As Lessalia Ner walked into the main hangar bay of her flagship, the Kithsan Requiem, she flinched as some lieutenant on the floor saw her and bellowed, “Admiral on deck!” Every person in the bay instantly dropped what they had been doing and turned to face her, standing at attention, hands locked behind their back.

“At ease. Continue with what you were doing.” 

They all relaxed, returning to their respective jobs and she began walking across the bay towards the far wall. The bay was busy, with people running to and fro, shouts going across the room as orders were made and the consistent whine and hum or machinery and engines coming on and off line. 

The area she was moving towards was a part of the bay that housed the Gaeian assault squadron for her ship. The twelve massive machines, named after a dangerous beast from her people’s myths, indeed lived up to the namesake. The Gaeia was said to be a feline creature, covered in poisonous spines and supposedly capable of shredding someone into pieces within a few seconds. It could also spit acid and had skin tough enough to deflect any blow. Only the bravest of heroes in their stories ever confronted such beasts and few lived to tell the tale. While there was nothing mythical about the colossal machines standing in various states of maintenance in front of her, they did indeed look every bit as dangerous as the Gaeia.

As she approached, the people who were working on the maintenance overhauls for the squadron dropped everything they were doing again and snapped to attention. She sighed inwardly,

“Was I that prone to just mindless discipline and training when I was their age?” She managed to truly irritate herself when she heard herself respond, “Yes you were. You were no different, spending hour after hour of listening to discipline lectures. A mindless drone, trained to disregard thought and independence if that uniform was on, the perfect soldier.”

She was about to tell herself to shut up, then realized she was arguing with herself and shook her head to clear the thoughts away.

“At ease.” Again.

A woman with commanders stripes approached with a concerned look on her face. “Admiral, are you ok? You seem bothered maam?”

Lessalia waved it away. “No, I’m fine, just clearing away some thoughts, Commander….”she trailed off, unsure of the woman’s name.

“Commander Selta maam, I’m the new XO for this Gaeian squadron. I would have come by your office and made formal introduction but I was told by Captain Hiur to report here immediately to begin the maintenance refit.”

“Of course you were, no problem, “ she said, masking the irritation she felt at the undercut in her authority. Hiur may handle the everyday affairs of the ship but in the end, it’s my ship and my fleet. I’ll have to have talk with the good captain. Ever since Rasith Hiur had been promoted to the Captain of her flaghip, she had experienced nothing but problems with the purebred. 

Focusing her attention back on the activity around her, she looked at the Selta. 

“So how is everything going Commander?” 

Selta gestured towards the Gaeian’s. “Very well maam. We’re nearly finished with the thruster realignments on units one, two and three and are currently in the process of moving the calibration equipment to unit 4.” Indeed, they were moving a large machine that was essential in the recalibration process. 

The team had walked unit 4 out of the it’s docking slot so it was standing in the middle of the repair area. The recalibrator looked like a huge mechanic backpack that fit itself to the back and upper chest of the mech. It was currently floating through the air, slowly making it’s way towards the mech with the aid of a levitation field in the form of a blue bubble around the pack, which was being maintained by a tech on the ground. The girl handled the controls deftly, showing no signs of hesitation or problem in manipulating the delicate controls of the levitation field.

“What’s next on the agenda after the thrusters?” She began walking closer to the mech. 

“We planned on overhauling the weapons systems next. Those new assault rifles R&D equipped us wih look pretty dangerous. “ She smiled and looked up at the people working on the mechs, “Some of my girls were practically drooling when we brought those babies in.”

Lessalia smiled and placed a hand on the Selta’s shoulder. “Tell your people to be patient. I’ve received orders that after we are done refitting these units, my fleet, Admiral Vaintha and Admiral Kais’s fleet’s will be dropping out of transcendent space to play some war games. Since the habitat ships can only move at a snails pace, we’ll be taking a week off to practice in a binary system, then rejoining the fleet later. The queen is interested in seeing what these new weapons systems are capable of.”

The woman nodded, maintaining a high degree of professionalism but Ner could tell that she was excited. She couldn’t blame her of course, they had been stagnant on these ships for far too long. At this point, she didn’t care if the Earthlings had a trillion and a half ships waiting for them, all she wanted was the chance to get off the ship. 
“Five years almost”, she thought to herself, almost in disbelief. It had been five years since that epic day, when she and the rest of her people had picked up and left, leaving their false home behind and heading for what was rightfully theirs. 

“What mech types are going to be involved in the war games Admiral?” Commander Selta asked with a look of hunger in her eyes. Lasselia knew, that like any good military officer, the girl was already planning strategy, trying to flesh out details that would give her an advantage. 

“I know for sure that our there will be at least 4 wings of Gaieans, although ours will be the only one sporting the new weaponry. I also know that Strikers, 2nd generation Abyss class assaults mechs, Hammers and the rumor is that a squadron of the new Equinox units are ready.”

The Commander seemed to be ready to ask another question, when they heard someone shout. Lessalia turned and to her horror, saw the levitation bubble around the recalibration unit begin to waver. The girl at the controls had a look of panic on her face as she looked up at the Commander and the Admiral.

“I don’t know what’s wrong, it’s just losing power.” Lessalia ran over and shouldered the girl out of the way, attempting to figure out what was wrong. The bubble was beginning to flicker faster and the unit was slowly losing height. Lesallia looked up from the control and realized that the unit was hovering directly over the Gaiean it had just finished working on.

“THERE’S STILL SOMEONE IN THAT UNIT!” she turned and saw the Commander running towards the mech unit and Lessalia realized that is the recalibrator fell, it would most likely crush the unit and kill the tech inside of it, who was probably blissfully unaware of anything going on outside.

Lessalia looked at the controls one last time and realized that the power was dropping far too quickly, the Commander would never make it in time, in fact she would probably be crushed alive along with the tech inside the unit.

“Damn it all” she muttered under her breath. Vaulting over the controls, she ran towards the unit. Reaching out with one hand, she concentrated, grabbed one of the Commanders legs with her mind and pulled. The woman went down on her hands and knees and looked up as Lessalia passed her.

“ADMIRAL! LOOK OUT!” The bubble disappeared around the pack completely and it hovered in the air a second more before plummeting towards the mech. Lessalia gritted her teeth and raised both hands into the air, throwing as much force as she could at the pack. She braced herself for the impact and a second later, felt a horrendous bolt of pain as her force wave bounced off the pack and caused is to miss the mech and head straight for the floor. It hit hard, causing the ground around them to shake and making a huge dent in the metal floor.
Lessalia looked up long enough to see that everything was calm before collapsing to one knee and spitting a mouthful of blood onto the floor. She had bit into her tongue when she had summoned the force wave and after placing a finger in her mouth, she felt two holes in her tongue where her front teeth had gone through it. 

She felt a hand on her back as Commander Selta looked up at someone, “CALL THE DOCTOR IMMEDIATELY. TELL HER THE ADMIRAL IS ON HER WAY TO THE MED BAY!” Some random officer obeyed her order as Lessalia tried to wave away the commanders concern. 

“I’m fine Selta.” She tried to stand but felt her legs go out from under her. 

Summoning that much force is dangerous, she smiled to herself as blood dripped down her chin. Still, I’m probably the only person on the ship who could have pulled that off. All the of the purebreds in the bay just saw that, so it might keep them on their toes. I’m sure it will be a hot topic throughout the fleet in less than a day cycle.

Two men wearing the plain tan jumpsuit of the men in the medical corps came running over, collars gleaming, a stretcher in their hands. Selta looked at them with contempt, “See to it that the Admiral makes it to the sick bay safely.” Her eyes flashed and the two men dropped to a knee, clutching at their collars, grimaces of pain on their faces, “if she arrives in anything less than perfect condition, you will answer to me upon your return.” The two men whimpered their reply and she used her mind to turn off the pain inducing aspects of the collar.

Lessalia stood up again and this time, her legs held. She waved the two men away, telling them that she could make it to the sick bay on her own. 

Selta looked at her with concern, “Are you sure Admiral?”

She nodded, “Yes of course, I’m fine.” She heard her voice slur, since the holes in her tongue were hampering speech, not to mention that intense amount of pain that was coming from her mouth at that moment. 

“If you would Commander, please don’t use physical discipline on the males unless they have done something to explicitly deserve so.”

The blond woman looked very confused at the statement, “Maam…I don’t understand. At the Academy, we were taught to use those methods randomly and as a means of making clear our intentions.” She looked at the men again, a sneer on her face, “I doubt they feel much anyway”

Ner looked Selta’s way and decided that the girl needed a lesson in discipline. She concentrated on the girl and after a moment a look of confusion blossomed on Selta’s face. The girl turned and looked at Lessalia as her windpipe shut and after a moment, she reached for her throat. She tried to construct a mental barrier blocking Lessalia’s grip but it was battered away with little more than a thought. 

Oh no little girl, you can’t fight me. If you want to give pain, be prepared to receive it.

She held the choke a moment longer and let go, a neutral expression on her face as Selta coughed and inhaled air.

“Let me make a suggestion to you Commander Selta. Before you assume that something can’t feel, perhaps you should put yourself in it’s perspective. The males are Valenthyrie, the same as you and I. I don’t care what they are teaching you at the Academy, that’s not how I want things ran on this ship or in the fourth fleet.” She leaned closer to the girls ear, “A pet is far more apt to be loyal if you have it’s trust, as opposed to it’s hate. Remember that in the future, Commander.”

With that she turned on one heel and walked out of the hangar bay, wiping blood from her chin and relishing the looks of fear and confusion she received from the staff there. Reaching out, she could a mixture of pain and hate from Selta but also a sense of confusion, as she contemplated an idea she had never heard before. She also felt respect and fear from the girl, the same as from everybody else, in regards to her. They all had seen the raw display of psionic power that she had put out moments before and without any preparation. None of them could even come close to that kind of power, something that pleased her greatly.

Of course, if our pets won’t love you, sheer awe and reverence at your power will always work in a pinch, she thought as she walked through the doors and into the hallway.

