift of Time! Never did I imagine this could be. The Praetorians have returned to us!” 
Tinra paused for a long moment as the recording showed them Martin leaping forward to land beside his sons and standing in the face of thousands upon thousands of charging Svorag. Tinra’s voice picked up once more.
“Martin Leonidas and his people were here on Ventori hoping to assist those survivors of the Lycavorians that once called this planet home. Lycavorians that one of our Seed Missions left here! Lycavorians that were prospering and growing peacefully until the Svorag came and destroyed their world killing millions in the process. Monsters that we created!”

Delnash shook his head. “Tinra no.” He gasped.

“I say that we created them because this is the truth. The Svorag are not some naturally occurring species within the universe.” Tinra spoke evenly. “They were created by one of our own scientists and now he has lost control of them. Elder Lorendo created these monsters for a purpose none of us could fathom. The Elder in charge of our own Science Convocation is responsible for their creation and the deaths of so many of our people and, as I have discovered, millions of others as well. And now a species we thought beneath us is out here fighting these monsters in order to protect innocents. We…”
“Damn!” Delnash snapped as Tinra continued to speak. “27… we need to get ahead of this!” He barked. “Call for an Emergency Meeting of all Elders in one hour! Have Garen lock down all spaceports! Lorendo and his cronies will undoubtedly try to leave the planet if they are even here! Issue an immediate arrest warrant for Elder Lorendo and send security troops to seize all of his assets!”

-As you instruct Chief Elder- 27 spoke as Delnash continued to look at the screen.

“And 27?” Delnash spoke. “I want a chronological timeline of Lorendo’s activities dating back to before the fall of our people. It is out in the open now and I am going to make him the most wanted face in the universe. Make sure you include his actions and suspected involvement in Sumar’s crash and the deaths of millions of our people on those City Ships with him.”

-Understood Chief Elder-   

“Once you have done those things… contact Dysea and Isabella on Honelze.” Delnash spoke. “We will need to coordinate out in the open fully now.”


-Do you wish to have Lady Tinra’s transmission interrupted- 27 asked.


Delnash shook his head. “No.” He replied. “I may have waited too long before but I will not hide any longer. Allow her to report everything and give any other agencies our full support if they begin asking questions. Her subordinates will undoubtedly come to us to confirm what she is reporting and I’ll be damned if I will throw her to the wolves for telling the truth.” He told him. “We will not hide any longer!”


“Wait… we are getting an image from the battle below us and…” Tinra’s eyes went wide at what she saw and the picture changed to one of utter mayhem. “By all that we hold holy!”

SCIMITAR

TASK FORCE SPARTAN HAMMER
ADMIRAL SA’SUR COMMANDING  


“Report!” Sa'sur barked from her command chair on the bridge.


“All Task Force ships have made the turn Admiral!” The TO replied instantly. “All Fleet Groups in Defensive Pattern X-ray one four and maintaining Shroud. The only one they see is us Admiral.”


Sa'sur nodded her head. “The Kintaur ships?”

“Still closing, course 2675.9.” The TO answered. “Looks like a standard attack formation Admiral. Man, they are some seriously ugly ships too.”


Sa'sur smiled as she rose to her feet. “Let’s not discount them. Status of their weapons and shields?”

“All of them running with shields active.” The TO replied. “Rudimentary laser cannon point defense systems on most of them, some with what appears to be first generation plasma based beam arrays and light projectile turrets.” He looked up at her as she met his eyes. “None of it will even scratch our shields Admiral, not to mention our hull.”

Sa'sur nodded her head. “Very well, but let’s be safe. Raise our shields and power all weapons. Andro said not to jerk around with these fools because they have been kidnapping our people from this planet and I don’t intend to.” Sa'sur moved to the center of her command platform. “COM officer, open a channel to these Kintaur. Let’s see if they are awake.”

“Channel open Admiral.”


Sa'sur took a deep breath. “This is Admiral Sa'sur of the United Lycavorian Union Command Ship SCIMITAR to the approaching Kintaur Hegemony ships. You have entered a recognized Lycavorian Union Planetary System and I request that you state your intentions. Please respond to this transmission or you will be considered hostile and we will fire on you. I will not be repeating this message. SCIMITAR out.”
KINTAUR COMMAND SHIP

SECTOR GENERAL SULOS 

SUN ARROW


Sulos was watching his main monitor as the massive ship approached slowly. 

“This is Admiral Sa'sur of the United Lycavorian Union Command Ship SCIMITAR to the approaching Kintaur Hegemony ships. You have entered a recognized Lycavorian Union Planetary System and I request that you state your intentions. Please respond to this transmission or you will be considered hostile and we will fire on you. I will not be repeating this message. SCIMITAR out.”



Sulos turned to the side of his bridge. “You can detect nothing?” He asked his main sensor operator.


“Negative General.” The man answered. “The same type of distortion field surrounds this ship as it did the others and the composition of the hull is very similar to the others as well.” The man lifted his eyes. “It is a metal that we have never seen before sir.”


Dynv stepped closer to Sulos from where he had been standing against the bulkhead. “It is only one ship General. The others have remained around Ventori. We should destroy it and move on to the planet.”


“General! New contacts!” His sensor operator barked. “Just coming into range sir! One massive contact is currently parked directly over the planet sir! General it is over twenty thousand meters long!”


Sulos looked at him. “How… how is that even possible!” He exclaimed.


“Three other ships matching the configuration of the warship approaching our location sir! All of them are maintaining positions over the planet in what appear to be low orbits!” The man barked.


Sulos looked at his sensor operator once more. “And you can detect nothing that would tell us how many other ships they have out there?”


The man shook his head once more. “I’m sorry General.”


Sulos looked at Dynv. “Dynv?” He asked.


“Attack now General.” The man answered. “It is only one ship and we may not get another chance like this.”


“And how many ships can we not see?” Sulos demanded.


“This false King ordered the destruction of one of our ships!” Dynv spat. “We must respond in kind.” 


Sulos met his eyes for a long moment and then turned to the side. “Inform all ships to prepare to fire!” He ordered quickly. “Full weapons!” Dynv looked pleased with himself as Sulos moved to his command chair. “Open the channel to this female! I will speak with her first.”


Dynv looked surprised and he moved forward. “General what are you doing?” He gasped. “You should attack now!”


Sulos looked at him. “I will not risk my men and ships against an unknown force!” Sulos snapped. “I…”


Dynv calmly withdrew the sidearm he wore on his belt, leveled it at Sulos’s head and fired from point blank range. Sulos’s head exploded like an overripe melon, showering the deck and parts of his chair with bits of skull and brain matter. The sound was deafening in the confines of the bridge and no one did anything because they stood there in shock. Dynv looked around the bridge slowly as he lowered the weapon, daring anyone to challenge him with his demeanor.

“General Sulos was required by our law to act!” Dynv barked. “He refused to defend Kintaur laws and has paid the price. I will be assuming command of this ship.” He looked around the bridge. “Does anyone care to challenge me? You will meet the same fate as General Sulos here.”

No one on the bridge moved and Dynv waited for a few seconds longer before pushing Sulos’s now cooling body out of the chair to thump onto the deck unceremoniously. He settled into the chair, ignoring the blood stains and looked at the monitor. “Order the fleet to fire on that ship, destroy it and then prepare to move to the planet!” He barked.

There was a pause before the Tactical officer looked up from his station. “The… the fleet signals ready sir!”


Dynv had a smug look on his face as he spoke the order he had always wanted to give even as a small child. 


“Fire!”

SCIMITAR


“Nothing?” Sa'sur asked looking at her Com officer.


“All channels silent Admiral.”


Sa'sur looked at the Kintaur fleet in her holographic tactical plot. “I don’t like this.” She stated. “Are they still closing?”


“No change in course or speed Admiral.” The OPS officer replied.


“Inform the Task Force to be prepared to attack.” Sa'sur spoke now. “I am not…”

“Admiral! They are locking weapons! They are locking weapons!” Her TO screamed out.


“Evasive port! Evasive port!” Sa'sur shouted the order loudly. “Weapons free! Weapons free! Point defenses engage!”


Sa'sur gripped the sides of her chair as the SCIMITAR heeled over to the left side in a powerful turn to port.

“They are firing Admiral!” Her TO screamed out. “Point defenses engaging! Task Force requesting permission to engage!”


Sa'sur could feel the hammering of the SCIMITAR’s Point defense batteries as they began to fire at an unbelievable rate. The SCIMITAR shuddered violently as the Kintaur weapons from nearly three hundred ships began to impact all across her shields as she turned. The Point Defense Batteries were engaging faster than the eye could follow, the Nodon Engineering JCN Type 71 Tactical Network and NorthAm Mk X Aegis FCS providing the brains behind the system. The SCIMITAR was among the first of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers to undergo the refit to the ARIZONA-Class computer and fire control systems and now it would pay off in huge dividends. Developed by Nodon Engineers under the guidance of the Avatar Avi, they had built a computer system that could regulate and control the advanced weapons that the new Union ships would have. And control them it would.

“Tell me they did not just shoot their pip squeak guns at my ship!” Sa'sur snarled and she gripped the sides of her chair tighter as the SCIMITAR’s regenerative shields absorbed what hits the PDS batteries did not take out. “Report!”

“Shields at ninety-seven percent!” Her OPS officer barked out. “Minor buckling to port nose outer shell! Sections forty-two and forty-three! They took the brunt of the force! Worker Drones nine through twelve already moving to repair!”


Sa'sur looked at him with wide eyes. “They scratched my ship!” She barked aloud as she turned back toward the main bridge view window. “TO! Main Batteries two through fourteen on that big, ugly ass ship in the center! 1st Echelon of Task Force de-shroud and engage! 2nd Echelon to remain shrouded and support as needed! Scratch my ship will you? Sibfla!” 
SUN ARROW


“Well?” Dynv snapped as he turned to the Tactical officer.

The man looked up from his station with wide eyes. “Sir! Sensors are… sir we did no damage to the ship!”


“Impossible !” Dynv hissed. “We hit them with a full attack from three hundred ships! That is not possible! That ship should be crippled at the very least and…”


“Sir! Lycavorian Command ship is coming about! I’m detecting other Lycavorian ships appearing to port! Gods, over a hundred and thirty ships have just materialized to port! I’m detecting power surges of some kind in all of the ships! Sir they are… they are firing!”


Dynv turned to the monitor at the front of the bridge and saw the enormous flare of strange light from the side of the Lycavorian ship. He was unable to process the source of the strange light because his brain was already dead by the time the information that the ship was firing finished processing in his mind.

SCIMITAR


Sa'sur watched with much satisfaction as her gun crews and computers brought her weapons to bear and unleashed a volley from the main batteries of the newer Type One MK9C Alpha Series Quantum guns. Thirteen Quantum powered Plasma Particle guns all fired at the same time, all targeting the SUN ARROW. The main batteries of the SCIMITAR tore into the starboard side of the SUN ARROW and effectively eviscerated the entire ship in one stroke. The Kintaur ships were in no way, shape or form a match for even an AUTUMN MOON-Class Heavy frigate’s weapons load out. 
The main batteries from the SCIMITAR went clean through the minimal shields on the Kintaur ship and blew great swaths of the ship’s superstructure into tiny particles of space dust, venting the entire ship to space in the amount of time it took for a person to take two breaths. The SUN ARROW imploded upon itself then, it’s engines going critical with the massive loss of power and coolant and the ship blossomed into a huge fireball, engulfing the two closest ships to it in the same fireball.

As soon as that fireball dissipated, the remaining Kintaur ships were just in time to see the First Echelon of  Task Force Spartan Hammer de-shroud and tear into the Kintaur fleet with the ferocity of a pack of wolves on the hunt and smelling blood. Most of the ships of the First Echelon were made up of the SCIMITAR’s normal Fleet Group, all of them under the direct command of Sa'sur. Most of those men and women had served with Sa'sur and Androcles for nearly eight years, some even turning down promotions to remain with the Prince’s Combined Forces Fleet Group. They had the same amount of respect and love for Sa'sur as they did for Androcles, and they tore into the Kintaur fleet with savage anger for attacking their Admiral unprovoked. Quantum powered MK9C Alpha Series Plasma Particle guns began to pound the larger Kintaur ships before most of them had time to react and reload their own weapons. The smaller, but no less deadly VANGUARD-Class Interdiction Cruisers, NOVA-Class Mark III Medium Cruisers,  TAUR’OHTAR-Class Destroyer Escorts and the venerable but still lethal LEONIDAS I-Class Heavy Cruisers ripped into the Kintaur Fleet without hesitation. All of these ships had extensive upgrades and refits in order to bring them in line with the new Union Fleet guidelines, all of them now fielding advanced Matter/Hypermatter Fusion Drives based on the ARIZONA’s own Quantum Hypermatter Drive. 

The Kintaur fleet tried to fight back, over a dozen of their ships getting off second volleys that careened hopelessly off the advanced shields and armor that all Union ships now used as standard equipment. Those brave but misguided Kintaur ships died first as the VANGUARD-Class Interdiction Cruisers sprinted right up to within spitting distance of the Kintaur fleet and began to unleash their own brand of retribution. This was not a fair fight by any stretch of the imagination and the Kintaur ship captains began to sense it right away. The TAUR’OHTAR-Class Destroyer escorts were executing their Wolf Pack tactics to utter perfection as they would suddenly appear from under Shroud and four or five ships would rip into a Kintaur cruiser and then just as suddenly disappear from view. This was what one Union Captain would much later describe as a turkey shoot. It wasn’t really fair in the least, the Union ships centuries ahead of the Kintaur in technology, tactics, and training.
This was not lost on the Kintaur Task Force Deputy Commander from his Heavy Cruiser. The moment their sensors detected that the barrage of fire from all of their ships had done no damage to the Union ship he began issuing orders for the Task Force to retreat. As his ship turned and began to run away at its top speed, over sixty other ships sprinted with him, leaving the rest of their fleet to be immolated and slaughtered by vastly superior forces.

SCIMITAR


“Admiral! Sixty odd ships are running! Bearing three, three, two nine five!” The TO barked. “I have lock on nineteen of them with Mark 22 missiles! I can…”


Sa'sur came to her feet. “Negative! Let them go TO.” She spoke quickly. She turned to face the man. “Clean up the ones in range! Any escape pods are to be immediately picked up and their occupants treated but detained. Have Security Teams stand by to execute this.”


“Yes sir!”


“Deploy the 2nd Echelon into Planetary Defensive Grid nine.” Sa'sur spoke. “They are to remain under Shroud but nothing enters the system unless they can prove they are part of the Royal Family. Nothing.”

“Understood sir!”


“Get Manda Lorian on the horn and route it to my Ready Room. We have some things to cover.” Sa'sur spoke.


The TO looked at her oddly. “Trouble Admiral?”


Sa'sur smiled and shook her head. “Manda has been out here a lot longer than we have and I want to tap her brain. We need to get up to speed real quick.”


“Understood.”The TO answered. “Kintaur wounded sir?”


“Bring them to us.” Sa'sur spoke. “Rig up one portion of the Dragon Den as a holding cell if you have too and put two companies on duty.” She turned and headed for her Ready Room. “Put Manda through as soon as she calls back.”


“Aye sir!” The TO answered.


The results of this first space battle in the Echo Quadrant would be really nothing more than a footnote in Union history in the larger scheme of things, but it would be marked as an historic day by one species in the Echo Quadrant. And there would be nothing anyone could do to stop it.
VENTORI


“Wait… we are getting an image from the battle below us and…” Tinra’s eyes went wide at what she saw below them as they circled the outskirts of the city. “By all that we hold holy!”

They appeared from underneath their STRIKER and drew gasps of disbelief from Jezima and Meral both as well. Dragons. Hundreds of dragons. Thousands of dragons, all flying in perfect formations at breathtaking speed. All of them with glittering light blue and white armor adorning their bodies. Dragons were not new to Pralors, but seeing three thousand of them flying together and wearing obvious combat armor of some sort was something none of them had ever envisioned. 


“Are you getting this?” Tinra almost yelled. “I don’t know if anyone is seeing this but thousands of dragons just appeared from beneath the ship we are on orbiting the city! Gods… there must be thousands of them and they are… oh my! Mitra!”

“I got it!” The man answered as he typed away furiously on his P9 while trying to remain standing with the motion from the STRIKER. “I got their Com channel!” He exclaimed. “I’m tapping into it as well!”


“…left side Josie!” The voice Tinra did not recognized barked out the order. “Roll them back with your people! We will take the right side! Push them back into the city proper! Daurgo and the Dragon Brigade will meet them there! No prisoners Josie! We do not have the means to treat them and none must remain alive behind us to go after my mothers at Discovery Base!”

“Understood!” The female voice barked back. “You heard the order Devil Dogs! Now let’s do this!”


Tinra looked at Mitra with wide eyes of disbelief. “They are charging them when they are outnumbered so!” She gasped aloud. Another voice that she recognized instantly sounded over the COM now.


“Fervon… what is your status?!” Martin’s deep and clear voice echoed.


“Fuglies coming out of the woodwork!” Danny’s voice sounded back over the COM, the sounds of heavy gun turrets obvious in the background. “Mines and turrets chopped them down to size and we are engaging! Looks like some snuck through and got past the wall Marty! Suicide bombers from what I could tell! Now stop bothering me and let me work my magic!”

Tinra could only gape out the rear of the STRIKER as she heard them on the COM speaking as if they were out for a simple stroll in the afternoon. She could see thousands of the Svorag on the ground swarming around a large group of armored individuals with dragons all around them. Her eyes grew even wider when she realized who exactly she was looking at from a thousand meters above them.

“Jezima!” She exclaimed. “Is that…”


Jezima and Meral turned to look at her, both of them with unabashed pride in their eyes and on their faces.


“Yes!” She answered with tears rolling down her cheeks.


It was a sight that none of them would ever forget for however many years they had left in their lives. It was also a sight that was being transmitted live and in color to Honelze and then on to Artaaya and Nepneu. 

A sight that would change the future of the Pralor people from this day forward.

VENTORI


Whoever Martin Leonidas may have thought was leading these Svorag, he was correct in one aspect. Svorag were not used to running away.

Whether it was because of the usual massive numbers that they had or the sight of their horrifying physical presence, these Svorag had never faced an enemy that refused to give any ground. They had never met an enemy that was unwilling to surrender territory that belonged to them. Most of the enemies they had faced up until now in their rampage across several systems had fought briefly and then turned to run in the face of overwhelming odds.


They had never face Lycavorian Spartans in battle. They had never faced Union troops of any species or culture in battle. Being outnumbered was nothing new to them. In all actuality, Union forces always went in to battle thinking they were outnumbered, for most of the time they were. The difference was that Union soldiers and especially Spartan trained Lycavorians and elves never surrendered and never gave up. They went in to every battle thinking they could win or they would die in service to their King. This was certainly the case right now. 

No matter what drove each individual soldier to enter into this way of life, it always came down to the camaraderie and sense of family that all of them absorbed and became part of upon entering into service. For Josie Miller and her men and women it was a fact that, along with Admiral Miranda Lorian and those humans on the ARIZONA, they were once more blazing a path among the stars and representing mankind in the process. A better mankind. A mankind that had finally learned from the many mistakes of the past and moved from its infancy into adulthood. Miranda Lorian, because of all she had lost through the years, now considered the crew of the ARIZONA her family. Josie and her Troopers considered each other family since they had been together, at the bare minimum two years, while most had been together since the inception of the program and that was seven years ago. Whatever the motivations of the men and women on the ground today, there was no back up in any of them, and retreat was not even in their vocabulary. 

The valley had narrowed to half a mile across in their location now, the shore of the huge lake now on their left side and providing some measure of defensive bonus. However, no one was worried about defensive bonus at the moment. With the newly built Pralor UPPR11s now in the hands of every member of the 82nd, this one single human Division and the Durcunusaan Ready Division were the most well-armed force in the entire Quadrant. And they were certainly not above sending their enemies right straight to jorbhe. 

Combined with their innovative training regime, and their Cataphract Armor enhancing their physical abilities, Josie Miller’s 1st Brigade was advancing steadily on either side of where their King and Crown Prince fought side by side. Bodies of dead and mortally wounded Svorag littered the ground behind them as they relentlessly pushed forward toward the city. The deep throated boom of the close range M4X Particle Magnum sidearm was heard often and very nearly drowned out by the throated roar of the UPPR11s. The name was actually one that Armen had instituted as the Armory Master Chief and Worker Drones began to roll them out of the Weapons Fabrication Lab three hours after SPARTA'S WRATH had destroyed the Pralor Science station and begun its trip here. Fashioned to look almost identical to the Union P190A5, the WFL personnel and Worker Drones had incorporated the more powerful aspects of the Pralor Particle weapons into the more streamlined Union design. The result was the UPPR11s, or as the members of the 82nd and the DRD had begun to call them, PPRs.

“Advance!” Josie screamed out within her COM.

It was happening quickly, they would lay down blistering amounts of firepower for twenty seconds and then Josie would move them forward. The member of the 82nd would advance several dozen meters and then do it again. They were burning through ammunition as if it was endless. Shoulder to shoulder they advanced over the dead and dying bodies of the many Svorag, not caring who or what they may have been at one point in their lives. Most of them were covered in Svorag blood but they did not break ranks even in the face of the enemy that they faced. They may not have had Shi Viska’s as their Lycavorian comrades did, but for every Svorag that broke through and reached their line, and there were hundreds, they were quickly chopped to bits by savage blades or M4X PMs. The order had gone out and there would be no mercy shown this day. Josie Miller kept close watch on the entire line with her helmet HUD, monitoring their movement to stay even with Androcles and his father. She did not look over at where the roars of dragons filled the air for Josie had seen Bonded Pairs fight before and it was a devastating thing to witness. The inhuman screech snapped her attention around and Josie saw three of the Svorag leaping from where they were, intent on breeching the line. It did not matter how they had made it through the barrage line of fire, only that they had.

“Breech! Breech!” Josie screamed out as she brought up her PPR on the Svorag coming right at her and held the trigger back.
Nineteen particle rounds, each tipped with a drop of explosive tore into the Svorag’s deformed body, blowing ghastly wounds into its flesh. Josie dismissed the first one as her burst had taken its head off and blown apart its upper chest. She was shifting her PPR and saw the second Svorag almost upon her. She dropped the PPR on its quick release straps and snatched the ancient Khukuri from its sheath on her shoulder. The ancient Earth weapon of the long dead Gurkhas had survived well into this time and many of the 82nd carried these signature weapons of perhaps the fiercest group of fighters next to the Spartans of ancient Earth. The blades had all been forged from Dragon Armor and were razor sharp. Those members of the 82nd that carried them had gone through extensive training with the Khukuri, given by the only known surviving members of the Gurkha culture. They occupied a small town in western Utah where they trained the 82nd in different tactics including the use of this weapon. Those who carried the Khukuri were some of the most lethal close in fighters the 82nd had within its ranks, Josie Miller being one of them.

Josie didn’t hesitate for an instant and she fell upon the Svorag who landed closest to her. With a scream of effort, she took off the Svorag’s right arm before it had even regained its balance. As the Svorag screamed in agony and opened its armored jaw to extend its thick tongue to attack, Josie drew back the Khukuri.

“Fuck you!” She screamed and drove the Khukuri deeply into the Svorag’s brain right through its open jaw and wrenched t the side with all her natural and enhanced strength provided by the Cataphract armor. The Khukuri tore free sideways taking most of the Svorag’s lower jaw with it. As the creature began to twitch its way to death Josie turned her head to find the last one only to see Freddie lowering his own Khukuri, the Svorag’s head dropping to the ground beside the now dead monster.

“Not much for conversation are they Colonel!” Freddie barked out.

Though he could not see it, Josie’s face broke into a huge smile under her helmet as she replaced her Khukuri on her shoulder and snatched up her PPR. 
“Devil Dog actual from Wolverine actual!” The male voice broke into her COM.

“Go!” Josie snapped out.

“Where you want us Josie! The General didn’t want you hogging all the fun! We’re coming in hot girl!”

Josie spun around and saw the two dozen heavily armed MENKLA transports spread out in tight formation and roaring in from behind them only a hundred feet off the ground. It was easy enough to see the KINDRED SOUL holding above Discovery Base since it took up nearly everything in her view.

“Hell! You may as well join us right here!” Josie snapped out. “There is always room for Wolverines in this fight!”

“Ten seconds Josie!”

Josie touched her wrist and opened a command channel to Androcles several hundred meters away as she saw the MENKLAs dip even lower and begin to spin around in midair to offload the additional forces. 
“Andro… follow on Brigade is here!” She barked out not expecting an answer since she could see the fighting was heavy where he and his father were. “We are executing Plan Alpha as soon as they are down!”

“We are executing Plan Alpha as soon as they are down!”


Androcles didn’t answer her as he completed the spin move, his Shi Viska clearing out half a dozen Svorag who had gotten too close to him. The razor like blades on the edge of the shield were fully extended and doing massive damage to any Svorag stupid enough to get close to him. Without even blinking Andro ducked his upper body down just as Elynth’s armored wing whipped over the top of him and slammed into two additional Svorag, crushing their upper bodies with the single blow and sending their bodies hurtling over the bodies of their fellow Svorag. Andro leaped up and across the saddle on her back, his right hand closing around the pommel of the Cana and wrenching it from his harness. The blade flashed into existence from Flatspace with a hiss and he brought it down upon another Svorag who was intent upon jumping upon Elynth’s back.

None of them were holding anything back now, each of them using all of their skills learned from years of combat and more recently, instruction from Murano and the Tomes of their grandfather Sumar. Even Murano was not holding back, not drifting into the rear as he had on the Science station, now he was with them as Androcles and the others took the fight to the Svorag monsters. He had embraced his emotions just as his time with Martin and Andro had shown him, and now he fed off the very thing that he had repressed for so long. It gave him the added clarity and power that he was displaying now. He fought on the opposite side of Martin with Torma’s massive bulk between them and providing both of them support with his huge wingspan and Heavyhorn tail. Dorian and Laren were nearly side by side, Ryner and Ladur on either side of them, their Nehtes sending Svorag to meet their maker with every swing. Denali, Jomann and Deion on the opposite side of Androcles with Aradace, Jeru and Soran stomping and burning Svorag all around them. The bodies that surrounded the eight of them could not be counted nor measured. The Svorag were throwing everything that had at the line of Praetorians and 82nd soldiers and so far, unlike at any time since the Svorag had begun to terrorize so many across this Quadrant of space, their foe was not turning and running. There was no hesitation or confusion in their purpose or how they supported one another and they were standing their ground and advancing.  

For those who had never seen such a thing, it was ghastly and brutally violent but also beyond beautiful. Mirta’s Video Drone was hovering just above them at a hundred meters in the air, its many cameras taking everything in. These were the images being broadcast to Honelze and then onto the other Pralor worlds. This is what the eyes of men and women from hundreds of generations were seeing with their own eyes. The combat movements of all of them were as exquisitely graceful as any ballet dancer, the power with which they struck unquestioned. Even Lisisa and Nara had now entered the fray with Jeth and Mayla at their sides as they cleaned up those that their father and brothers had injured or tossed aside. Seven plumed helmets were moving among the mass of bodies and blood with seemingly no end in sight. Still this did not deter them in the least as they continued to push forward, blasts of superheated breath or pure flame lighting up the area all around them and skipping across the Etheric shields that protected them. Even some of the 82nd troopers were caught in the area that those blasts of death were directed but since their armor was rated at nearly four thousand degrees, it did not cause them to pause in any way.

The moment Josie’s words echoed within Andro’s helmet he looked skyward as he thrust his Nehtes into the chest of a Svorag, baring his savage dual looking fangs under his helmet.


“Sadi now!” He screamed out within Mindvoice.  
DISCOVERY BASE


“Fuck you!” Anja Leonidas screamed as she fired point blank into the Svorag’s deformed skull, 
blowing his upper body back out of the frame of the small window. She spun around, expertly ejecting the two now empty magazines from the chopped down versions of the KM12 that she had carried for decades. She jammed the butts of the weapons against her hips, the mag holders automatically dropping two new magazines into position from the holders on either of her hips. With a practiced effort that she had done on more occasions in her lifetime than she could recall, Anja reloaded her custom built KM12 Magnums and looked around the room. They had held the first Svorag charge easily, only a few having made it past the line Danny had thrown up outside the perimeter. The Svorag had charged and crawled over the bodies of their dead companions, most slaughtered by the minefield and even more taken out by the turrets, but their numbers did not seem to end and nearly a hundred had finally made it over the defensive wall and were now inside the perimeter of Discovery Base, and Danny could not pull anyone to help them. 

All non-combatants had been pulled into the medical building for it was the most heavily fortified and built. Though it was truly a portable building, Union engineers from the 1st Elven Engineering Brigade had devised its unique and hearty construction. There really was no way to physically take the building down once it had been erected and anchored without a concerted effort of explosives and force. Anja knew this and had spent nearly two years with Martin, Danny and a few other of the most skilled Spartans in the Union devising ways to defend the building. Though there were really no non-combatants within the Union, nearly everyone had some training in the use of weapons and such, there were half a dozen wounded and several Tasmor doctors and Pralor Researchers that had arrived to help Radra. These were the ones they were protecting, but looking at them Anja could tell all of them would rather die than be taken by the Svorag beasts. They had taken up positions within the huge portable Medical Facility at the points that had been determined to be the most defensible and they were ready for what came through that main entrance.
“Anja!” The voice barked out above the distant echo of weapons fire outside.

Anja turned her head to where Atropos’s huge form knelt by the main entrance with five other Durcunusaan soldiers. Atropos had been her Captain almost from the very beginning and there was nothing that would take him from her side no matter the odds. 

“I’m hunky dory!” Anja called out to him with her trademark smile. She reached up and tapped her jaw. “Danny!”

“Red! We’re kind of busy here! What’s your status?” Danny’s voice echoed over the din of weapons fire. 

“About two dozen tried to breach but we killed them all!” Anja answered quickly. “But I think they know where we are now!”

“About a hundred made it over the wall before we could seal the hole Red!” Danny barked. “They swarmed a turret position and broke through there. It’s back online now but we couldn’t chase them!”
“We’ll handle it!” Anja snapped. “Danny, what about Martin?”
“You do what you were trained to do Anja!” Danny barked. “Martin is taking care of business just like he always does!”

“Cowen Shan and I have eyes on them Anja!” Julie’s voice broke into the COM link. “You should see this! They are carving a path through the thick of the monsters!”

Anja let out a brief sigh of relief but then took hold of her emotions. “We’ll deal with the ones inside the perimeter!” She barked. “Just make sure no more get over the wall!”
“Working on it Red! Don’t get all bossy now!” Danny barked back but with a playful tone to his voice that caused Anja to shake her head. Between Martin and Danny, she had never met two men who could be in the absolute thickest of fighting and still crack jokes.

“Anja, Cowen is shifting his field to inside the perimeter.” Julie spoke once more. “He will try to give you advanced notice if he sees any of them.”

Anja’s head whipped around as the firing renewed at the fortified entrance to the Medical Building. “Too late!” She called out. “They are already here!”
Even over the rapport of a dozen P190s letting loose Anja still heard the growling sounds of the Svorag as they swarmed the Medical Building. She heard Atropos screaming out orders and then the ghastly sound of savage pounding on the side of the building. She turned just as two sets of massive hand like appendages grasped the frame of the shattered window and the entire wall began to peel away. Anja was frozen in her spot, her jade green eyes wide in disbelief and unable to move as two of the huge monstrosities that Martin and Daniel had fought in the underground bunker began to tear away the entire wall of the Medical building as if it was a can of sardines. Within seconds the whole of the ten-foot section was exposed to the open air and Anja could see dozens of Svorag waiting just behind. They had opened the facility to the outside air and Anja could smell the aroma of gunfire and explosives in the air. Her jade green eyes grew wider as the Svorag surged forward and she lifted her pair of KM12s.
“JOA!” The female voice screamed out above the din of combat and Anja whirled around and she saw Perlae move forward with her hands raised in front of her. “Forn gur ter serik aur nathos!” Anja watched with wide eyes as the area around Perlae’s hands flared with Etheric power. “Tureme un vada jorbhe arbet shaos forn gente llokels!”

Perlae, Ishma and Awser had been waiting for this moment their entire lives. The day when they would be among those Lycavorians they called blood. Those they called family. When Androcles had embraced them on his ship with no hesitation, all of their dreams and hopes had become reality. There was no way Perlae was going to allow these hideous monsters to take from her what they had only just discovered. 


Dynina was the most powerful Yowa to have ever existed among their people and while no one had ever been able to determine how she could do what she did, there was no mistaking what she was capable of. And she had passed much of this skill and control to her grandchildren for the road and the battles ahead of them. It was that skill and training that Perlae embraced completely now and she unleashed it all in one devastating attack. With Ieri standing beside her bonded sister and looking just as ferocious as the fully grown of her kind, Perlae acted in a single blink of the eye.


Perlae could see it within her mind, the multitude of Etheric strands of power within the very air itself, the way it filtered through nearly all kinds of life, from water to plants to the very atmosphere they breathed. While Martin and Androcles and the others like them could absorb these strands from all around them and within themselves and form physical manifestations of weapons, vaes was much subtler but no less lethal when applied correctly. It was these strands that Perlae manipulated and bent to her will. While she had concentrated more on a defensive form of vaes as she grew and trained, Perlae was by no means defenseless. She manipulated those thousands upon thousands of Etheric strands as easily as the conductor of a symphony and just as her dual fangs burst from her gums in savage anger and she released a snarl of wolf fury, she brought her hands down forcefully as if she was striking something only she could see.


Anja’s head whipped back around when she heard it, the ghastly sound of tearing and ripping flesh. Her eyes grew wide when she saw every Svorag in sight, including the two huge monstrosities that had torn open the wall begin to stagger about and roar in horrible pain as invisible objects began to shred their bodies to hamburger right before her eyes. Their blood erupted in every direction and they seemed to be unable to move from the immediate area outside the wall. Death by a thousand cuts was all Anja was able to think of as they began to fall and remain still, their bodies bleeding profusely from wounds that were ripping open almost of their own accord. She turned back to Perlae and saw her standing there, her hands out to her sides with her palms facing downward staring off into something that Anja obviously could not see.


“Anja!” Atropos’s voice thundered in the building since all firing had stopped and she turned to look at him and saw the exact same thing happening to those Svorag at the entrance to the Medical Building. She could see six of them on the ground thrashing in agony, their blood spilling from their bodies in copious amounts onto the floor and those dead ones that Atropos and his men had already killed. 


“I don’t know!” Anja barked. She turned back to Perlae then and moved closer to her unafraid. That they were family was just as easy for her to smell as it was Aricia and Martin and Androcles, not to mention the dual fangs that only the bloodline of Leonidas carried. Anja did not doubt what they were or who they were. “Perlae!” She snapped as she moved in front of her.


The sound of Anja’s voice broke Perlae from her frozen position and her amethyst colored eyes blinked rapidly, her dual fangs clearly visible. She glanced at Anja quickly, her hands slowly drawing back towards her body and then the strength left her and she collapsed. Anja reached for her at the same time as Anuk and Kesyla and they caught her between the three of them.


“Perlae!” Ieri exclaimed as she bounced closer to her bonded sister.


“Perlae!” Anja echoed Ieri’s shout as she held her in her arms.


Perlae’s eyes fluttered and she looked at Anja. “So tired.” She rasped out the words. “So tired Chrora.” 


Anja looked at Anuk and Kesyla as she pulled Perlae closer to her. “It’s ok.” She spoke softly. Her head turned to take it all in, the Svorag dead numbering close to a hundred and she had done it all without lifting a finger or a weapon. “It’s ok.” She spoke once more as Atropos moved up beside her.


“I have Durcunusaan beginning to sweep the area.” Atropos told her. “It appears they are all dead. How?”


Anja shook her head. “I don’t know.” She spoke looking at him. “Atropos take her. Get her in a bed.”


Atropos didn’t hesitate and lifted Perlae as if she was a feather while Anja rose to her feet beside him. She looked around once more and then back to the unconscious Perlae. “Something tells me our lives are about to get a whole lot more interesting and unbelievable.” She spoke softly.


“You mean more than they already are?” Anuk popped as she looked at her.


Anja took hers and Kesyla’s hands. “Oh yeah.” She spoke. “Oh yeah.”

PREMONITION


“Sadi now!” Andro’s voice filled her mind as clear as if he was standing beside her.


Sadi had been waiting for that call and instantly she activated  her COM unit. They had been circling Jarlori since Andro and the others had exited out the ramp, Kameka using the Quad Pulse Cannons to shred large groups of Svorag wherever she could target them. Sadi and Ne'Veha let her do her thing for neither of them had ever seen a more natural gunner. The Quad cannons were like an extension of her body and at times she looked silly in her large chair with three banks of consoles surrounding her body. However, there was no mistaking her aim. Andro had ordered the skies above Jarlori cleared immediately upon exiting SPARTA'S WRATH in orbit and they were the only ship airborne above the desolate city now. 

They alone knew why right now, but everyone would soon know.

“Sehri! Now DuanGai!” Sadi hissed into the air. “And tell them they had better all come back!”

Sadi didn’t have to personally see what was going on in the rear of the PREMONITION, for like the Queens, Andro’s wives and mates all had a private connection that they used just for themselves to share with each other. This was now open entirely so that Carisia, Lu'ria and Caliria, all on the surface of Ventori, could know what was going on.
Sehri knelt by the open ramp of the PREMONITION looking down on the deck at where Worker Drone Alpha Nine was bouncing on its spidery legs in front of her. Namiri squatted next to her, eyes wide and still trying to grasp everything that had happened so quickly. 

Shortly after Androcles had made the Tasmor Quorum look foolish, he had led her to the private deck that held the personal quarters of his family. It was here where she discovered what they had done when it became known of this “political marriage”. Their quarters were massive to say the least, and one portion had been built to be used as an office of sorts. That room, even larger than Namiri had imagined, that room was not a small apartment that was all hers. She would have to enter it through their quarters, but they had gone out of their way to show her that her honor and integrity would be safe. She could still come into the main quarters and sit with them, or eat with them, but the office area was now hers. She could tell right away that women had decorated the room’s interior for the colors were soft and pleasant, the bed was large and very comfortable, and the small bathroom area held items that only a female would know to have. Namiri quickly learned with a smile that no matter the species, females were usually all the same. They had gone out of their way to make Namiri feel at home and welcome and this only endeared them to her as nothing else could. In the few short hours they had before deploying here, Namiri felt like she had found true friends.

“Stick to the plan and do nothing foolish!” Sehri spoke to Alpha Nine. Like all of Andro’s wives and mates, all of them knew he had developed a fondness for Alpha Nine since the excursion to the Pralor Space station. Twice since then they had caught him returning to their quarters with Alpha Nine perched on his shoulder and chirping away madly.
Namiri watched as the Worker Drone bounced up and down several times and then turned to follow the six other Drones out the rear of the ramp without hesitation. Sehri and Namiri stood up and went to the rear of the ship, both of them harnessed in and unafraid to lean close to the ramp as they watched the Drones drop quickly out of sight before engaging the small thrusters each of them had.

“You understood that noise it made Sehri?” Namiri asked loudly over the din of the wind whipping through the rear of the ship.

Sehri met her gaze. “Not until Andro bit me.” She answered equally as loud. “I don’t know how, but Andro, Eliani and a few other of his siblings understand it as well. Sadi and I and the others understand it because Andro does.”

“It sounds like gibberish to me.” Namiri spoke.

Sehri nodded her head with a smile. “It did to me at first.” She replied. “Now my brain automatically translates the sounds to words. I don’t know how and neither does Andro but it is part of who we are now.”  
Namiri shook her head. “I am so far out of my element here.” She stated.

Sehri laughed and took her hand in hers. “No more so than we are.” She answered her. “No more so than we are.” She reached up and with the other hand touched the COM panel beside the ramp controls. “Sadi, all Drones away!” She spoke. “All Drones away!”

Sadi turned her head to Ne'Veha at Sehri’s words on the COM. “Sirsangai, let Carisia and Lu'ria know. They are standing by with Zarah, Lucia, Sheva and Onera at the designated coordinates.” 
Ne'Veha nodded her head. “They won’t be happy about being left out if this works.” Ne'Veha commented. 

Sadi smiled and nodded her head. “A lot of people will be left out if this works.” She told her. “If this works, it could possibly save many lives. I doubt they will complain.”
“No bet here!” Ne'Veha echoed with a smile.


Sadi looked up and out the window of the PREMONITION’s cockpit over the city. Her jungle green eyes stared off into the distance for a long moment and she sent a combined pulse of love and devotion from all of them to the man they all so adored. She was the strongest of them since Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Sehri and Caliria were still adjusting to being new wolves and Carisia did not have a wolf’s aura. To compensate for that, they had learned to use their Etheric connection to Andro just as the Queens had with his father. It was efficient, though it could not compare the being able to bath him in your female aura or wrap your body around his and lavish him with kisses. Sadi did not expect him to respond given what was going on, but she knew he would draw strength from that combined pulse.


“Hold the line!” Danny screamed out the words as he bent down to reload his 190 A5. “Hold the line!”

Danny knew it was not something he had to yell, but given the situation he wanted to yell something. He looked up over the edge of the naturally formed ditch they were in and saw nothing but bodies of dead and injured Svorag. It seemed their numbers were endless, but he knew that was not the case. The two companies of 82nd and his and Martin’s team were putting a serious hurt on the Svorag and not giving an inch of ground, yet the creatures kept throwing their lives away. Of course, Danny had no problem sending them all straight to hell for the things he had seen they were capable of.

Danny looked to his left and saw Awser beside him, his eyes wide, but in control. Danny had been impressed for the young man had stood beside him in the thickest of the fighting and not faltered. It had also allowed Danny to witness something he had never imagined he would see in his life. Awser had actually frozen several dozen Svorag in place as they had tried to flank their group and this allowed the man commanding the 82nd companies to redirect some blistering fire onto their position and shatter their bodies to nothing. Whoever had trained him and done a superb job of it and he…


“Coming in!” The female voice called out causing Danny to turn at the familiar tone.


He watched sternly as Aricia, For'mya and Ishma sprinted the last few meters to him and then dropped into the ditch with them. All three of them were splashed with what appeared to be Svorag blood and it didn’t seem to faze them.


“What the hell!” Danny exclaimed. “You are supposed to be with Red!”


Aricia looked at him and canted her head to the side as if in a scolding manner. “You should know more than anyone that Anja can look after herself Daniel!” She hissed at him.

“What happened to you three?” He asked.


“We came in from the tree line south of here.” For'mya commented. “A Svorag patrol it seems. I think they wanted to flank your position here and were trying to slip through the timber to do it.”


Danny grinned. “I take it that didn’t go well for them!” He commented.


For'mya smiled back, revealing her dual wolf fangs. “You could say that.” She replied.


Ishma squatted across from her brother, using her hands to inspect him. “Awser?”


“I am fine sister.” Awser assured her with a smile.


“Danny?” Aricia asked him.


Dan shook his head. “I don’t know… I think they are massing for another push beyond that far depression. Awser here froze a bunch of them solid as they tried to flank us and I think it threw them for a loop.”


“Froze them solid?” For'mya asked as she looked at Awser. “Interesting. Your sister here actually burned one alive back there.”


“We can explain later chrora.” Awser answered sheepishly.


Aricia shook her head. “No need. We already know everything we need to know. You are family to us.”


“Can we talk about this another time?” Danny spoke up.


“Daniel we must…” Aricia looked at him and he met her eyes. He had been around Aricia enough through the years to know when she had something she couldn’t explain on her mind. Though young, she was far more intuitive than anyone gave her credit for, and Danny knew that is why Anja and the others loved and trusted her without doubt.


“Spit it out Rika!” Danny prompted her, using the name he had given to her many years ago. It seemed he had given names to all of Martin’s Queens on one deployment with him and they had stuck, though no one but Danny would ever dare call them by these names. As their beloved Martin’s Mard Fervon, he had earned that right.

“We must pull everyone back inside the perimeter of Discovery Base.” Aricia told him.

“We must do it now.”


“What?!” Danny asked with wide eyes. “Why?!”


Aricia looked at him intently. “I can feel my son within me Daniel. He is confident and he fights without fear or doubt. He knows he will prevail. There is absolutely no uncertainly in his surface thoughts or his emotions. Almost to the point of…”


“Overconfidence?” Daniel asked.


Aricia nodded quickly. “Yes.”


“Sibfla!” Danny spat.


“Atle?” Aricia asked him.


Danny looked at them. “It’s exactly how Martin acts when he knows he’s got you by the nor and right before he sticks it up your caboose real hard.”


Ishma looked at Daniel with horror in her eyes at what he had said about his King while Aricia and For'mya could only grin, for they knew how true Danny was. Their darling Martin was perhaps, the most deviously cunning and vile man when it came to fighting his enemies. He gave no quarter or mercy to those who were his true enemies and he asked for none. And he would use whatever means he could to bring about your demise. Androcles had learned from his father well, and even took it to another whole level.  


Danny looked at Aricia. “When?” He asked her.


Aricia shook her head. “I do not know for certain but his emotions are building as if to a crescendo. And they are building rapidly Daniel.”


Danny nodded his head and looked over his shoulder. “That means he is about to open a can of serious whoop ass and he did learn from the best. Anja?” Danny asked her.

Aricia nodded her head. “She can feel it as well.”

Danny reached up and touched his jaw. “Captain Owens!”


The officer in command of the two companies of 82nd troopers turned from where he stood several hundred meters away. “Here General!”


“Prepare to exfil back to Discovery Base Captain! Two minutes!” 


“General?” The young officer asked confused.


“The answer to your question is coming Captain.” Danny told him. “Wait for it. Just get ready!”


“Understood sir.”


Danny watched as Kenny and Cody settled to the ground beside them now. “What’s up boss?” Kenny asked.


“Time to go.” Danny said. “The Skipper’s boy is going to pull something and we don’t want to be here.”

“Oh, hell no we don’t!” Kenny hissed. “I’ll tell the others. Two minutes?”


Danny nodded his head and looked at Aricia. “Rika, you are sure?”


Aricia nodded her head without hesitation. “Oh yes Daniel. Very sure. And it is going to happen very soon.”

SPARTA'S WRATH


“Armen, we’re getting the feed!” The sensor operator called over her shoulder drawing Armen’s attention from the reports he was looking at. 


Armen wasted no time and moved quickly to stand behind her. 


-Bring it up on your main monitor- Armen told her lifting his orange hued eyes to the monitor above her head.

Armen looked up at the massive monitor as the elven female worked the controls. “Done!” The screen came alive with an expanded view of the city of Jarlori, almost as if they were viewing it from roughly a thousand feet up. “Signal is clean! Anse… they are moving fast!”


-Their top speed is approximately one hundred and fifty kilometers per hour- Armen told her as his eyes remained focused on the monitor.


The elven female looked up at his seven foot height. “Sibfla!” She exclaimed. Her console beeped softly and several blue lines began to appear on the monitor above her head. “It’s working!” She exclaimed. “Their Duridium chassis is cutting through the interference of the ore in the surface and we are picking up their Neutrino signals.”


-Map it Na’ria- Armen ordered. –And find me the most focal and active points which would serve our purposes-


Armen turned his head when Fedor and Eirene came onto the bridge with Miseo and Iama at their sides. They immediately moved over to where he was and looked at the monitors all around them.


“Armen… what is happening?” Fedor asked.


Both he and Eirene were not happy about being left out of the operation even though they understood the reasons. What had taken place on the Vanari homeworld aside, neither of them had the experience to conduct such a quick strike operation and not be a liability. They knew it as well, so even though they acted angry with Androcles they were not. They would be the advance group that departed as soon as the planet was secure.


-Admiral Lorian and your father determined that even the ARIZONA’s sensors could not penetrate the surface of the planet along the coasts due to a particular ore not found in the Alpha Quadrant. It saturates this portion of the continent- Armen told them.

Eirene looked at him. “So they could not get an accurate number of how many Svorag there really were?”


Armen nodded his head. –Androcles asked that I devise a way to rectify that issue-

“You did I take it.” Fedor spoke.


-Using the information gathered by your father I determined that a more direct sensor scan was needed. A site to site scan- Armen answered. –Given the information we had it was discovered that the ARIZONA’s Worker Drones do not possess a Duridium exoskeleton as the ones on SPARTA’S WRATH do. They were all constructed at Dreamland while our Drones are original to this ship. Duridium can be detected through the surface ore using a neutrino based sensor scan- 


“What are they doing?” Eirene asked as she reached up and touch the monitor watching as the blue colored lines grew longer and longer and twisted and turned on the screen.


“They’re mapping the tunnels.” Fedor answered his sister’s question. “The ones the Svorag are using to move without being detected. Why?”


-There is only one way to insure that the Svorag threat on Ventori is eliminated fully- Armen answered.


Eirene looked at him. “Remove the threat at its source.” She stated softly.


Armen nodded his head. -Yes-


“Armen do we have weapons that can do that onboard?” Fedor asked him. “Everything I have studied about this ship indicates that is not something we can do. Surgical strikes yes, but the firepower we have or could bring to bear, even at its minimum, it would render whatever area we hit unlivable for centuries.”


-You are correct Fedor- Armen spoke. –Even at the lowest spectrum of power we can generate our weapons are not as precise as Androcles desires-

“Then how do we do it?” Fedor asked him.


Eirene thought she saw Armen almost crack a smile before he answered. –We are not the only weapon your brother possesses Fedor Leonidas. I have also discovered that when it comes to saving lives, your brother and father will use whatever means they have at their disposal to save the maximum number of lives that they can-


Eirene met his eyes. “Armen… why does that sound suspiciously like an admission of some sort of guilt.” 


Armen’s orange hued eyes simply stared back at her. –I have no idea what you mean- He finally told her. –You should make your way to Landing Bay Six. This will be over shortly and you will want to move down as quickly as possible. Your brother will not waste time- Armen turned to the elven officer as Fedor and Eirene watched him. –Na’ria… begin transmitting the data to the KINDRED SOUL-
KINDRED SOUL

Captain George Patton was monitoring everything and staying out of the way of his crew. Hovering a nearly three thousand meter long ship only a thousand meters from the surface of the planet beneath them was no small feat to be sure. Most everyone on the bridge and the ship were glued to whatever view window they could find and using high powered macro binoculars in order to watch the battle that was taking place nearly a mile to their south. To say that it was a riveting sight would be the understatement of the millennia as far as George was concerned. Svorag bodies were being tossed about, beaten, smashed, burned and crushed at almost every turn and the dragons and Spartans below were not letting up in the least.

“Captain?” His COM officer barked out. “Incoming secure COM from Armen on SPARTA'S WRATH. Priority Channel Alpha Two One!”

George had been waiting for this and he nodded his head. “Put it up! And Overlay what they are sending to us onto our charts.”


The holodisc just to his left came alive with Armen’s hulking form and George Patton nodded his head. “Armen.”


-Captain Patton- Armen stated. –The Worker Drones have completed their sensor sweeps. You should be receiving the results now-

George looked over and saw his Sensor Chief nod and he moved over beside him. “We got it.” He spoke. “Holy shit!” He spoke as his eyes focused on the enormous area where the blue lines connected and extended.


-That was our assessment as well- Armen answered him. –We have identified what appear to be three breeding caves four hundred and nineteen meters beneath the surface as well as an additional nine entry and exit points aside from the one they have opened up in the center of Jarlori. The furthest away is one point four kilometers from the eastern edge of the city-


“Christ they are spread out over nearly four square kilometers!” Patton exclaimed. 

-We can detect no other energy signatures on the planet like the equipment coming from the three breeding centers and we believe that is all there are- Armen continued.


“So they limited their little horror shops to this coastal region because of the ore?” Patton asked.


Armen nodded his head. –It would appear so. Which lends even more credibility to the King’s assessment that whoever is leading these Svorag is some sort of former soldier and quite possibly even a Lycavorian-  


Patton nodded his head. “Not going to argue with that based on what we have seen so far.” He stated. “Armen you know what we have to use in order to do this?”

-Our directed sensors over the battle indicate that Androcles and his father and siblings and the 82nd troopers have eliminated over twenty-five thousand Svorag in just eighteen minutes of battle Captain Patton. They have lost no one as of yet but the fighting still rages- Armen stated. –The Dragon Brigade has secured all of the perimeters of the city and none of them will be escaping. I have also dispatched our findings to Daurgo and he is sending his warriors to each of the nine access points. They will not be able to keep up this pace with nearly two hundred thousand Svorag all moving towards this one exit Captain. Androcles understood and the members of the 82nd have prepared for it-

George Patton nodded his head. “Then lets do this.”


-I am highlighting the points I believe will inflict the most harm and then vent into the atmosphere- Armen spoke. –The strikes on the breeding centers will vent upwards and join the others-


“Stand by Armen.” George spoke and turned his head. “TO?”


“Sir?!”


“Spool up starboard launchers six through fifteen!” Patton spoke looking at the man. “Titan Mark IVs TO. Max yield.”


The Tactical officer glanced at him with wide eyes for only a second and then nodded. “Ten Titan Mark IVs sir. Max yield. Loading now.” 


George turned and looked at Armen in the transmission. “Better put your UV filters on maximum for this Armen.”


-Understood-


George turned from the transmission as it vanished. “Individual Target Reference Points TO!” He barked. “Each Mark Four on its own optimum course. Call off impact designators. I want them hitting within three meters of target TO!”


The young man nodded his head without responding as his hands worked the two consoles in front of him. He didn’t appear strained or anxious, but was in fact all business. George smiled to himself and once more patted himself on his back for the time and effort he put into finding the right bridge crew for the KINDRED SOUL. All of them were far younger than his forty-five years, but damned if they did not meshed like the fingers of a well oiled machine.


The TO looked up just as George turned back to face him. “Captain! All coordinates plotted and confirmed! Launchers six through fifteen are primed!”


“Very well!” George moved to his command chair and settled into it. “Officer of the Deck, prepare to extend shields around Discovery Base! TO, lock all missiles into fire mode and stand by!”

“Weapons standing by sir!” The TO answered.


“Spool up UV filters and shields!” George spoke. “How far out will the blast extend!?”


“Four kilometers from each access point sir!” The TO answered. “Anything in that radius will burn!”


“Get that STRIKER on the edge of the city with the Pralor reporter on it down on the ground!” George snapped. “The PREMONITION is the only ship that should be airborne and she should be picking up her passengers!” George turned in his chair. “XO. Get me Androcles on secure COM.”


At the moment, Sadi and Ne'Veha were settling the PREMONITION to the surface of Ventori three kilometers from the northern tip of the city. It was the only place they could find an open area large enough to accommodate the ship’s corvette like size. Sehri was lowering the ramp before they were even down and she could see Carisia and Anthar leading the sprint to the ship. Majeir was beside him as they sprinted for the ship, Alpha Nine and the other six Worker Drones atop hers and Anthar’s saddles chirping madly and bouncing all around in circles. Caliria was situated between Carisia and Lu'ria as they ran, still getting used to the abilities that being Lycanari granted to her but learning quickly. Sheva and Onera were right behind them while Lucia, Zarah and Seyra were trailing along slightly behind them with Radem situated between the two younger women.


Move everyone! Sadi’s voice erupted in their minds. Captain Patton will be firing any moment! Move!   


Her words seemed to energized everyone even more and they doubled their speed if that was possible. Sehri and Namiri were waving at them frantically to keep coming and soon Carisia was dashing up the ramp and turning to motion the others past her. Anthar and then Majeir burst past them to be met by Caydren, Cinol and Marux, the two slightly smaller dragons helping Marux to blunt the force of Anthar and Majeir’s sprint onto the ship. It was then that the reunions began as Lucia and Carisia embraced tightly while Sehri was pulling Zarah into her arms. Sheva and Onera watched as Radem was the last one up the ramp and he turned to look in the direction they had come while tapping his jaw.


“Sadi Leonidas, Anome and Blessed Wife of my friend Androcles, perhaps we should haul ass now, as Zarah is so fond of saying.” Radem spoke calmly.


Radem didn’t see the smile that split Sadi’s face but her heard her snicker in humor. Sadi looked at Ne'Veha instantly after Radem had spoken.


Ne'Veha punch it!” She snapped.


Ne'Veha didn’t hesitate, drew her fingers down the long panel to her right, and engaged all her engines to full power. The PREMONITION exploded off the ground as if shot by a gun and Sadi yanked them into a stomach rolling climb that took them to ten thousand feet in just four seconds.


Sadi sent a very clear and direct pulse to Androcles that was heard by everyone over a Tier Five Etheric user, which was just about everyone on the planet at the moment.

Andro our love! We are clear!


Martin brought his sword down across his body defensively and turned to look at his son when Sadi’s pronouncement thundered within Mindvoice. She hadn’t just spoken the words, she had screamed them out as loud as she could.


“Keto?!” Martin yelled at Androcles a mere ten meters away.


Andro waited until he had caught his returning Shi Viska and then looked at his father across the short distance. His azure colored eyes were nearly glowing under his helmet. Martin watched as Andro touched his jaw.


“Josie! Execute! Execute! Execute!” Andro spoke almost calmly.


Too calmly Martin decided as he watched his son turn slowly and he followed his gaze. Martin’s eyes grew wide as he saw ground based shields began to erupt skyward from the line that they were holding against the Svorag. As his eyes traveled up the line he saw every third 82nd trooper jamming the ground based generator onto the surface and activating it up and down the line. In less than twenty seconds a ground based shield array nearly a hundred meters in height was erected across the entire valley floor and Svorag were beginning to slam into it to no avail as they attacked. Martin’s eyes grew wider when he realized that there was no way they were going to penetrate that shield and they would soon begin to climb over their own kind to reach the top of the shield.


“Andro they will…” Martin began to shout as he moved towards his son.

“Captain Patton!” Andro spoke into his COM. “You may fire when ready!”


Martin froze in his spot when he heard the deep, rolling rumble and he turned his head to look back towards Discovery Base. His brown eyes grew wide as he saw that the KINDRED SOUL had extended its shield grid around the base and he saw seven, no eight, and nine and then ten smoke trails screaming away from the ship’s superstructure right toward Jarlori. He watched three of them veer off in another direction slightly but then they remained straight and true. As Martin watched they screamed in right over the top of his position at nearly four thousand miles an hour right above the top of the ground shield, drawing the attention of thousands of Svorag as they too took notice.


Then the missiles were gone into the city.


By this time Martin had moved up beside his son and he turned his head to meet his eyes.


“Andro what…”


“Exactly as you taught me.” Andro answered. “I’m applying the maximum amount of firepower to bring about the success of the mission father.”


Martin felt the first explosion deep in the ground and he turned towards the city as he staggered slightly. He could feel the massive concussive force of the blast underground as it rolled beneath them and he saw a massive flash of light from the area where he knew the Svorag had broken through. His eyes grew wide when he realized what it was and he turned to look at his son once more. The fleeting moment of disappointment drifted into nothing and it was then that Martin knew his son would never intentionally destroy when he did not have to.


“FAEs.” Martin asked him.


Andro nodded his head. “It was the only way to be sure.” He replied.


Martin felt several more detonations and turned once more to the city as the ground beneath their feet trembled horribly. His dark eyes grew wide when he saw it and he now knew the reason behind the ground shield. “Sibfla!” He barked out.   

Andro turned to where he was looking and nodded his head. “Yes, that was the only thing I could not predict.”


“Predict!” Martin snapped. “It’s coming right for us!”


The enormous wall of fire was indeed moving right for them. Rolling outward at nearly a thousand feet a second.


“Brace!” Martin screamed. “Brace! Brace!”


The first Titan Mark IV struck exactly where it had been programmed to strike, followed in almost perfect unison by the other nine missiles.


FAE.


Fuel Air Explosive.


An ancient weapon by definition, but still a considerably effective one. Each warhead a MAC warhead, or Metal Augmented Charge filled with aluminum powdered coated with PTFE and the Union’s MX254 explosive charge mixture. When mixed together the three compounds create the explosive force of a two hundred kiloton nuclear warhead that traveled outward at tornado like velocity and carrying with it death on an unimaginable scale. When detonated above ground FAEs can easily wipe out entire sections of a battlefield depending on how large the weapons are. When detonated underground the effect is magnified five fold. Every Svorag within forty meters of the detonation point of each missile was instantly incinerated. When the chemical mixtures mixed with the oxygen in the tunnels it caused an enormous and unyielding fireball to expand outward and ripple through every portion of the tunnels beneath Jarlori. No tunnel was spared, no portion of the intricate design left untouched. Five thousand degree flame and heat moving at nearly a thousand feet per second did not discriminate in the least. Svorag were instantly fried before a conscious thought could enter their minds.

Each Titan Mark IV FAE acted exactly as it was supposed too, and with ten of them going off underground in the space of five square miles, the devastation was complete. The air was sucked from the tunnels and the Svorag burned to ash by the thousands within seconds as the fireballs proceeded to sweep along the tunnels looking for a way to expend their energies. Those not in the vicinity of the point of detonation had the oxygen ripped from their lungs, suffocating within seconds. Other had their internal organs crushed by the concussive force of the fireball storm as it raced throughout the tunnels or simply a combination of all three events took place. The tunnels under Jarlori, previously unable to be tracked or mapped due to the high concentrations of Rubidium Ore, extended for several kilometers in all directions, usually ending at one of the underground bunkers that Martin and the others had found. These bunkers died as well as the collective force of the explosions blew them wide open, as well as the building or sewer systems they may have been hidden in.

Soon, nine columns of fire and smoke blew skywards across the horizon of Jarlori as the tempest created by the FAE weapons finally found their exits from underground. Nine columns of fire and smoke, each roughly a mile high reached into the sky above and announced to anyone within eyesight that the Svorag threat on Ventori had come to a very abrupt and inglorious end.


Since they were still about three kilometers outside of the city proper, when the wall of flame and crushing force slammed into the ground shield it had abated quite a bit to some extent. For the Svorag on the other side of the shield however, it was lethal. Hundreds upon hundreds of Svorag were thrown into the ground shield without mercy, the force of the impacts killing them instantly. Others were simply obliterated by the concussive forces and the intense rolling wave of flame and debris. Nothing in the wake of that storm was spared.

Martin Leonidas stood behind that ground shield next to his son and watched with an impassive face. He felt no remorse for what the Svorag had once been or what they had become. He knew it was not their fault in any way, and Martin blamed only one man for that. He could hear constant chatter in the background on his COM unit as men and women from Discovery Base began chattering away as the storm of fire and heat began to subside quickly. His eyes wandered over where Laren stood beside Dorian and Murano. Deion on his opposite side with Denali and Jomann. All of them staring at the one hundred meter high ground shield and then turning to look behind them at the path of destruction that they had carved. He saw many of the 82nd troopers doing the same as they began to realize that the battle was very nearly over. Lisisa and Jeth and Nara and Mayla  had closed the distance now and were moving up to where their line was. Martin could see Dutkne moving calmly with Lisisa and Nara and upon seeing him Martin realized that they were all here. With the exception of two of his sons, Resumar and Arrarn, and his Aunt Deia, his entire family was now here. This filled Martin with a sense of peace that he had not felt since the last time he was in Sparta and that seemed like a lifetime ago. Martin turned and looked at Andro, saw him reaching for his face and then he tapped his jaw. The COM channel came alive over the open frequency.

“Armen?” Andro called out looking up in to sky above him as if he could see SPARTA'S WRATH in orbit. “Report!”


-Your assessment was accurate Androcles- Armen answered. –The tunnels were full and all of them were focusing on reaching that single breach point near you. Initial reports are still coming in, however it appears as if the FAE weapons did as you determined they would. The sensor readings we are now getting from within the tunnels indicate that no Svorag remain alive inside the tunnels. Daurgo already has parts of his units prepared to enter the tunnels to confirm but we have succeeded-

“Casualties?” Andro asked next.


The was a slight pause. –Androcles we suffered no casualties. Admiral Sa'sur reports all of her units active and in order and I have detected no fallen members of the 82nd. All of their beacons are active-


Martin Leonidas watched as his son nodded his head to no one in particular, saw him look round at everyone, and then Martin watched as his oldest son broke into a dance right there on the field of battle and did not care who saw him. 
“Keto?” Martin asked him.

Andro looked at his father and shrugged. “I did not think this would work.” He answered him. “I promised Elynth I would dance a jig if it did.”

Martin Leonidas threw back his head and roared in laughter as Elynth immediately joined her Bonded Brother in the dance and it was instantly contagious as first Dorian and then Laren began to dance with him. Within seconds even nearby members of the 82nd, dressed in their Cataphract armor were dancing a jig on that open field.

Martin turned his head and looked at Torma beside him.


“Ah… fuck it!” Martin spoke.


And then Martin Leonidas broke into a dance right there beside his children and fellow warriors


