“There will come a time.

A defining moment in your life; when all you have been taught and trained will mean nothing.

At that time you will need to make a decision on the path your life will take. And it is at that time when you will break the chains that bind who you at your core.
You will need to surge forward into the future then Androcles, with only your experiences up until then and your heart as your guide.”

“I do not wish to be alone Feravomir.”

“A Leonidas is never alone Androcles. Your grandfather’s spirit has always traveled closely with you and your father. With Elynth and Torma. More so than even you know I believe. And you will always have Elynth.
That time will come Androcles, and it is at that time when you will truly be free and discover all you and Elynth are capable of. 

It happened to your grandfather. It happened to your father and it will happen to you.”

- The First Oracle speaking to nine year old Androcles Leonidas as remembered and dictated by Prince Androcles-
-Centennial of the Moon Celebration- 
-Sparta-
-Earth Year 2558-

-Recorded by Dilaen Roan-

-Narrator-
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
ULU SCIMITAR

“What are you doing here?” Ne'Veha demanded of her father La'sar on the deck of the SCIMITAR’s main landing bay.


La'sar had just left the small surface-to-ship transport that shuttled the pilots and crew members of the SCIMITAR to Earth and the moon. La'sar had been on Earth for a full day waiting for clearance to grab one of the transports going to the SCIMITAR. He hadn’t realized that the Crown Prince’s ship was considered a highly secure area, and only his status as a Lower Elven Parliament Member got him the clearance to come up here. He had seen the broadcast this morning and he was not in the least bit happy about what was happening within his youngest daughter’s life. He lowered his bag to the deck and looked at his daughter.

“I was already on my way here for a visit rel’yende? The last time you spoke with your mother she said you seemed distance and lonely.” La'sar spoke.

“I did not ask her to tell you to come here!” Ne'Veha said.

“No… I was on my way here anyway for a meeting with Queen For'mya. Your mother sent me a transmission and told me a young Lycavorian male contacted her at our home.” La'sar said. “He told your mother that you were feeling lonely and out of place. He told your mother that he wished to claim you as his wife Ne'Veha!”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “Tarren.” She stated.

La'sar nodded. “Yes… that was his name. He told your mother that you had been seeing him for quite some time. So you would imagine my surprise when I arrive and discover that you have not been forthcoming with us.”

Ne'Veha looked at her father. “I could say the same thing about you father.” She told him.

“I saw the Netnews broadcast this morning Ne'Veha. What exactly do you think you are doing?” He spoke firmly.


Ne'Veha stood motionless, everything her grandmother had told her over the course of the last three days still very fresh in her mind. She had spoken to her for several hours each day since first meeting her, and had had dinner with them last night again. Ne'Veha had not believed the almost archaic method her grandmother had given her to rid herself of Tarren’s scent in her blood. Na’rnoas had assured her this way was tried and true, as she had said before. There were more modern methods, but none of them were guaranteed to work one hundred percent.

It is said that Androcles Leonidas has a nose just like his father. Her grandmother had told her. If there is even a whisper of Tarren’s scent upon you child, what you wish for will not happen. Do this… do this and what you want so desperately will take place.
So Ne'Veha had drank the foul tasting liquid twice a day for the last two days, and then brought herself to several satisfying orgasms in her quarters during the night. Na’rnoas said it would flush her system entirely within two days time of any remnant of Tarren’s scent upon her. The orgasms had been quite easy to achieve, for all Ne'Veha had to do was imagine herself within Andro’s arms or the arms of Sadi and Carisia and Lu’ria. Their images were so clear and focused within her mind, as if they were almost there with her, and she had gone to sleep quite easily dreaming of them. Ne'Veha no longer doubted what she felt growing within her, not after having spent so much time with her grandmother. The woman was a marvel of knowledge and had shared so much of that knowledge with Ne'Veha. And there was still so much more to learn from her. She had begun sleeping in the two oversized shirts that Sadi had returned with her so long ago. They were Andro’s shirts she knew, and amazingly just being wrapped in the same fabric that had touched his skin was soothing to her. Sadi’s jungle green eyes and his azure blue eyes filled her dreams at night. She saw all of them really, Carisia’s petite frame and maya blue eyes and Lu'ria’s tall, lean ebony body and her beautiful amber orbs. Yet it was Sadi and Andro’s eyes that she always returned to. Her body entwined with the rest of them, their naked flesh touching in the most intimate of ways. Feasting on each other’s bodies as if it was the most natural thing in the universe. Yes… Ne'Veha no longer had any doubts about where she belonged.
Ne'Veha too had seen the Netnews broadcast, she had been hearing about it all day for it was now the talk of the ship. Incredibly… not one person she had seen since the broadcast had mocked or joked with her about it. They treated her differently, more respectfully, but no one questioned it in the least. It was then Ne'Veha discovered the almost total loyalty that Androcles Leonidas inspired in those who served on his ship. They determined that if Androcles Leonidas had chosen her as a wife and mate, then there was something to Commander Ne'Veha that they had not yet seen.
Ne'Veha stepped forward and took his arm. “This is not the place to talk.” She stated. “And you should not have come father.”

“You are my daughter!” He announced as he picked up his bag once more. “And I want to know what is going on!”

“Come with me.” Ne'Veha said as she looked around and quickly spied an empty briefing room on the landing bay level that was within reach. Ne'Veha guided him confidently among the many landing bay crewmembers that were going about their duties. La'sar had never been aboard a warship of this size and he was stupefied at how they kept everything so organized and did not end up killing one another with the machinery and hand lifters that serviced the many aircraft he saw within the main bay. He allowed his daughter to maneuver him through the mass of machinery and people, watching as she did it with a accomplished ease that seemed almost natural to her. It suddenly became less noisy and he looked around where she had brought him. It appeared to be some sort of briefing room, with several rows of comfortable chairs that were stretched across in front of a large star chart and podium. He watched her as she turned back and secured the door. The sounds from the main landing bay become significantly muted then.
La'sar dropped his bag onto one of the chairs and turned to look at her. “So… now young lady you will tell me what exactly is going on?” He said.
Ne'Veha’s dark eyes narrowed just a fraction. “I am not a child any longer father.” She spoke moving away from the door and closer to him.

“You are my daughter!” La'sar told her. “I have every right to inquire about you, and to intervene in your life when your mother and I see that you are doing something to bring harm upon yourself.”

“You mean harm upon you don’t you father? And your position within the realm of the Elven Parliament.” Ne'Veha asked.

La'sar glared at her. “I have raised you Ne'Veha!” He said with a large amount of passion in his voice. “Your mother and I raised you to be proud of your bloodline and to always keep it pure. What are you doing consorting with Lycavorians?”

“Who I choose to spend with life with is not your concern Ontaro.” Ne'Veha said. “Not anymore. Not after what you have done.”

La'sar looked at her wide eyed. “What I have done?” He exclaimed. “What rubbish is this Ne'Veha? Your mother and I have forbidden you and your sisters to enter into any relationship with a Lycavorian. Why have you gone against our wishes? Not once… but twice it seems! This Tarren fellow… and now I come here and discover it is the Crown Prince! What exactly have you been doing Ne'Veha? Not one… but two Lycavorians! This does not look good Ne'Veha!”

Ne'Veha’s eyes narrowed and she stepped closer to her father. “Does not look good for who father?” She asked. “Are you worried that I will embarrass you among your associates on the Parliament?”

“Do not disrespect me Ne'Veha!” La'sar snapped. “I am your father!”

“Who is Na’rnoas father?” Ne'Veha asked suddenly.

La'sar’s eyes and face changed then and he looked at the floor quickly. Anywhere but at his daughter’s eyes. “It… it was your grandmother’s name.” He spoke softly. 

“My dead grandmother?” Ne'Veha asked.

La'sar nodded slowly. “Yes.” He looked up at her meeting her dark eyes. “I never told you the name of your grandmother because of what she did.” He said. “How did you find out her name?”

“Perhaps because I have spent a good amount of time with my grandmother the last three days and she has opened my eyes to many things!” Ne'Veha snarled at him. La'sar’s look of shock was all the confirmation Ne'Veha needed to know that everything Na'rnoas had told her the last three days was true. “Why have you lied to us all these years ontaro? Why have you told my brothers and sisters and I that grandmother was dead when she is very much alive and healthy and happy?”

“Ne'Veha…”

“I want an answer papa!” Ne'Veha snapped.

“Do not raise your voice to me!” He barked back. “Your grandmother brought dishonor upon your grandfather! She…”

“That is so much sibfla and you know it!” Ne'Veha shouted causing her father’s eyes to grow wider as the ancient Lycavorian word came within the sentence as if Ne'Veha was fluent in the language. “She never dishonored grandfather! If anything he dishonored her for treating her as a possession and not a woman!”

“When… when did you learn the ancient language of the wolves?” He gasped.

“You might be surprised at what I have learned in my time away from the shell you and mother created around me father.” Ne'Veha spoke as she glared at him. “What I have learned about myself and so many other things as well.”

“What has she told you?” La'sar demanded. “Where is she?”

“She has told me quite a bit.” Ne'Veha answered. “All of which is coming true as my eyes are opened. And she lives on Earth now, her husband and mate Jonout is the Commander of the 47th Spartan Guard Division.”

“She is… she is here?” He gasped.

Ne'Veha nodded. “Oh yes.” She answered.

“You will stop communicating with her immediately!” La'sar ordered. “She will twist your mind against your mother and I! She will…”

“She has done nothing but tell me the truth!” Ne'Veha almost screamed. “Grandfather dismissed her! He dismissed her so he could continue his climb within the Elven Parliament! Just as you dismissed her when he told you so many lies about what she had done!”

“You do not know what you are talking about child?” La'sar barked. 

“Don’t I?” Ne'Veha spoke heatedly. “Are you going to tell me that I am wrong? Are you going to stand there and tell me that grandfather did not do this? That he did not tell her to do what she needed to do to ease her physical needs? That is what he told her when she told him she had fallen in love with Jonout? Do what she needed to do as long as she did not embarrass him. Is that wrong? Ten years father! Ten years she endured grandfather’s dismissal before succumbing to the love that had grown between her and Jonout! Ten years father! That is not a simple thing to do?”

“Ne'Veha you…”

“And then when she came to honor grandfather at his Passing ceremony because of what they had shared, you verbally threaten her?” Ne'Veha snapped. “She went there because of you! She went there because Jonout wanted her to go because of you! And you dismiss your mother like she is nothing!”

“She was married to Jonout by then!” La'sar shouted back. “I had taken my father’s place and…”

“And you tried to have Jonout exiled from Elear, yes I know father!” Ne'Veha said. “Will you just dismiss me when I do something that does not sit with your view father? Will you dismiss me when I tell you that I love a Lycavorian with every iota of my being? And not only a Lycavorian, but three other women as well!”

La'sar’s eyes took on a disgusted gaze. “I forbid it!” He bellowed. “You are my daughter and I will not have you involved with such a relationship!”

Ne'Veha shook her head. “No ontaro.” She said softly. “The moment I left Elear I left your world and entered my own. You will not deny me the love I want. You will not deny me the man or the women that I have discovered I love with all that I am.”
“The Crown Prince! Or this Tarren!” La'sar snapped sarcastically. “Or haven’t you made up your mind Ne'Veha?”

“Tarren is a fool!” Ne'Veha said. “You and he would get along famously father. He too thought he could use me for his own purposes. When I should have been a daughter to you, I was a possession. Now… now I will live my life the way I want to live it and I don’t care what it means to you or your status in the Elven Parliament!” She hissed at him.

La'sar then did something he had never done with any of his children and he stepped forward and slapped Ne'Veha. She staggered back more from the shock of the blow than the actual force used and she reached up to her cheek her dark eyes wide. She held her cheek with her hand as she looked at him.

“Ne'Veha… I… I came here to guide you!” La'sar spoke. “Now… look what you have made me do?” He reached for her.

Ne'Veha brushed aside his hand and stepped back from him just as the internal ship COM came alive.

ATTENTION IN THE LANDING BAY! 

ATTENTION IN THE LANDING BAY!

SPARTAN ONE ONE ACTUAL ARRIVING!

SPARTAN ONE ONE ACTUAL ARRIVING!


Ne'Veha looked at her father for a long moment and shook her head slowly. “My future is arriving father.” She spoke softly. “As you dismissed Na'rnoas as your mother, I dismiss you as my father.”


“Ne'Veha you…”


“No!” She spat. “This conversation is over. I will arrange for lodgings for you until the next transport to Earth but then I expect you to leave this ship. And leave me. You will not keep me from what I was meant for.”


“I will do no such thing!” La'sar announced.


“Then so be it father.” Ne'Veha said softly. “I have no wish to know you anymore. Not after what you have done. You will find your own way… it seems you are good at that. I will contact my mother and let her know was has happened here. She may not like it, but al least she will get the truth.”


La'sar reached for her as she moved for the door, but she was gone, leaving her father to ponder many things. Foremost among them was what had just happened. 
As Ne'Veha moved further down the side of the landing bay, closer to where she saw Andro’s STRIKER coming in, her pace increased and her spirits brightened. Yes… her future was only just in front of her and she had every intention of reaching out and grabbing onto it just as her grandmother had said. She skidded to a halt at the yellow safety line marker as the STRIKER did a slow half turn and settled to the deck. The confrontation with her father was being quickly pushed aside by her overwhelming need to see Andro again. It had been over two months, and slowly the need to be with him had built. More so over the last three days, but now she was ready. Now she was ready to take that step. Her heart began to beat faster as the ramp came down and the engines began to whine to silence. She saw him standing there then, so tall and handsome and proud. He turned as Sadi came walking down from the cockpit of the STRIKER, both of them dressed in casual clothes. Elynth did not appear and Ne'Veha realized she must have stayed behind which she knew was unusual to say the least. She watched as Sadi took his hand and they began to walk towards her, deep in conversation. Neither of them even bothered to look up as they walked, Sadi trusting completely in Andro’s knowledge of the ship to keep them from crashing into any barriers or walls. Whatever they were discussing must have been very important because they were upon her in seconds.
And they walked right on past her.

Ne'Veha’s eyes grew wide as they passed and she felt her heart sink into the abyss. They had moved right past her with barely a look, without any look and Ne'Veha suddenly felt that future she was going to grasp onto slipping away. It must not have worked Ne'Veha thought. Her grandmother had said it would work! They could still smell Tarren in her blood somehow, they could…

Ne'Veha!

Ne'Veha shrieked when his voice boomed within her mind and she spun around as fast as her elven speed allowed even as ground crewmembers turned to look at where she stood drawn by her sound. She gasped when she saw him standing there, towering over her. How did he move up behind her and she not sense it. How…

SirsanGai! (Elven Heart) His voice echoed within the chambers of her mind and Ne'Veha felt amazing warmth surge through her as the Mindvoice bond that they had closed to her what seemed like forever ago now reopened and all that he was poured forth to her. All that Sadi and Carisia were and what Lu'ria would be poured forth through him and into her. The last of them to truly accept that which bound them all together as one. Ne'Veha could only look up into those fascinating azure blue eyes as he stepped closer to her, taking her face in his hands with the same tenderness as one would handle a newborn child. He had called her SirsanGai, Elven Heart. Ne'Veha felt her eyes filling with tears now. His striking orbs were so alive, so bright with emotion and wonder.
Ne'Veha closed her eyes in enchantment as Andro leaned over and inhaled deeply of her unpolluted and fresh amaretto scent, lowering his lips to the sensitive outer front ridge of her elven ear and brushing across it ever so lovingly. How Andro did not know, but somehow she had removed any minute trace of Tarren’s lingering scent from her blood and this more than anything told him she was ready. Carisia had been more than slightly put out that she could not accompany him and Sadi and share in what Andro knew would happen later this evening. The last few hours had not been enjoyable for Androcles Leonidas, and this is what he needed now. He needed to feel Sadi and Ne'Veha in his arms. He needed more than anything to taste his anome and his elven heart. He drew back and looked at her beautiful elven face feeling Sadi’s own happiness that Ne'Veha would finally be theirs running though him. Feeling Elynth’s joy from the surface in SODRAG where his Bonded Sister was preparing her part of their plan. And without further pause he covered her full lips with his and kissed her. With no effort in the least he wrapped his arms around her mid-section, lifted her off the deck and crushed her lush elven body to his. 

There was no hesitation, no uncertainty and no doubt in her actions and Ne'Veha threw her arms around his broad shoulders as his kiss set her on fire, and she kissed him back with every ounce of undiscovered passion and desire within her petite elven body. Ne'Veha moaned deeply as his superbly talented tongue plundered and tasted, battling with hers before she submissively surrendered all that she was to him. She curled her legs up along his hips as she felt him begin to move, unwilling to end their kiss or let him go after what she had been through to finally get to this point. She gasped reluctantly as he pulled away and Ne'Veha saw he had only moved a few meters towards the accessway corridor that ran along the length of the huge landing bay. Her hands came up to grasp his face tightly and she looked at him with smoldering dark brown eyes.

“Make… make me yours Androcles Leonidas.” She rasped out. “Please… I have never… I have never wanted anything so much in my entire life! I… I do not want to be alone anymore! Make me yours! Make me Sadi’s! Make me part of all of you. Of us!”

Andro smiled and leaned his face forward to firmly nuzzle her elven ear, hearing her coo out her delight at this. “I intend to do just that Ne'Veha my SirsanGai.” He spoke in his husky voice; a voice that Ne'Veha knew was filled with desire for her. “But first… first I need to eat. I have not had the best of days so far, and I want to eat and spend time with you and Sadi. Before I take you to my quarters and ravage you both.”
Hah! Promises! Promises! Sadi’s musical voice echoed within their minds, serving only to inflame Ne'Veha’s desire. SirsanGai… bring him to the mess lounge. Let us feed him so that we can proceed to the more pleasurable things.

Ne'Veha couldn’t help but chuckle at Sadi’s words and she traced her fingers across his cheek and lips. Now that their Mindvoice connection was reopened, Ne'Veha could feel so much pouring through her. So much knowledge and love. From him, from Sadi, from Carisia far below them and even from Lu’ria, who they had not even met yet except in their dreams.  And she reached out with far more ease than she had ever expected into Mindvoice. Almost as if it was second nature to her, which in actually it now was. Andro… Sadi… Carisia… Lu'ria… I am so…

It does not matter SirsanGai! Sadi’s voice interrupted her. Not now. Not any longer.
Andro smiled. No it doesn’t; for when we are done… the only thing that will matter is you will be ours and only my scent will burn within your blood.
Ne'Veha’s smile was brilliant and she laughed as he spun her around and headed for the accessway corridor. Neither of them saw two sets of eyes watching from two very different men. Tarren stood on the catwalk above the landing bay and La'sar watched from just outside the briefing room. One with a look of anger, the other of indignation.

EARTH

DRAGON MOUNTAIN

Are you sure about what you saw Elynth? Helen asked.

I do not know what it was Feravomir. Elynth spoke softly. Andro saw it first and only when I concentrated and looked with his eyes was I able to see it, but yes I am sure. Dragon eyes can not detect it, but wolf eyes obviously can.


Elynth had flown to Dragon Mountain almost as soon as Andro had departed with Sadi, calling insistently for Helen to meet here there so that she could speak with her and Arzoal together. Her one stipulation was that no one could know she was going, most especially not the King. This immediately sent red flags up and alarms baring in Helen’s head and with the skill of a consummate intelligence officer, she disappeared from Sparta without anyone knowing she was gone. Elynth rested now on the smooth, stone like floor of the converted MV ship next to her flame red scaled grandmother. Arzoal was much larger than her, nearly equaling her father in size, but as with her mother Isheeni, Elynth never feared coming to Arzoal with anything that might have been troubling her.


Helen rose from where she had been sitting on the boulder like chair and paced slowly in front of them. What spectrum? She asked Elynth.

Scotopic. Elynth answered.

She stopped suddenly and looked at Elynth. Scotopic? Elynth are you sure? She asked.

Oh yes Feravomir. I had to adjust the luminance levels of my own eyes to shift to Andro’s eyes. It requires I concentrate thoroughly.

Helen looked at her. This is new. How long have you and Andro been seeing through each other’s eyes?

For several years now Feravomir. We… we discovered this ability at Alba Tau. Andro’s heightened endorphin count created a rise in his Scotopic vision results. It is why he was able to see the Evolli with far greater clarity. We have been practicing and refining this skill since then.

And you never thought to share it with us? Arzoal asked.

We did not think it very important grandmother. Elynth answered. We do not use it very often due to the levels of concentration required. The members of Mjolnir’s Hand are aware but no one else.
Arzoal your thoughts? Helen asked. 


Arzoal shook her massive head as she looked at Elynth. I know your father was right in saying you should have come to the Dragon Elder Council before mating with Anthar. I agree with him on that part my granddaughter.


Grandmother… I love Anthar with all that I am! I…

Arzoal lowered her head and butted Elynth gently in the tip of her snout silencing her words. And once the council saw that, do you think we would have refused you? We did not refuse your brother Jeth. I said I agreed with Torma in that regard. I do not agree with him or Martin on their actions in response to this knowledge. And I most certainly will not allow Vollenth to be harmed in any way. That young dragon has been through enough pain and horror to last two lifetimes, and he simply adores Viera and his sons now. Not to mention that the call of his true bonded one is becoming increasingly difficult to block out of the mountain here. This individual must be very strong to be able to batter the mountain’s own MV shield. It is almost as if they received a massive influx of power only recently. 
Do you have any idea who it could be grandmother? Elynth asked.

Arzoal shook her huge head. Of those I know about here on Earth, none of them have the power I am sensing with the exception of Sadi and now Ne'Veha. They are the only ones who have showed no signs of bonding with one of our kind. Though given who they are, and their connection to you and Andro, it is only a matter of time before all of them discover they will be bonded to one of us.

So you think KertaGai and SirsanGai will find bonded ones? Elynth asked.

I don’t think… I know this to be true. Arzoal said. Not only because of a feeling I have within me, but because it was also in a vision that Dysea had many years ago. That is in the future however. I don’t know how far into the future, but we have bigger issues to deal with now. She turned her head back to Helen and blinked her ruby red eyes. I have never heard of such a thing within Mindvoice such as what Elynth describes Feravomir. Daurgo would be better versused to answer that question, but that does not seem like it is something that…

Is normal? Helen said.



Yes. Arzoal answered. 


It’s not normal. Helen spoke.


Helen… we both know that Martin, Andro, even Aricia, we can not measure what their Mindvoice powers are. In many respects they are all still growing in their abilities. We have seen the leaps KertaGai has made in such a short time just by becoming Andro’s Anome. She is not so far behind Aricia at this point. Certainly more powerful than any of the other Queens should she put her mind to it and focus? Arzoal said.

Helen nodded. Indeed. She said. I can recall nothing within my experiences or those of Canth that remotely mention something like this. However… I will add that he has been acting odd since the Coven came to Earth.

Arzoal nodded. I have seen that as well. He has allowed some things that he would not normally allow, and then not allowed others which he would normally agree to.

Confusing is what he has become. And angry. Helen spoke. He has a temper, no doubt of that but to demand that Andro and Arrarn dismiss their unions to Carisia, Narice and Toria? To demand that you give up Anthar? That is not something Martin Leonidas would do. That is beyond the pale even for him.

Nor my father. Elynth chimed in. Angry he would be. But to tell me to dismiss Anthar after so long when he knows we would have consummated our union many times over by now.


Arzoal nodded in agreement. Yes… that bespeaks of someone without knowledge of dragons or our customs. Whatever is causing Martin to act in this way must be affecting Torma as well. They are bound just as deeply as you and Andro Elynth.

Elynth nodded. I know.

Helen looked at them both oddly. What are you saying Arzoal?

I’m not saying anything, for I have no experience in matters like this. She answered. In all my twenty-five thousand plus years of life I have never seen this before.
Then leaving is our only option. Elynth spoke softly.
Arzoal nodded her massive head. It would appear so!

Helen snorted angrily. I can’t believe this is happening! She snarled. A Crown Prince of Sparta and the Union forced to leave the planet of his birth! By his own father’s actions! This is unacceptable!

What other avenues are open to us Feravomir? Arzoal asked her gently. I can not… I will not allow Martin and Torma to end Vollenth’s life. I know Andro will not do it, he has seen the dragon Vollenth has become. Will become in the future. And it was Andro and Elynth who first sensed his bond was forced to begin with. If Martin is acting as they say he is, there is no way to guarantee he will not come here himself to end his life. We as dragons are forbidden by our very own culture to do such a thing. It is the reason we have Talon Guardians. Only they have this power to act.
I must see this… this darkness. This mist that you and Andro saw Elynth. Helen spoke softly. 
It is the only thing that we could think to call it. Elynth told her. Andro has gone up to the SCIMITAR for the evening to arrange things for when we leave. When I return I will inform Deneth and my mate what is happening and with Enylarcopri we will begin to gather what we need here on Earth. 

His brothers and sisters? Arzoal asked.

Elynth shook her head. He has not told them just yet. She answered. Arrarn knows for he is fully involved. Sadi and the others… but no one else. He will not make them betray their father. He will give them the choice after he has everything in place.

He has shielded them! All of them! Helen spoke. He has shielded and protected them since he was a small boy. Especially Zarah. Once he tells them what is going on none of them will go against him. She looked at Elynth quickly. You know why Elynth.
Elynth nodded slowly. I was witness to it Feravomir. All of it. And never a braver thing have I ever seen than what he did that day. Not even during the worse of the war with the Evolli Black Hoard.
Arzoal’s eyes moved back and forth between them wide in surprise. What do you mean? What did you witness Elynth?
Helen met her gaze now. There is reason and purpose to why Androcles and Zarah share something that their siblings do not. I know only because they came to me afterwards. Elynth knows because she lived it with them. We swore to Andro never to reveal what took place that day. I’m sorry Arzoal… I can not break that vow. And you… you know why.
Elynth nodded. It would be the ultimate betrayal to my beloved Bonded Brother for me to do this as well grandmother. One day… one day it may come out. But it will not come from me.

Helen nodded. Continue with your plans. She said. He is returning to the villa now and I will try to see what it is you and Andro saw. I do know he is angry with his queens as well for not telling him.
Arzoal looked at Elynth once more. But where will you go? She asked. Where can you take forty dragons and still have the means to train them as they should be trained?

Elynth met her eyes. There is a place grandmother. It is not in the Union, and we will be welcome there. It will not be easy, but we can finish their training there.

Elynth… be sure of your answer to me now. Arzoal said. You and Andro speak with one voice granddaughter. You have always spoken with one voice, even when he could not yet form words. Is there any possibility that what King Martin says could be true? About these dragons and their riders?

Dante, Lucia and Javier Moran and their dragons… more than likely yes. Elynth replied nodding her head without hesitation. The others? Impossible. They have evolved into something far greater than what they were when the coven witches brought them here. They know it. They can feel it.

Arzoal nodded her massive head. Then you will have my full support in whatever you do. She told Elynth. As well as that of the Dragon Council.

Andro wanted me to be the one to tell Vollenth. Elynth said.

Arzoal shook her head now. No… I will tell him. You need to return to SODRAG and continue with your plans. I have been the one schooling him and it is I who should tell him. I will insure he meets with you at the appointed time. Viera will not part from him now. Not after seeing his inner self and who he truly is. She is completely devoted to him and him to her. And they are devoted to their hatchlings.

Elynth nodded as she came to her feet. Andro has already insured there are two slots for the hatchlings grandmother.

Arzoal also rose and she lowered her head to brush her snout against Elynth’s. May the gods speed you safely to your destination granddaughter? And may they help us to discover what it is that vexes our King.

Elynth nodded and looked at Helen. Be safe with the winds Feravomir.
And you child of Isheeni and Torma. Helen answered.

Elynth blinked her golden eyes and then turned to move for the opening into the large chamber they were in. Helen stepped up next to Arzoal. She placed a hand on Arzoal’s front leg and the dragon Elder Mother looked down upon her.

Will he be able to tell us anything? She asked.

He is immediately descended from a Pralor. Helen answered. He actually knew his father before he died. If anyone knows what this could be… he will know. And if he does not know… he will know someone who does.
I suggest we remain in close proximity Helen, my Bonded Sister. Arzoal spoke revealing something that they had agreed they would keep secret until it was necessary. After nineteen years, Arzoal believed it was now necessary. As did her Bonded Sister. I fear… I fear events could spiral away from us if we are not vigilant.

Helen nodded and smiled as she looked at her. I agree. We would not have been able to hide it for much longer regardless. I apologize for acting as if you do not know what happen between Andro and Zarah. 

Arzoal snorted. We must hide it for a time longer so there is nothing to apologize for. What do you think they will say? Helen asked her.

Arzoal chuckled within Mindvoice and lowered her massive head brushing it against Helen’s shoulder. To witness it would have been extremely humorous, for Arzoal’s head was nearly as large as Helen’s body. I think they will ask how one so small could bond with one so large.

Helen looked at her. Are you going to tease me about my stature now too sister?

I am only telling you what they will say. Arzoal spoke. I would never tease you about your stature sister. I have seen what you are capable of.

It seems like we have enemies at every turn now Arzoal. Helen spoke. 

Perhaps… but we will face them as we have faced everything these last years. We will face them together. Arzoal told her. And we will not fear the unknown.
EMBASSY ROW

SPARTA

KAVALIAN EMBASSY

“There is really no way to confirm it Prefect.” Jiss spoke to the secure holoimage of Keleru and Pusintin on Cabelir. 

“The King’s people were denying it moments after this young reporter released the information.” Matuarr echoed. 

They watched Keleru turn and look at Pusintin at the table they sat before in Keleru’s office it appeared. Qurot and Timur sat to Jiss’s right, while Pian and Jalersi sat to Matuarr’s left. They saw Pusintin nod his head towards Keleru.

“I told you.” He stated.

Keleru nodded. “So it would seem.” He said turning back to the transmission. “I asked that all of you be present Jiss. Where is Karun?”

“He was gone early this morning Prefect.” Jiss replied looking at Pusintin. “He has been doing what you instructed him Marshall Pusintin. Quite cleverly I might add. He gave Matuarr and I a briefing not two days ago on what his actions have been over the last two months. He is still meeting with Lisisa Leonidas and he is using this half elven female Ardis as his conduit. He believes he has developed enough of a relationship with her, enamored her enough to him to press her for access to more sensitive information. Her position as one of the Prime Minister’s personal Durcunusaan Guard gives her unprecedented intelligence.”

Pusintin smiled from Cabelir and nodded his head. “That’s my boy.” He said. 

“And he has kept you apprised of his plans and actions?” Keleru asked.
Jiss nodded. “We know where he is going and when.” Jiss answered. “He reports on what he has seen and done when he returns. His intelligence so far has been superb. It is information we already have, but now with his added insight, it is even more valuable. He believes he has discovered a weak link in the defenses of the capital center in Eden City that would allow an assault force to enter their command center without being seen Prefect. During his last report to us he suggested it is something we may wish to plan on exploiting.”

“Truly?” Keleru spoke. “Now this is information we did not have.”

“He left the plans with us and even Qurot and Timur agree it is an excellent table and chart to execute from.” Jiss said.

Timur nodded his head grudgingly. “Considering his age… it is an excellent arrangement Prefect. Marshall… you would be proud.”

“Is it possible to add it to the list of targets we already have without overextending our forces already in place?” Keleru asked.

Pian’s head came up at that statement, causing Jalersi to blink quickly and turn her head from where she was admiring him sitting there. The fingers of her right hand were caressing the bracelet he had given her only a few days ago. In all the years she had been Pusintin’s mate, he had never given her a gift. Where Pian had secured the funds to buy it she did not know. The Riyal they had converted from their Kavalian Nacha Credit was rigorously maintained by either Jiss or Matuarr. Every credit chip kept track of and documented. Only Karun was allowed to have access to the funds for his forays into Sparta and Eden City. Jalersi had not taken the bracelet off for any reason since he had given it to her and she toyed with it almost endlessly now. She shifted her slim hips slightly on the chair, the delicious soreness from their tryst last evening still with her. He had done something to her last night, done something that Jalersi certainly never believed a Kavalian male would do. Something that Pusintin had also never done. Yes he had explored her body in their time together. Explored it quite intimately in fact, but never had he used his long, cat like tongue to give her pleasure until last night. Jalersi had screamed for what seemed like hours, writhering in his grasp on the bed as her orgasms crashed upon her continuously. He had not allowed her to even move from their bed, shuddering in the exquisite aftermath of what she had experienced before he was plunging his magnificent cock into her depths. He had locked groins with her quickly; unable to hold out for long against her already overheated and extremely tight pussy and that is how they had fallen asleep. Jalersi wrapped within his powerful embrace, his come still leaking into her from his enormous cock.
 She lifted her eyes shyly now and glanced at his face, only to see the scowl. This new visage of his face immediately set alarms buzzing in her head, for she had never seen him scowl before, and it twisted his handsome feline features horribly.
“Forces in place!” Pian gasped. “What… what do you mean Prefect?”

Keleru smiled. “We will begin acting in a few hours regardless, so I believe it is prudent to fill you in on the rest of our plans. At least those that concern you.”

“Our plans?” Pian asked only Jalersi detecting the tint of dread in his words.
Keleru nodded from the transmission. “In just under twenty hours we are going to set in motion a carefully thought out and planned operation to remove the Union as a threat to the Kavalian Federation forever.”

Jalersi tore her eyes from Pian’s shocked face and looked at her father in the transmission before them. “What?” She gasped.
“How do you plan on doing this?” Pian spoke quickly.

“You do not need to know all of the specifics.” Keleru answered. “Only that when we are done, the Union will be leaderless and it will open the door for Pusintin to return to the throne that is rightfully his to begin with. We will begin by destroying their intelligence gathering ability in The Wilds, eliminating the Drow elf settlements they have established on several different planets. As that is ongoing, we will be holding out our hand in friendship to the new government on Hadaria and providing them the means to defend themselves.”

“Prefect… there is no new government on Hadaria.” Jiss said. 

“In less than two days there will be.” Pusintin spoke. “And the new government will give us the Healers we have needed within our ranks for decades. We already have forces standing by to move across Union space to Hadaria and establish a “safe zone” so to speak. We will help the new government in maintaining their independence from the Union and facilitate trade and other intergalactic commerce.”

“The Union will not stand for that!” Pian spoke quickly.

“The Union will have its own problems to deal with!” Pusintin snapped. “Namely picking a new leader. They will have no time to deal with events on Hadaria, thereby giving us ample time to impose our will on the new government and give us a fortified position deep in Union space.”

Pian’s eyes grew wide. “You are… you are going to target the Leonidas family?” The shock of this knowledge was very evident on all of their faces, but all of them for different reasons.

Keleru nodded is head once more. “Yes.”
Qurot laughed arrogantly and nodded his head. “An excellent plan Prefect!” He bellowed. “I grow tired of tolerating these fool Lycavorians!”

“Our plan is foolproof Pride Leader Pian.” Pusintin spoke arrogantly. “We will eliminate the Union’s ability to gather intelligence within The Wilds. All of the Drow elf settlements we have targeted will report in within the next eighteen hours. They are all being monitored right now, and have been for some weeks. Once these reports are made, they will not report in for another four days and our Puma Bane Pride Squads will attack and decimate them during that period. They will leave no survivors.”

“We have a very well placed convert within the Lycavorian government who has been feeding us information and intelligence for some time as well.” Keleru started right in. “He has helped us to facilitate the overthrow of the Hadarian witch’s government, which will also occur within the next few days. Once that happens fully four entire Fleet Groups will jump through Union space to Hadaria using Jump Gates, Jump Corridors and Jump Gate Codes provided to us by this same convert.”

“You expect the Union to sit by and do nothing Prefect?” Pian asked aghast.

“The Union will be attempting to insure the survival of the remaining members of their precious Leonidas family!” Keleru snarled. “The King will be dead! If all goes well, four of his queens will be dead! All of his sons and as many of his remaining children as we now have targeted. This operation has been in the planning stages for some time Pian.”

“This is madness!” Pian declared. “The Union… the Lycavorian Union will declare full scale war against us! They will unleash every weapon they have in their arsenal against us! Including their dragons! Their dragons alone number upwards of a thousand bonded pairs!”

“When have nearly twenty million T19 missiles now in our inventory.” Pusintin stated. “They have been issued to our front line troops for the last two weeks.”

“The Union defeated the Evolli even with millions of these magic missiles!” Pian barked. “They learned how to defeat them!”

“They can field no more than a few hundred dragons at any one time.” Pusintin spoke. “Like the Coven, they only have so many of the ships needed to transport them. We know how many they have and have been tracking these ships for over a month.”

“When the Union attacks our people the High Coven will strike with every soldier and ship under their command!” Pian complained. “We can not fight a war on two fronts! Not against two enemies such as these! You are talking of spanning thousands of light years with our forces! Controlling thousands of worlds in both the Union and the Coven! We do not have enough clones for this. We can not make enough clones for this!”

“We won’t need too!” Keleru spoke confidently. “There will be no war with the Union.”

“Forgive… forgive me Prefect Keleru… Marshall Pusintin… I am inclined to agree with Pride Leader Pian at the moment.” Jiss spoke haltingly. “What you are suggesting is… it is perilous at best. It…”

“It is you and Matuarr who gave us the information we needed to complete the plan Jiss.” Keleru spoke. “Your study and confirmation of the intelligence we sent you was paramount in my decision to go forward fully. We have discovered the loop hole within their very own law that will allow Pusintin to challenge for and resume his rightful place as King of Sparta and the Lycavorian Union.”

Jiss looked at Keleru in the transmission oddly while Matuarr sat back in his chair with a smug look on his face. “You assume they will in fact adhere to this law!” Pian snapped. “Even after we have taken part in the assassination of their beloved Royal family! That is… that is preposterous!”
“You will mind your tone with me Pride Leader Pian!” Keleru snapped. “This operation and plan was fully vetted by myself and Marshall Pusintin. Jiss and Matuarr confirmed the intelligence given to us by the traitor as being very real and accurate. We have seen in recent weeks how dearly they cling to their laws. We are simply going to use their laws against them this time.”

“How?” Pian demanded.

“That is not something we will reveal at this time.” Keleru replied. “The circumstances to how Pusintin will regain his throne must remain ours for right now. Just know that the Union will be thrown into chaos with our actions. We estimate at least several weeks before they are fully able to bring any semblance of order back. During that time we will have secured Hadaria, eliminated the red hair witch Queen and any with her, and eviscerated the Union leadership.”

“Our task Prefect?” Matuarr asked proudly.
“Simple.” Keleru stated. “You in the embassy will be our conduit to the Union leadership and whoever remains. Once we have completed our initial goals we will cease any further military action against the Union and present our petition for Pusintin’s reinstatement. During the entire Evolli war all they did was isolate their embassy. As long as you remain within the walls of our building you will be safe.”

“Safe?” Jalersi gasped her blue eyes wide in disbelief at what was taking place.

“Do not worry Jalersi my mate.” Pusintin spoke to her with a voice that attempted to be tender and warm. “The Lycavorians are predictable if anything else. They will not target our embassy and risk alienating the other governments that have embassies on Earth along that same stretch of ground.”

Jalersi’s eyes held no love in them for Pusintin any longer. She now doubted that she had ever truly loved him, only the promise of what she thought he meant to her and what future she would have. Looking at him in the transmission now she felt only disgust. Disgust with herself for ever believing anything he told her and for allowing him to have her any way he desired. Looking at him now, Jalersi felt shame for not seeing who he was to begin with. A man who desired only power and whatever that power could bring him. Athani’s words to her that day came rushing back and now they made everything so very clear. Jalersi’Puat had discovered something wonderful while on this planet. And that something had been staring her in the face for so many years and she had never seen it. She glanced quickly at Pian and saw the total devotion for her in those beautiful dark eyes of his and knew where he future lay. If she was to have a future that is. 
Jalersi turned back to the transmission. “You are there Pusintin. We are here. And it is we who will be in the line of fire when you go through with this insane plan. You will forgive me if I choose to worry.”

Pusintin looked at her puzzled by her reply. He could easily detect the tone of her voice and the hidden meaning behind her words, yet he did not know what it meant for he did not know the woman who he had been husband to for over four decades now.

“Worry if you must Jalersi.” Her father spoke once more. “This plan will work however, and then you will be a Queen.”

“I do not wish to be a Queen father.” She told him.
“Enough of this!” Keleru snapped losing his patience with his oldest daughter. “Send us the particulars on this plan Karun has developed and we will allocate additional forces to be placed under his command to carry them out. The more confusion and destruction we can cause the better it will be. Timur and Qurot, three Puma Bane Pride squads will break for the embassy during the assault. You will take command of them and wreak as much havoc as you are able.”

“Happily Prefect!” Qurot declared with humor. “It will be an exciting night.”

“Once we begin the operation we will keep an open communication loop to you there. They have been unable to block this secure transmission up until now which leads me to believe they can not block it.”

“Marshall… what of the information broadcast on the Netnews just this morning?” Timur asked. “That the High Coven dragons are here on Earth and that the King’s son is training them?”
“It will not matter.” Keleru spoke. “Our contact will speak to us within hours. They will have the locations of both his elven Queen Dysea and the majority of his older children. We do have some idea of the training involved and it appears that they have been the ones doing the training.” He told them. “They will not be expecting an attack of any kind.”

“Prefect… this sounds… this sounds almost too good to be true.” Matuarr spoke.

Keleru chuckled. “Yes it does I know.” They watched him place the data pad in the slot. “This is what I want you to reply with when the Union officials come calling. We will go over it now so that it is very clear.”

“Of course Prefect.” Matuarr said in reply.

Jiss remained silent in his chair, Pian still with disbelief in his eyes and Jalersi sitting there wondering why her life had to have so many damn bumps in it.

SCIMITAR

It couldn’t be this utterly amazing, but she was experiencing it first hand and her mind was now awash with unadulterated passion and never-ending pleasure.

Ne'Veha’s upper body fell onto the bed, her long dark brown hair splayed over the cool sheets even as her supple elven body was sizzling. Her eyes were tightly closed, her lips parted in silent gasps of delight. Her fingers clenched and unclenched the sheets in her fingers, pulling at the material. Her firm breasts were pressed into the mattress of the bed, her pert nipples hard nubs of over stimulated flesh. Her legs were pulled up so that she was kneeling on the bed; her firm and lusciously perfect elven ass proudly held up in the air, and her insanely aroused pussy was once more spasming wildly around the most inconceivable sample of male flesh she had ever seen let alone had so overpoweringly buried within her body. The mind numbing orgasm rippling through her was far more powerful and rewarding than any dream she had ever had and it was only one of so many she had experienced in the last few hours. Would experience for all eternity now.

It had started off innocent enough, sitting between Andro and Sadi in the mess lounge while they conversed within Mindvoice during the entire meal. They had of course filled her in on everything that was happening on Earth and what their plans were. And of course Ne'Veha agreed with them on the way their plan was taking shape, how could she not? They had opened their minds and hearts to her completely and she had finally become part of the whole. They held nothing back from her, and Ne'Veha had felt her level of awareness and comprehension become greater than she had ever imagined it could be. There was no going back now, and Ne'Veha charged ahead unafraid of what the future brought as long as she had them in her life. She could also distinctly feel the burning in their minds and their blood for her as if it was a palpable thing, and soon she found they could contain themselves no longer and had made their way back to their quarters. It was here where Ne'Veha’s world came alive with new sensations and experiences, and it was here that she discovered the true sinful pleasures of the flesh.


Moments after they had come here, she was completely naked on the bed and two sets of soft lips were exploring her body more intimately than she ever realized was even possible. It flashed in her mind briefly that Andro and Sadi Leonidas were Alpha wolves, and they were memorizing her body and how she smelled and tasted in every way for she was theirs now. The first kiss Sadi had given her had set her lithe body to singing as Sadi’s tongue danced a superbly delicious tango with her own, only to be replaced and surpassed a moment later by Andro’s lips. The moment his tongue met hers, Ne'Veha’s eyes grew wide and her entire body shuddered in an orgasm more intense than anything she had ever experienced. And that had come from only a kiss and the caress of his powerful mind on hers.


The next three hours had been nothing but exploration and pleasure. A delicate sonata of love and new sensations. Ne'Veha had discovered the pleasures of another woman, reveling in how Sadi could make her body quake in delight, and how her lush elven body responded to Sadi’s caresses. The tattoo that decorated Sadi’s beautiful pussy was something of a fascination for her now, and Ne'Veha realized the first moments after her lips and tongue had begun their exploration that it was extremely sensitive when she was aroused. And Sadi Leonidas was supremely aroused. Sadi’s hands had laced within Ne'Veha’s long dark hair only moments after she had begun her new discovery and journeying and Ne'Veha was then treated to the second most delicious nectar she had ever tasted as she enthusiastically drank Sadi’s essence. With her lips locked around Sadi’s smooth pussy and her tongue darting about with all the eagerness of someone with a new toy, Ne'Veha tasted a woman for the first time. Even as Sadi’s abdomen undulated and she pressed her pussy tighter to Ne'Veha’s eager mouth Ne'Veha cried out in her delight at Andro’s exploration of her own splendid curves. As Sadi’s strong hands held her head between her slim, beautiful thighs, Ne'Veha’s juices spilled from her in the first of many ever increasingly powerful orgasms. She hadn’t expected Andro to use his warm tongue and fingers so expertly on her, and the moment his finger had slipped slowly into her ass Ne'Veha could do nothing but alternate between screeching out in delight and swallowing Sadi’s come and as the new experiences swept through her. It was the first of many falsehoods her father had told her growing up and it was tossed into the trash heap moments after they had found their way here. This one being that Lycavorian men cared only for their own pleasure. Ne'Veha was learning first hand how wrong that was.


It was an almost endless composition of carnal desire. Andro was her man, Sadi’s and Carisia’s and Lu'ria’s man. And as they exchanged soft lingering kisses as they went, Ne'Veha discovered all there was to know about her man from Sadi. When they reached that part of him, she was awed at what she discovered, and she watched as Sadi showed her what a female wolf so adored about their mates. The readiness to possess them in every way. 


Sadi had engulfed Androcles’s cock with consummate ease, moaning in blissful delight the entire plunge, until her beautiful lips anchored at the base of his hugely thick shaft. Twelve and a quarter inches of Alpha wolf Ne'Veha would later learn. And he was all theirs as Sadi projected within Mindvoice what Ne'Veha should do. Seconds later, with a growl of passion from Andro, Ne'Veha was settling her still dripping pussy on Andro’s face yet again. Her body stretched atop his powerful frame and with her lips a mere millimeters from the throbbing heat of his cock, she and Sadi feasted wantonly. Try as she might, Ne'Veha could not take him as deeply into her throat as Sadi, but the realization that she would have eternity to obtain that goal made her hum in happiness. And considering the sounds coming from his throat, and the way his abdomen would clench and unclench, Ne'Veha knew what she was doing was just fine with him. They bathed Andro’s beautiful cock with attention and lathering tongues and lips until they shared his explosion. And what an explosion it was. That was when Ne'Veha tasted the sweetest nectar she had ever drunk and she knew nothing else would ever compare. The green eyed Sadi eagerly gulped the first eruption and then pulled his exploding cock from her soft lips, only to have Ne'Veha inhale half of his throbbing cock in her mouth heedless of what splashed onto her cheek. As her fingers curled around his power thighs, Ne'Veha shuddered in her own orgasm from Andro’s ceaseless ministrations with his tongue. Sadi’s gifted tongue licked every drop that had escaped his pulsating cock from Ne'Veha’s skin even as her dark eyes closed in ardor and she swallowed all Andro gave her without pause. It could have ended there and Ne'Veha would have been utterly fulfilled. To her absolute delight, she knew they were no where near finished. 


Now Andro’s pulsing manhood was once more anchored completely in her spasming pussy, every pleasure receptor in her body firing at once. Ne'Veha never thought he would be able to get all of himself into her, and she had howled out her delight for a full twenty minutes the first time he had bore into her tightness. She had been leaning back against Sadi the first time, her golden haired lover’s expert fingers manipulating her painfully erect nipples while her lips and nose firmly caressed her super sensitive elven ears. It practically drove her mad as every wondrous throbbing inch of Andro’s beautiful cock found its way into her silky depths one euphoric inch at a time. Ne'Veha could do nothing more than clutch him tightly and wail out her ecstasy when his cock finally ended that soul possessing plunge and his scorching hot come was erupting into her belly and her womb. It was then she shared a blistering kiss with both of them at the same time as Ne'Veha grew accustom to his enormous cock and Andro rested. And then it had started all over again when he began to make love to her and Ne'Veha could do nothing but quiver and shudder beneath him as he drove into her lush elven body with will crushing strokes, taking what belonged to him. She had always belonged to him and Sadi. To Carisia and Lu'ria. She had belonged to all of them from the day she had entered this world of theirs and they had belonged to her.

Ne'Veha whimpered in unabashed delight as Andro leaned forward now, his wonderful tongue tracing a line up her spine as his hands slipped under her body to grasp her breasts. As he filled his large hands with her breasts, the nipples pressing insistently into his skin, Andro began to thrust into her again. He inhaled deeply of her delicious amaretto scent, his soft lips brushing decisively against the back ridge of her four inch high elven ears and hearing her groan in sensuous delight, and he stroked into her. She was so warm and tight and as with Sadi and Carisia, Ne'Veha had the maddening and uncanny ability to squeeze her powerful inner muscles tightly, milking him for everything he could give her. He turned his face and saw his anome’s amazing jungle green eyes and her sweet lips. Taking one hand from Ne'Veha’s slim hips her pulled Sadi’s lips to his hungrily and they shared a blistering kiss of passion and love. Her body was flush and slick with the same sheen of sweat that his and Ne'Veha’s was, for no matter how many women shared their bed with them, Sadi was his soul and he could never deny her attention of any form. As their lips parted Sadi’s wolf eyes were alive and glinted with arousal. She smiled and the tips of her fangs showed. Andro saw in her mind what she wanted and without further thought he pulled Ne'Veha up from the bed to his chest. Her squeal of heavenly delight filled the room as his cock speared her more completely than ever before.

“Carians… Andro?” She screamed out as her arms reached up and over her shoulders to grasp his head.     
Andro smiled and dropped his lips next to her right elven ear. His strong hands cupped her conical breasts, holding her against his chest. “SirsanGai…” He gasped out as he drove his hips forward once more.

“Sarad… sarad inion!” Ne'Veha cried. “Pen nium cova! Cova! I want… Ahhhhhhhhhh!” The words in the ancient Lycavorian language came so easily to her now, joined as she was within their minds, but as Andro pulled her tighter and flexed his massive cock inside her pussy Ne'Veha could do nothing as the explosions of divine pleasure rippled through her. 
Ne'Veha’s eyes opened wide as she felt Sadi’s wonderful lips encase her exasperatingly erect clit even as Andro slammed his mammoth cock into her one last time. Her scream of pure, cataclysmic pleasure deafened Andro and Sadi as he buried his face in her hair, his throbbing cock erupting into her depths yet again. Neither of them could stand the lashing that Sadi’s oh so talented tongue was giving them and they fell forward onto Sadi’s abdomen shuddering in release. One trace of Sadi’s passionate sugar plume and spice scent was all it took to send Andro into wolf paradise. As Ne'Veha shivered in inconceivable release, Andro’s twitching cock buried within her and Sadi’s tongue smashing her reserves of energy, Ne'Veha could only watch with dreamy eyes as Andro grasped Sadi’s hips and he buried his face between her beautiful thighs.

Sadi’s cries of blissful fervor echoed in a symphony with their voices within their room then as Andro’s tongue lifted her over the abyss and then dropped her into it. After a long moment of heaving breaths and quivering flesh, Sadi suckled expertly on Ne'Veha’s superbly aroused clit, licking up every drop of hers and Andro’s combined juices. Ne'Veha was tumbling about in a new world of new pleasures and erotic delights and she blissfully closed her eyes and let exhaustion take her; at least until her beautiful new wolf mates dragged her wantonly back into the tangle of flesh and pleasure they had ignited within her. Until then she would rest. As she basked in the wonderful new pleasures, and watched Andro lovingly clean his anome with his tongue Ne'Veha realized something.
It would not be a long rest.

SPARTA

Duewa’s eyes fluttered open slowly and the first thing she realized was that it was dark in the room, only the light of the half moon filtering into her lone window. The second thing she noticed was the exquisite soreness that permeated her entire body, and the reasons behind that soreness. She pursed her lips in delight as the memories of what Thoti had made her feel came rushing back. The man was a beast, and he had taken her more times than she could remember in the five hours they had together. Taken her like a an possessed And the one thing that always remained the same, Thoti had made sure she was screaming in enchantment before he filled her again with his hot come. It was unlike any sexual encounter she had ever experienced or even considered. He was tireless in his actions, never ceasing to stroke her flesh in some manner, if only to elicit small shivers of delight from her. He had the largest cock of any man who she had bedded, to include that pig Rinard. He…

Darkness!


Duewa yelped suddenly and sat up in the bed quickly. “The children!” She cried.


“The children are fine.” Thoti’s voice came from the side almost instantly.


Duewa turned her head quickly, reaching for the sheet that had fallen away from her breasts and saw him sitting in the chair next to the bed. He was naked and almost without any hesitation her eyes dipped to where his flaccid cock was and she vibrated at the pleasure that tool had given her. Her sharp mind came instantly back to the present however and she returned her eyes to his.


“The children Thoti! Retta! Calyb! My sons!” She exclaimed moving to get out of the bed. “I can’t believe we forgot the children! How can you sit there so calmly?”


Thoti smiled. “The children are fine Duewa.” He told her leaning forward in the chair. He reached up and tapped the side of his head. “My connection with Retta and Calyb is quite strong and I let them know that Dasha would be picking them up.”


“My sons?” She gasped.


Thoti nodded with a smile. “At the moment… they are enjoying a rather large meal with Dasha and Gorgo who will no doubt spoil them just as badly as they spoil the King’s children. They will undoubtedly experience many culinary delights tonight for Dasha and Gorgo are among the finest cooks I have ever known. I told Hiero, Tinrell and Tinyn that you and I had to work on a special project for a short time this evening and we would pick them up later. They have become just as important to me as my own son now.”

Duewa tightened her grip on the sheet as she looked at him and smiled shyly. “A special project?” She asked. “Is that what I am to you Thoti?”


“You are very special to me… but you will never be a project.” Thoti answered. He reached out and took hold of the sheet and began to pull it away from her. “You won’t need this.”


“Thoti… did you not have me enough today?” She asked as she let him pull the sheet away exposing her naked flesh to his eyes. What was the point in hiding from his gaze? He already knew her body more intimately than her husband ever had. It flashed in Duewa’s mind that not so long ago she would have thought that perverse and now it seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

Thoti looked at her. “Any man who says he has had enough of you Duewa, that man should have his head examined. The gods willing, the only eyes that will ever view you again as you are now are my eyes and it is not something you will ever hear escape my lips.” 

He took her hands and pulled her off the bed. Duewa smiled as she gracefully lowered herself into his lap, stunned at how easily it came to her. She stifled a soft groan when she felt his thick cock press against her opening but settled into his lap anyway and placed her hands on his shoulders as he pulled her body close to his and rested his head on her breasts. Duewa could feel the warmth of his wolf body against her naked flesh and she relished in how it made her feel. She tightened her arms around his shoulders, pulling him closer still.
“We need to talk… you and I.” Thoti said softly. “About many things.”

“Will we stay unclothed as we are while we talk?” She asked as she pulled his head away from her breasts and looked into his blue eyes.

“You will discover that physical touch, our skin against another’s skin is something that is very natural to my people. It is something we crave as wolves… the touch of another body. Most especially those we care for and love. It is why I can hold you like I do now and feel your body against mine, breathe in your scent and not ravage you senseless. It is something you have wondered while you were here I know. Why does it seem that the King and Queens are forever touching each other? Why do Lycavorians as a whole touch each other so much? Even the men seem to do this.”

“Are you reading my mind Thoti?” She asked with a smile.

He chuckled at her words and shook his head. “It is something everyone wonders who is not Lycavorian my sweet Duewa.” He answered. “It is part of who we are.”

Duewa used her finger to trace his cheek and lips. “I believe I very much like when my skin touches yours.” She said with a bright smile. “What shall we talk about then?”

“Why don’t you tell me?” He stated confidently. “Because I know after what we have shared this day, after what we have made each other feel, you want this to continue. At least that is what your scent tells me.”

Duewa nodded her head quickly as she bit her bottom lip. “Oh yes!” She gasped out.

“Then tell me what it is your heart wants to tell me so badly my sweet Duewa.” Thoti said. 

Duewa’s face lost its smile then as she looked at him for a long moment, fear creeping into her expression and her heart. “Thoti… there is nothing that…”

Thoti reached up with his hand and placed a finger on her lips while shaking his head. “Let me clarify something for you.” He told her. “You should never fear me Duewa… for I have wanted you since you first came here. From the very first moment you set foot in Sparta I have wanted you. What I feel inside me for you… I have not felt it since the death of my mate and wife so many years ago. I never thought I would feel it again… until you got off that STRIKER. If you so choose we can go forward from this day. I will be devoted to you and only you! I will love you like you have never been loved Duewa of Hadaria. I will never hurt you, never stray on you and I will always protect and love you and your sons. For they will be my sons as well. You will be the mate and wife of a Lycavorian Spartan. A Durcunusaan member. Nothing you have done in the past will matter to me Duewa! To anyone! We are the most forgiving of races and though you may not see it often, it is very true. It will not… it could not change how I feel about you. But in order for us to move forward… we must let go of the past. Can you do that my sweet Duewa? Do you wish a future with me more than the pain of your past? If you do not… then it is best if I left now and never returned.”
Duewa stared at him, her soft green eyes wide as the impact of his words filtered through her. She couldn’t meet his beautiful eyes for long and she looked down shamefully then. “You know.” She whispered to him. 

Thoti nodded. “Yes.”

Duewa looked up again. “How?”

Thoti smiled. “I have just spent the last few hours memorizing every millimeter of your body Duewa and you ask me that?” He spoke. “You make it so it seems to others as if you do not like my kind. The minute I tasted you Duewa I knew. His scent still lingered, albeit faintly, deep in your blood. Given what I know you felt for my people before this day, there could only be one explanation.”

“Thoti… I…”

“And you forget that Hanna was Hadarian like you.” Thoti continued quickly. “I learned a great deal as her husband and mate. Namely how to detect the small, hidden puncture scars from constructive surgery.”


Duewa sat there in his arms. She was as naked now as she had been the day she was born, in the arms of the man who had just spent the last few hours making love to her with such passion and hunger it left her senseless. Senseless and craving so much more. He knew what she had done and Duewa knew she could not lie to this man. He was Lycavorian and would be able to smell her lying to him. And after what he had shown her, made her feel, Duewa found she did not want to lie to him. He didn’t look angry or indignant, nor did he appear ready to toss her from his lap. She had been here over two months now, and only in the last three days had she discovered so much about herself and others. She had discovered that perhaps everything was not as her mother and the Elders had made them out to be. And she cursed her own closed mindedness for not discovering everything so much sooner.

“How… how long have you known?” She asked him finally.


“I noticed the scars the week after you arrived. No one else would know where to look if they did not know what to look for. I did. The rest I did not know for sure until today.” Thoti answered immediately.


“And you… you never said anything?” She gasped looking at him. Thoti shook his head. “But why?”


“I believe I have already given you that answer Duewa.” He replied. Duewa attempted to climb out of his lap in shame then, no longer able to stand the humiliation at him knowing what she had done. What she had allowed done to her. Thoti’s shook his head and his arms held her tightly. “No.”


“Let me go Thoti! Please let me go!” Duewa sobbed.


“I will not let you go!” Thoti announced loudly. “I will hold you in my arms and you will look me in the eye and tell me all you have done! You will look me in the eyes Duewa, for you will see that my eyes hold nothing but love for you! No matter what you have done! As long as you have the strength to tell me!”


“How… how can you say that?” Duewa said. “You do not… you do not know me. You hardly know me! What I have done!”


“You will discover that much of the makeup of a Lycavorian is done by instinct my sweet Duewa. That is what our King gave back to us when he returned.” Thoti spoke softly. “The lost ability to once more use our instincts as they should be used. To help guide us in what we do. In ways that many do not understand. Many call it barbaric… as I have told you before… and in many ways it is barbaric… but it is who we are. The moment I detected your sweet berry scent on that airfield my instincts have told me you would be mine Duewa. I had no doubts or qualms about that. And you are mine now. I am an Alpha Duewa, after today no male Lycavorian will come near you. They will smell me in your blood and know that I am the luckiest man in all of Sparta, for it is I who has claimed you. And no male who has spent any time around our people will come near you, certainly none of those here on Earth. Many of them use how we treat our females as a map. If Lycavorians do not approach a beautiful woman, they suspect it is for a reason and they mirror this action.”


Duewa’s eyes were filled with tears now and she lifted her hands to place them on his neck even though she could not lift her eyes to look at him. “Thoti…”

“The clone of Queen Anja is alive Duewa.” Thoti said softly seeing her head come up and look at him with wide eyes. “She is alive and right now with the Queen on Hadaria. This plan your mother and the other Elders have will not work now. You do not need to protect them anymore my love. I am asking you to make a decision about right from wrong. What you know is right and what you know is wrong. Did you change your appearance to look like Seanna and then endure Rinard’s rutting because it was your choice or because it was something your mother told you to do? Told you needed to be done for the future of your people or some other ridiculous rensibfla as that.”


“I do not… I do not wish to see my sons face war Thoti.” Duewa answered as the tears streaked her face. “I did… I did what I did to protect them! To protect their future!”


“And what do you think I do every day when it comes to my son Hiero?” Thoti asked her passionately.


“You… you are a soldier!” Duewa gasped.


Thoti nodded his head. “Yes I am and I am proud of that fact Duewa. Very proud. I am a Durcunusaan soldier. A member of the Wolves of the Blood. The purest blood and finest trained of all Spartans. Does that make me a bad person Duewa?”


Duewa lifted her hands and took his face in them looking at him with wide eyes. “No!” She sobbed. “Never! Not you!”

“We have a reputation as Lycavorian Spartans; we have a reputation of reveling in the lust of battle. That we yearn to crush our enemies beneath us and fight every day.” Thoti spoke shaking his head. “That could not be further from the truth Duewa my love. We train… and we fight so that our children do not need to fight. Just as any father and parent would. We just happen to do it better than most because we take it seriously. It is not a game to us because of the consequences that come with failure. If given a choice… what do you think I would rather do… fight a squad of High Coven Immortals or wrap your luscious body around mine and feast upon you every hour of the day? What do you think the King would rather do? Trust me… you taste and smell far sweeter than any Immortal my sweet Duewa.”

“You are asking me to… you are asking me to betray my mother Thoti.” Duewa said dropping her eyes but still holding his face in her hands. She loved the feel of his weathered skin in her hands.


“Has she not already betrayed you Duewa? By asking you to do what you have done, has she not already turned her back on you?” Thoti asked passionately. “What mother would ask their daughter to do what she has asked you to do? That is not something a mother would ask of her daughter. Of any child of her blood.”

Duewa looked up once more, this time her soft green eyes a little wider as she gazed at him and contemplated his words. They rang so true in her mind now. Her first two months here she had struggled to obtain what she was tasked with. Over the course of just the last three days alone, her world had altered dramatically. She had learned more about Retta and Calyb, about their bond with Mara and Endeem. She had learned so much about her own sons in just three short days. And it was not a school or university that had taught her this. It had been one simple sentence from the man who now held her in his arms. The man who had known all of this time what she had done and never said a thing to anyone. 

“Why… why do you need to hear me say it Thoti?” She asked softly. “You… already know all you need to know. I… I didn’t know the entire plan. Not that part about killing the… Thoti I can’t…” 

Thoti shook his head. “I need to hear you say it. I want to hear you say it… because then you will be free my Duewa. You will be free to live your life as you want to live it, and not as your mother dictates to you how to live it. Only when you admit and speak of what you did will you truly be free to begin a new life. And I want nothing more than to have you with me for eternity. I want you too want me in your life as much as I want you in mine.”


“Thoti you…”


“Do you want this to continue Duewa? What we have discovered this day?” He asked her gently. “Do you want me in your life? You have discovered in just these last three days that not everything is as you thought it was. As you were told it would be. As more time passes you will see that even more. Do you want to take the chance to discover this with me? To look beyond all you have known and been taught and perhaps see so many wondrous things where you never expected to find them.”


Duewa tightened her grip on his rugged face as the real fear of losing him so soon after discovering him filled her with anxiousness. There was only one answer that filled her mind now. There could be only one answer after what he had made her feel and see. “Oh… oh yes.” She gasped.


“Then it comes down to what do you want more?” Thoti said simply. “The life you have now… or a new life for you and your sons with me.”


Duewa stared at him for what seemed like an eternity, the brightness of his eyes never diminishing as he looked at her. Duewa reached up with one hand and used the back of her hand to wipe the tears from her eyes and cheek. She lowered that hand back down and tightly grasped his rugged face in her fingers once more and then kissed him with everything that she was. She kissed him with everything that she had discovered about herself in the last few hours. She kissed him with everything that his touch and love had brought out in her. Her mind and heart sang out with joy and the very real prospect of new discovery as he returned the kiss with equal if not more passion and feeling. And as before he did not simply kiss her, he devoured all that she was, leaving her shuddering for more. It was really no decision at all as far as she was now concerned. 

“She first came to me with the plan two years ago…” She began as she pulled her lips away from his reluctantly and met his eyes.


Once the words started, they poured forth from her without pause. The only thing that changed was that Thoti’s arms closed tighter around her and he pressed his forehead to hers as

Duewa let loose her demons into the chasm and began the trek down whatever life brought to her now. She had decided if this ruggedly handsome Lycavorian Spartan was part of her life, then she would never have need to be fearful again. She had decided that perhaps all was not as she had been led to believe.
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SECONDARY COMMAND SHIP FOR ARIZONA FLEET GROUP

The bridge of the TAU CETI was not as large as that of the HARBINGER, but it was certainly just as advanced, and in some ways even more advanced. She had a lesser payload of fighters because a large portion of her flight deck had been carved out and replaced with the highly sophisticated SCC. The Secondary Command Center was identical to what would be on the ARIZONA they had discovered, and to say it was impressive would be an understatement. They had spent the last six hours in the SCC, running many different simulations and scenarios, getting a feel for what their duties on the ARIZONA would be. Only when the Captain of the TAU CETI had called for them did they leave and make their way to the bridge. Miranda stood calmly with her hands behind her back watching as the bridge crew of the TAU CETI went about their duties with expertise. Whether she knew it or not, Miranda Lorian commanded far more respect and admiration than even she realized.

Zaala Randall stood just in front of Steven, leaning slightly against the front of his body. She could tell he was excited about seeing their new ship. While he always made love to her with intensity and passion, leaving her gasping in happiness, the last few days had been even more enjoyable. Part of it Zaala knew was because he was now wolf. Turned by Martin Leonidas himself. When that change had become complete within him, it also affected her in many ways. Their lovemaking became more fervent and deep. He could make her scream for hours now, and Zaala had changed as well. Just as any woman who bedded with a Lycavorian would change in some respects. Their senses became sharper, their endurance stronger, and all of them could alter their eyes and extend much smaller wolf fangs due to the strength of the virus now in their bodies. Unless truly bitten they would never advanced past the stage they were at, sort of a pre-altered stage, but Zaala was certainly very happy with where she was. Zaala had envied her sister Tarifa, first for being the one who discovered Martin Leonidas. Then Dekton, and finally the man who would claim not only her heart and soul but Aihola’s as well in Isra. That envied vanished the day she had fallen in love with Steven Randall and that was long before Martin had ever turned him. Through their years together, their love and passion for each other had never once diminished, and Zaala began to discover she had a zeal for flying that almost matched that of her husband. She knew he was perhaps one of the finest fighter pilots within the Lycavorian Union, his skills superb even before Martin turned him. He was also one of the most intelligent men she had ever met, though it did not often come through in his gruff and sometimes brash nature. They were the very best of friends and could talk about anything together, which is why Zaala knew, their love burned so brightly. Zaala’s eyes found E'dira standing silently just behind Miranda.

The tall Drow female was every bit as beautiful as Zaala knew Lynwe and Aihola to be. She had yet to meet a Drow female that was not exceptionally alluring. She also knew, after E'dira had confided in her, that this particular Drow wanted Miranda in the worse possible way. She smiled as she realized that E'dira had taken her advice and begun to discover what it was that made Miranda Lorian tick. Though she knew well the signs of desire that E'dira was displaying, Zaala had seen them more than enough times with Lynwe and Aihola, E'dira was determined it seemed to win Miranda over conventionally before she became unconventional. And Zaala certainly had to admit E'dira was definitely a Drow that would be very easy to fall hard for. Zaala leaned back further against her husband, her left hand deftly reaching back to squeeze the side of his hip.


You were very good to me last night my husband. She spoke alluringly within Mindvoice knowing that there were few who could detect their MV level on this ship.


Zaala felt Steven press closer to her back and lean over just a little to brush the very tip of her four inch high elven ear with his lips. I could say the same of you my exquisite elven wife.


Well… you do taste wonderful. Zaala answered with a seductive smile. You know I can not help myself at times.


Neither can I. And you taste better. He spoke placing his hand on her hip.


We should be there soon I think. Zaala said. I wish to see this ship almost as much as you it seems.


She felt Steven nod. Yes… I am…  

“Coming up on the Dreamland outer marker!” The voice of the tactical officer echoed across the bridge and cut off Steven’s words.

They watched Miranda nod and step closer to the large bridge screen. “Very well.” She stated. “Order our escorts to proceed to the holding area! Contact Dreamland Control and put them on speaker!” Miranda turned to face everyone now, her dark eyes alive with life. She glanced quickly to E'dira first, almost to make sure that she was beside her still and to make certain that the story of her life over the last three days had not frightened the Drow woman away. E'dira’s beautiful amber eyes blinked knowingly at her and she nodded her head almost minutely.

“Ok… I feel I have to say this one last time.” Miranda spoke now, all eyes turning to her. “If any of you are having second thoughts, now is most definitely the time to voice them. Once we make the final jump to Dreamland, there will be no turning back. There are very few who decide to leave Dreamland Command when they are assigned, and it’s even harder to get out than it is to get in, simply because of what you will be exposed too. What you will see… the projects and equipment… it is the very cutting edge of our technology. Most of it is derived from the Mindvoice ship, some of it inventions of our own, but it is most certainly not for common knowledge. I want to give everyone…”

“Jesus Christ already Miranda!” Steven could no longer contain himself. “Let’s just stop with the fancy words and do this! Before we all keel over dead from old age!”


The laughter that erupted from those on the bridge was genuine and Zaala elbowed her husband in his washboard hard abdomen. “Steven Randall… you will behave yourself!” She snapped playfully.


“I believe Major Randall is saying we would not be here were it not our wish Captain Lorian.” E'dira stated confidently with her Drow calmness. “As our King is so fond of saying… Never fear the Unknown… for you know not the treasures it could bring.”


“Yeah! What E'dira said!” Steven echoed.


Miranda nodded her head as she chuckled. “Ok.” She turned back around and looked at the communications officer. “You have them?”


“Dreamland Control standing by Captain.” He said.


“Dreamland Control this is Captain Miranda Lorian! Execute EGA! Authorization Lorian three nine five delta! Confirm!”

“TAU CETI, Dreamland Control confirms Lorian, Miranda, and Captain ULU ARIZONA. Security code is authentic! Stand by for Entry Gate Activation! Do not deviate from your flight corridor TAU CETI! Deviation by even one kilometer will be considered hostile and you will be targeted and destroyed by Dreamland Defense Platforms and fighters.”

“Understood Control.” Miranda spoke.

“Admiral O’Connor wishes to see you and your command staff once you arrive. He is waiting on board the ARIZONA! See you soon Captain Lorian! And welcome back!”


“Thank you Control!”


“De-shrouding Dreamland Entry Gate and powering Phased Quantum Gate coils!” The voice continued. “Stand by!”

“Phased Quantum coils!” Zaala gasped with wide eyes as she stepped forward.


Steven stepped up to Miranda his eyes wide as well. “The Gate is shrouded?” He gasped.


Miranda nodded. “Yes. This Gate has only one entry and debarkation point. It’s the only way in or out of Dreamland. Ben wanted to make sure no one found it, even by accident.” She spoke as E'dira and Zaala moved closer to her. Chuess hung back for a moment unsure if he was to be accepted, until Zaala snagged his large clawed hand and pulled him closer. As he stepped up next to her and Steven, he saw the tall human look at him and move to the side a little more to allow him to be able to see Miranda. Chuess felt Steven put his hand on his shoulders and even through his beak like mouth it appeared as if he had smiled.

There had been much talk and ballyhoo about a Nodian joining the Union fleet. The Nodian people as a whole adored their King, but none of them had ever served in the active military before. When Martin was approached about it, the first thing he did was contact the Nodian Prime Minister. The two men had a lengthy discussion about the history of the Nodian people and what their traditional role in the Union was. Many thought that while they were valued as engineers and builders, they would not be accepted in the regular fleet. King Martin Leonidas had changed all that when the decree came down that should a Nodian apply for entry and meet the standards for acceptance to the Fleet Academy, they were to be afforded every single opportunity as others. Chuess was the first of nearly five hundred Nodian officer trainees that had gone through the Academy, and the only one who had joined the actual fleet. Now he was seeing that he had made an excellent decision. He was treated with the utmost respect and honor, though his four foot high stature meant he was always being looked down at. He was actually very well built for his race and among the taller of his species at four foot five. Their lack of height had always been a source of shame for them in some manner, a feeling that was quickly being laid aside as Chuess blazed his way through the fleet, meeting and serving with different people everyday.


“Howzz have you equipped the Gate’zzz control with Quantum coilzzz?” Chuess asked.


Miranda held up her hand. “Whoa!!! Trust me… all of you will have the time to ask all you want.” Miranda said. “But we need to get there first.”


“Captain!” The tactical officer exclaimed. “Dreamland Gate has de-shrouded and is fully powered.”


Miranda smiled and turned back around. “Very well!” She spoke. She turned to the Elven officer who had up until now been standing monitoring everything from a control station. “Captain Na’nal… the TAU CETI is your ship. Would you do the honors please.”


The elven officer nodded with a smile. “Spool up the LSD Coils!” He bellowed. “Lock our course into the computer! Power down all weapons pods and make sure the landing bays are sealed! Give me a read on the grid parameters!”


“Parameters are all green Captain! We are in position!”


“Dreamland control, TAU CETI is standing by!” Na’nal spoke now.


“Affirmative TAU CETI. Be advised, ULU MERCY will be proceeding out of the area with her escorts as you enter!” The voice echoed across the bridge.


“Understood!”


“Very well TAU CETI! You may execute jump! See you on the other side!”


Na'nal smiled and turned to his helm officer. “Execute!”


“Jumping now!” The female elf officer exclaimed with a smile.


The stars on the screen transformed to bright lines as the TAU CETI exploded into light speed. Steven and the others were impressed with the smoothness of the transition, the normal vibration of conducting a jump no longer present and Miranda turned to them seeing the looks on their faces.


“We’ll be in the corridor for ninety seconds.” She explained.


“No residual vibrations!” Zaala said quickly.


Miranda shook her head. “The TAU CETI… every ship in our Fleet Group has brand new engine plants. It was a special project Chuess, one that your Prime Minister worked on himself at the King’s request. They designed and built Equator Resonance Field Reactors. They are pretty much exact copies of the Quantum Resonance Field Reactors on all the Arizona Class ships, but not as powerful. We built them using our technology and some wild new schematics that the brainpans here at Dreamland thought up. Essentially we took the same theories and principles from the QRFR’s and applied them to our own technology. The result was the ERFR’s. Prince Androcles’s ship the SCIMITAR was the first LEONIDAS IIA refitted with the new engines. More power and a much more stable reactor core.”


“Damn! What else they got cooking out here?” Steven asked.


Miranda chuckled. “This is Ben’s baby and you know how he likes to tinker. Martin has given him pretty much free reign and…”


“Martin?” E'dira asked surprised. “You refer to the King by his given name Miranda. There are very few who have that honor.”


Miranda turned a slight shade of red under her dark tan and olive skin. “I lived with them for a few months when I was small. Not… not many people know that.” She stated. “Right after I joined the Academy. I got into some trouble and Ben didn’t know how to handle it. I ended up living with them on the Island Palace for three and a half months. It was what helped me make it through the Academy.”


“Wow! We learned something new about you every day!” Steven commented.


“You should talk Randall.” Miranda said. “You and Zaala see him more than I do.”


Steven nodded. “Yep… and to be honest… he ain’t the prettiest individual to look at across the dinner table.” He said with a grin.


Zaala’s eyes grew wide and once more she elbowed him in the abdomen. “Major Steven Randall!” She exclaimed. “I will pretend I didn’t hear that!”


This brought laughter from all of them and Miranda stepped closer to Steven. “By the way… it’s now Colonel Randall.” She said. “Congratulations.”


Steven shrugged. “Just more weight to have on on my shoulders when I wear my dress uniform.” He dismissed the promotion.


“You never wear your dress uniform.” Zaala told him.


Steven nodded. “That’s the point.” He spoke with a smile.


“Dreamland Control this is TAU CETI! We are preparing to enter the grid!” The tactical officer spoke loudly causing all of them to turn back around. They could see Na'nal moving among the different stations of his crew with a keen eye and confident touch.


“Confirmed TAU CETI. Ten seconds!”


“Look sharp people!” Na'nal barked. “I for one do not wish to be blown out of the stars by our own weapons platforms!” The bridge crew of the TAU CETI chortled among themselves at their Captain’s words. “My wife would never forgive me for being so stupid!”


“Exiting Jump Corridor now!” The helmsmen barked as his hands flew across his control panels.


The only real sign that they were leaving the light speed Jump Corridor was the streaking stars that became single entities once more. Immediately upon exiting they could see the bulk of the massive three thousand bed medical ship ULU MERCY off to their left shadowed closely by her three TUAR’OTHAR-Class Destroyer escorts. The TUAR’OTHAR was an older Elven design ship that was rapidly being pulled back into service throughout the Union Fleet as sector patrol ships and Fleet Group Flank protectors. Built for speed and maneuverability, they were far easier to refit and rearm with state of the art weapons and systems than it was to build new ships. They were quickly beginning to make a name for themselves as premier anti-missile ships and were considered extremely deadly in groups of three or more. The Elf Prime Minister Alocgeid was exceptionally happy about it, for elf ingenuity was now being used to the extent that it had been many hundreds of years ago. The MERCY’s Captain flashed his bridge running lights in recognition of their arrival and without a word from Na’nal; his Executive Officer did the same. In the blink of an eye the four ships jumped into the corridor and were gone and they turned to view the most secret facility to exist within the entire Union territories.

Dreamland shipyards stretched before them now.

They could see the planet sized asteroids in the distance, many of them with hundreds of lights dotting their surfaces. Dozens of smaller rocks, some the size of moons drifted about in a pattern that all of them recognized as being man made. These could only be the Dreamland Defense Platforms, and considering the size of some of them, it was easy to see the TAU CETI for all her size and firepower would never stand a chance.
 
“Release side locks and open viewing ports!” Na'nal called out.


“Opening ports!”


Within seconds the two sides of the TAU CETI’s bridge were bathed in star light as the fields of stars were revealed. Steven’s sharp pilot eyes caught the slight movement to the right and then two M7 TEMPEST fighters were roaring at them in close formation from around the backside of one of the DDPs. All of the asteroid objects were of a dingy gray color and didn’t look natural in the least which to the uninitiated was the biggest give away that they were in fact not asteroids. They would give an enemy that somehow found their way here pauses for a few seconds however, and that would be all the time needed to blow their ships into atoms.

“Dreamland fighter patrol.” Miranda spoke as she too saw the two ships sweep across over the top of the bridge and scream out past them on the other side. “They are checking us out. Verifying we are who we say we are.”


“Who elsezz would we bezz?” Chuess asked his small yellowish eyes wide in open and unconcealed wonderment. 

E'dira answered this time and smiled as she touched his arm. “It is a security issue Chuess my friend.” She spoke. “You have never met Admiral O’Connor I take it?”


Chuess shook his head. “No.”


“When you meet him you will understand.” Miranda said with a smile of her own as she looked at E'dira. 


They had spent more time together over the last three days than Miranda had spent with anyone before and her feelings for the Drow elf were growing stronger. Miranda had never been one to be attracted to another woman, but there was something about E'dira that made her wet just thinking of her. E'dira too had changed in the last several weeks with all of them, and she was coming out of the shell that most Drow kept around them. Her actions with Chuess just now showed that.


“Ok… the TAU CETI will be taking up station near the first marker and we’ll go from here in two DEVASTATORS.” Miranda spoke. “Chuess will be bringing the remaining crew and pilots over in the transport.”


E'dira looked at her now. “Why not us on a transport?” She asked. “I do not mind flying in a fighter, but it is not my… my first choice.”


Miranda could only smile at her and reach for her hand. “You’ll see.” She stated with bright eyes. “Colonel Randall?”


Steven’s eyes were also bright and charged with energy and Zaala saw this easily. “We’re ready.” He said. 


Miranda nodded. “Then let’s get moving.”

BELID

As'hia could see nothing through the long lenses that Lynom had brought with them. He had been right in saying that Belid was barren, much of the surface had been burned away thousands of years ago it appeared. There were stretches of where the timber and plains were making a comeback within the mountains and it was one of these where they had finally come to a rest. They had moved for nearly seven hours straight, As'hia often shifting to her wolf form during those seven hours to revel in her freedom and let the wind and air filter through her two toned fur. Her belly and legs was the blond of her father while her upper body and shoulders were the black hair of her mother. She was a medium size female wolf, just over a hundred and thirty pounds when in wolf form and almost a meter at her shoulders. Her mother had taught her the freedom of running and she used it here, all the while using her wolf senses to make sure they were not being followed. The one thing her sensitive wolf nose picked up immediately was the Verbena scent of Lynom. Within the Immortal base it had not always been a clear scent, and many times it was masked by the foul smell of the others, but out here in the free air As'hia could detect it quite easily and it tickled her wolf nose as nothing she had ever smelled before.


She stood back up and tucked the lenses away in the pouch on her utility belt and turned back to see Lynom setting something up near the edge of the cool mountain stream they had stopped next too. The small waterfall was flowing from above as they had continued to work their way up the mountain and it now fell into a six meter wide pool on the ridge they had come to. She had been carrying her uniform when she had been captured and it felt so very good to feel the ArmorPly against her body once more. Lynom had returned her Nethes as well, and she now wore that on her right thigh. She watched him as he began to strip out of the shirt he wore and began crossing back to where he was confusion in her eyes.


“What are you doing?” She spoke quickly. “We need to keep moving!”


“They will not send anyone out after us until they speak with Phy’iad.” Lynom answered her, pulling off the combat harness and then the thick outer shirt. “We have time.”


“Time for what?” As'hia asked. “We should get to the top of this mountain and make our way west! The caves you spoke of there are the best place to hide.”


“I need to do this first!” Lynom snapped.


“We don’t have time for you to take a bath Lynom.” As'hia spoke with an exasperated tone. “We need…” Her words died in her throat when she saw him remove the thin fabric of the t-shirt that he wore. Three quarters of the way down the exquisitely defined chest, the dark gray skin of an Immortal ended and a deeply tanned bronze color began. It was the same on his back and sides, the grayish Immortal skin color stopping just above his waist and turning to that tanned bronze color. It almost looked as if the grayish Immortal skin was growing on top of something else. Her dark eyes went back to his face. The only other time she had seen him even remotely in this state of undress had been by the hot spring. Even then he had not removed the thin t-shirt and all she saw were the muscles and the powerful definition. “Lynom… what is… what is wrong with you?” She asked.


“The implants!” Lynom said. “I need to remove them now before they infect my blood. The outside air and the physical exertion have caused them to deteriorate faster than I had anticipated.”


“Implants?” As'hia asked harshly. “We are stopping so you can play with your skin?”


Lynom looked at her, his dark eyes angry. “If you wish to continue so badly then go! Unlike your wishes for me As'hia, I have no desire to die. If I do not remove the implants they will kill me!”


“Lynom we…”


Lynom lifted his hand and pointed. “That way!” He snarled. “I will remove them myself and follow when I am done! Go!”

As'hia’s face twisted indignantly and she gathered her SA80 tighter. “Fine!” She spat as she began to march off up towards the top of the ridge. She moved only a dozen meters away before stopping and turning back to watch him. He unrolled what appeared to be a surgical kit of some sort, and he settled half in the swift moving current of the stream. As'hia remembered his words then.

“Ssin'urn 'Anon is not tainted scum!” Lynom barked from next to her. Everyone had turned to see his eyes had changed to vampire cobalt blue and his vampiric fangs were fully extended in savage anger. As'hia had never seen him as angry as he was at that moment. “And I would give my life without pause to keep her from harm! That is my hithern d'vlos!” Lynom had leaned closer to the transmission then. “It is you who are tainted! You are the reason she is here to begin with!” As'hia knew that everyone could see her eyes fixate on Lynom then, wide with surprise at his words. “Had you embraced her spirit and soul, who she is at her center and not tried to alter her essence to suit your pathetic needs, she would never have been on that transport!” 

Lynom had continued quickly as angry as he was. “She would never have had to endure what she has had to endure! Pray I die here protecting her before I return there you elf bastard… for when I meet you face to face, you will feel my wrath for what you have assisted in making happen to her! You will feel my blade for all the pain you have helped to heap upon her with your arrogance!” (oath of blood)

As'hia’s head tilted slightly as she gazed at him in the stream, struggling with the surgical laser scalpel. He was the son of an Immortal and a vampire. He could blur like a vampire, he had the combined strength of both species, and his Mindvoice skills were beyond any she had ever heard of except for members of Mjolnir’s Hand and members of the Royal family. He had fed on her blood four times, each time practically begging her to forgive him, even as during the last time As'hia’s body had ignited with fire in her blood and she had clutched at him tightly. Not out of pain or fear, but because of what he was making her feel. He had protected her, guarded her, and all she had done was demean him and try to kill him. She called him monster and liar. And just this day she had seen how wrong she had been. He had not lied to her about anything, and As'hia felt the shame sweep over her then. Now she looked at him and saw that there was something very different about him. No Immortal she had seen on the base, or even in images during her training had skin like his. Growths like his. There was something very different about him she knew. He had risked his life and the survival of his entire tribe to save her and then protect her, his brother had shouted at that fool O'lan. The Queen trusted them. Princess Normya had become the wife of his brother, a brother that looked like no Immortal she had ever seen. As'hia’s eyes grew wider now. Tir'ut was his brother! As'hia dropped her pack where she was and bolted back towards the stream.


Lynom swore under his breath as he lifted the laser scalpel and tried to line up the starter incision he needed to make. He could feel the toxic elements of the biogel that kept the realistic and surgically implanted false skin alive beginning to seep out. If he did not get it off soon, the gel would reach the injuries As'hia had inflicted on him and he was unable to heal completely because they were covered with the false skin. He had used the blood he had access too in order to inject it into the skin so that it would heal, while ignoring the wounds to his physical body. He needed the protection of an intact false skin more than anything, for if they had discovered who and what he was before he was ready, all would have been lost. If he had asked for more blood suspicions against him would have risen because everyone assumed he had been taking As'hia’s blood all of this time, and all of them were very envious of him.


Lynom lifted the small mirror and tried to look out of the corner of his eye to line up the scalpel where his mother had told him he needed too. He could not see where he needed to begin the cut and he smashed his hands back into the water.


“VITH!” He screamed. 


“Lynom!” As'hia’s voice spoke from the side.


Lynom turned cobalt blue vampire eyes on her, his fangs bursting from his gums and his face twisting into an angry snarl. “You wish me dead!” He shouted at her. “I am a monster! I understand this! You could at least let me die without having you gloat over my corpse because you got your wish!”


As'hia dropped her combat harness and began pulling off the top of her ArmorPly. She stripped down to the simple t-shirt and then lowered herself into the cool mountain water. She gazed at his face as she moved closer, suddenly marveling in how his cobalt eyes were so bright and full of intelligence. Lynom glared at her as she moved up in front of him, looking up into his face as he towered over her. His cobalt blue vampire eyes held her in their gaze and As'hia suddenly realized just how dangerous this man could be. Those eyes looked upon her as if she was simple and tiny to him, and after all he had done to protect her they held contempt for the way she had treated him. As'hia lifted her hand and placed it over the top of his, never taking her eyes from his. She should have been frightened out of her mind, but even through the anger in those cobalt orbs, As'hia somehow knew he would never hurt her. She curled her fingers long around the laser scalpel.


“I’m sorry Lynom. I will help you. I… I owe you my life and my dignity.” She spoke softly. “Tell me what I need to do.”


She watched as his eyes changed back to their normal dark brown and once more As'hia saw something in them she had never taken notice of before. The delightful flecks of light green in them. His fangs retracted as well and his angry face dissolved. 


“The… the implants are basically a second skin I had surgically grafted over my own.” He explained slowly. “The biogel that makes them realistic is polluted now because of the damage to them. It is…”


“Damage I am responsible for?” She asked.


“It does not matter now… but yes.” He replied nodding his head. “You only… you only advanced my own plans to leave this place. These places I have been too… these foul Akruxian fools… they were beginning to taint me and I was at my limit of tolerance. I would not have been able to stand their actions for much longer and most likely would have died in an attempt to kill as many as I could before they killed me.”


As'hia could detect the truth of his words in the flutter of his heartbeat and the conviction with which he spoke them. “What… what do I do?” She asked. “Tell me.”

“Look closely and you will see what appears to be a seam in the skin at the juncture of my neck and shoulder.” Lynom spoke. “This is the main seal for the grafts. You must use the scalpel to reopen the incision. Once you do that, you will be able to peel the implants away one section at a time.” He spoke slowly.


“Won’t it hurt?” She asked quickly.


“Yes… but not as much as dying.” He replied dropping to his knees in the water so that she was level with his upper body because of their height. “And I have endured far more pain than that As'hia.”

As'hia took a deep breath to calm her nerves and moved closer to him, leaning over his shoulder and beginning to probe with her fingers where he said. It took her a full minute before she found the seam and she marveled at the skill with which the procedure had been done. “I found it.” She said. “Carian Lynom… who did this?” 


“My father is not as mindless a brute as many think.” Lynom answered. “He did not serve as Captain to the High Lord for over a thousand years and learn nothing. It is a skill from the old ways of our people. Before the High Coven conquered our planet so long ago. My father learned it from his father before him. Our planet was harsh at times and these skins allowed us an added layer of protection against the elements. It was a simple matter to form it to be identical to real Immortal skin.”


As'hia activated the laser scalpel and paused for a moment. His face was level with her firm breasts; in fact his lips were only millimeters from the t-shirt she wore and her protruding nipples. The coolness of the water had caused her skin to react and now her nipples were erect and standing quite proudly at attention. As'hia cursed her reaction for only a brief moment for Lynom’s eyes were closed as he drew in deep breaths, completely ignoring the fact that she was standing so intimately close to him. Astoundingly this fact annoyed As'hia in a way she had never felt before.

“Lynom?” She whispered.


His dark brown eyes opened and moved up to look at her face, not even glancing at her proud breasts so close to his face. “Yes?”


“You… you called me Ssin'urn 'Anon in your language.” She said.


“Yes.”


“What… what does it mean?” She asked.


“It does not matter.” He spoke.


“It… it matters to me.” She said.


Lynom lowered his eyes once more, closing them slowly. “Beautiful Flower.” He said in almost a whisper. “It means beautiful flower.”
DREAMLAND SHIPYARDS

DEVASTATOR TWO ONE; CALL SIGN MANDO

DEVASTATOR TWO TWO; CALL SIGN SCAR
   


“Yeah baby!” Steven whooped as he banked the M5 in a tight turn only six meters from the tip of Miranda’s wing.


Zaala could only smile at her husband’s actions from under her helmet and she heard Miranda chuckle over the internal COM link between the two ships.


“Happy to be back on the stick I see Scar!” Her voice spoke.


“You have no idea Mando!”


“Think you can hang with me?”


“Just don’t come to an abrupt halt Mando, or you’ll find out how close I will be!” Steven replied causing both Miranda and Zaala to laugh openly.


“Perhaps a sedate entry is more appropriate in this situation.” E'dira’s voice carried over the COM now. “The tone of your voices does not equate to sedate.”


“Sedate?” Steven asked. “What is that… the name of a food?”


“Sounds like a new drug to me!” Miranda said. “Burners Scar! Now! And eat my tail!”


Many of the sensor operators within Dreamland were all centrally connected to provide better coverage of the super secret area that spanned nearly three full light years in size. The moment the two M5 DEVASTATORS had launched from the TAU CETI every sensor screen in Dreamland focused on the two ships and COM channels were left open. The word had passed quickly of the two pilots who had entered Dreamland space, and now they would get a show few would ever see. There were very few pilots within the Union outside of Queen For'mya, Star Colonel Endith and Prince Arrarn who could invoke a sense of awe. 
The two pilots known as Mando and Scar were such a pair.


As any pilot will tell you, whether they were elf, Lycavorian or human, flying was something instinctual. You could be an adequate pilot with the proper training, perhaps even a good pilot, yet without instinct you would never achieve the status of superb pilot. There was a union of pilot and ship that was almost magically in many respects and to view the skills of such pilots was something that stayed with you forever. There were few instinctual pilots, because they were born, not made. Miranda Lorian and Steven Randall were two of these very special individuals, and the blue eyes of the officer that watched from the CIC of the most secret ship in the Union knew this. He knew it because he was one as well, and he had carefully orchestrated the road that put the two of them together. Admiral Benjamin O’Connor grinned as he stood there.

“Now we’ll see why they are the best!” He said in a whisper that only the officers and men closest to him could hear.

The audience had grown to several thousand across the whole of Dreamland, and none of them were disappointed. The M5 DEVASTATOR was almost as maneuverable as it’s smaller sister the M7, but it was still a fighter/bomber. As thousands of pairs of eyes watched, two pilots made those two ships dance among the stars in a choreograph of maneuvers that regularly brought gasps of disbelief from across the stars. On the deck across the face of the man made asteroids, barely a hundred meters from the surface of the massive rocks, the engines lighting up surrounding space as neither dared turn off their burners. Twisting and turning, darting across the field of stars and ships and frustrating the sensor operators that tried to track them with visual cameras. They could hear the squeals of delight as Zaala thoroughly enjoyed the ride, having complete faith in her husband’s skills. What they soon discovered was that Drow were not so reserved as they thought. Though they could not see it, they could easily imagine E'dira’s head whipping about in the cockpit and letting out the howl of amazement and then unabashed glee as the two fighters crossed within five meters of each other at full speed and darted between the massive power coils of the mammoth Dreamland transports. The maneuver would be talked about for months, as the crews of the two ships swore the two fighters had passed within a few feet of the many view windows at the top of the transports.

Ben had planned this moment perfectly, for he wanted everyone involved with bringing this ship to life to know they had done the finest job of their lives. He knew what was coming, for he also knew Steven Randall well, and he waited as Miranda slowed their sometimes insane maneuvering through the space of Dreamland, always carrying them toward one point. It was the point she had left her ship at, and Miranda Lorian knew right where her ship was.


“Steven, look over there! Those are Type One Dragon Transports!” Zaala’s voice echoed. “I have never seen… they are different somehow!”


“This place is amazing!” Steven’s excited voice announced. “Look at all the Mark III NOVAs! Zaala… they all have new engine plants! Look at the escorts! This…”


Steven!” Miranda’s voice interrupted him. “Check your eleven o’clock Steven!”


Inside the cockpit of DEVASTATOR Two Two, Steven turned his head only slightly and what he saw as they skimmed over the top of the huge asteroid made his skin prickle and his eyes go wide behind his helmet. 
Beyond the NOVA-Class Mark III Attack Cruiser and the three TAUR’OTHAR escorts, silhouetted in front of the enormous and very real asteroid, she waited. Colonel Steven Randall immediately slashed power to his engines and executed an inverted roll, spinning the M5 towards the arrow head shaped ship rapidly filling the window of his cockpit. As he righted his M5 once more he heard Zaala gasp softly in his helmet.

“Miranda?” Steven spoke almost reverently.

“Yes.” Miranda Lorian replied without pause. “That is her Steven. That is our new home. That is the ARIZONA. She’s beautiful isn’t she?”

Zaala looked out the cockpit window and saw Miranda’s fighter pull up alongside them. She could hear the way the tones of Miranda’s and Steven’s voice changed when they spoke of this incredible ship before them. Almost as if it was alive. As that thought flashed in her mind she heard E'dira’s voice speak softly.

“They’ll be watching over us.” E'dira said.

“E'dira?” Zaala spoke puzzled.

“William Franklin Zaala.” E'dira continued. “He said… he said they would be watching over us remember.”

“The Memorial?” Zaala gasped from the M5 behind Steven’s seat. Her head turned even further to see E'dira’s helmeted head turn to face her. As close as Miranda and Steven were flying it was easy enough to see her shimmering white hair flowing from under her helmet.

E'dira nodded. “The Memorial.” E'dira continued. “Some believe the oil is the blood of those who died trying to save her. And their blood is eternal. Oh… now I see… now I see why they are so proud. They may not show it Zaala Randall… but human faith… oh it is a powerful thing. This ship… this ship and her name are testament to that faith.”

Zaala turned back to look at the crimson coloring of the nose of the ship as they allowed a flight of sixteen DEVASTATORS from the TAU CETI to streak overhead. It was the same squadron chosen to accompany them, the men and women who finished best out of the training. There was no arrogant chatter on the COM now she noticed. The entire squadron flew in perfect formation, not one ship out of the precise line.
“Shall we check out our new home Steven?” Miranda’s voice came over the COM.

“Oh yeah… I think we should.” Steven answered instantly.

“Follow me in CAG!” Miranda announced proudly. 

Both Zaala and E'dira let out yelps of surprise when Miranda and Steven dropped the noses of their fighters and dove for the surface of the ARIZONA.

“She has two Quantum Resonance Main Reactors as her main power plant.” Miranda’s voice began as they pulled out of the dive just across the point of her bow and began to skim across the surface of the ship. “A JCN 71 Tactical Network, Mark VIII Whisper Class Shrouds. She has twenty Type One Terra Series Plasma Turrets, and thirty Type Two. Sixty Quad Point defense turrets. Sixteen Photonic Torpedo Launchers.”
“Jesus Mando!” Steven gasped behind his helmet.

“I told you she is built for only one purpose.” Miranda said. “She has ten Squadrons of M7’s and fifteen Squadrons of M5’s. Electronic Warfare capability, Laminated Crystanium Weave Dragon Armor.” Miranda chuckled softly. “This is it.” She spoke. “This is the pinnacle of a career Steven. And she is all ours! With the right crew… our crew… she can go toe to toe with anything in the stars and kick the living shit out of them!”
No matter where the person stood throughout Dreamland, everyone could hear the pride oozing forth in Miranda Lorian’s words.

Their COM units crackled to life as they split down the port side of the ARIZONA, Steven’s eyes wide as he took in the launch bays and Type One turrets waiting to unleash their fury.

“Lorian! Randall!” The voice bellowed out over the COM.

“Admiral!” Both Miranda and Steven answered at once.

“If the two of you are done gawking at the newest lady in our fleet… how about both of you carry your asses onboard before I die of old age while you play your pilot games!” Ben’s voice boomed.

“Aye Admiral!” Miranda barked.

Sitting behind her in the second chair E'dira could only smile behind her helmet. What they had shared over the course of the last weeks E'dira would treasure for the rest of her years. It was not common for a Drow female to court another female as the term normally would mean. Yet E'dira was no normal Drow female, and hearing the joy and happiness in Miranda’s voice now, after hearing the pain and sadness of so much loss while they talked confirmed to E'dira that she had not been wrong about this woman. Human she may have been, but Miranda Lorian was as strong as any Drow E'dira had ever known, and knowing that Miranda wanted her just as badly as she wanted Miranda made their coming together a sign of the faith that E'dira had just been talking about.
She let her amber eyes gaze out across the massive expanse of the ship they would now call home, and for a brief moment she felt what Miranda and Steven Randall felt. She could not put it into words, but it made her feel as she felt the day Lynwe and Selene dragged her into a world of love and friendship. This ship, this object of such staggering power belonged to them now, yet they also belonged to it. To her.

The ARIZONA.
BELID

It was without a doubt the most disgusting thing As'hia had ever done. Twice she had to stop and take deep breaths to control her breathing. It was almost as if she was skinning a living breathing person. The implants were surgically grafted onto Lynom’s body, and while the laser scalpel did the majority of the work for her, As'hia still had to pull and pry as each section of implant was peeled away. As she tossed the now useless and dead section of bio-organic skin to the ground she would need to clean the area where it had resided with thick towels that Lynom held for her. Incredibly, as As'hia worked diligently and pulled away the implant skin, she began to reveal and take notice of the man who was underneath what she now knew was a very sophisticated disguise. As she exposed more of his body to the air, she exposed more of the deeply tanned bronze colored skin. Though he had worn the implant skin for almost two years, the moment the bright sunlight touched his now exposed real skin, it reacted by changing it’s shade and returning to the color of the bronze skin she saw just below the line of his waist. As'hia also began to take note of just how exquisitely defined Lynom’s body was. 


It did not appear so under the implant skin, but as she pulled away each section and wiped it clean, it revealed more and more of the Spartan like definition of his muscular body. She revealed the bone spikes along the outer ridge of his hands and wrists, much smaller than those of the implant skin, and no where near as pronounced. As she worked her way around and peeled away the implant skin from his abdomen, she discovered a stomach that was as flat and ripped as any she had ever seen. Her touch caused his stomach muscles to tighten and contract and for reasons which she didn’t understand she took joy in the fact that her touch affected him so.

Three hours she worked until all that remained was the skin on his face and neck. Lynom took the scalpel from her then saying he would take care of the rest and thanking her for her assistance. As'hia stepped back in the cool water then as he used the scalpel to make the incision along his neck and up the side of his head. He moved quickly and efficiently, finally grabbing the edges of the implanted skin and pulling upwards. As'hia winced at the tearing sound, even as he dropped fully into the water and disappeared beneath the surface. It was a full two minutes before As'hia began to think something was wrong and she stepped forward.

“Lynom!” She hissed softly seeing his powerful back just beneath the surface of the cool water, but appearing as if he was having convulsions of some sort. “Lynom!” Her voice became more urgent and she reached for him without hesitation surprising herself at the thought of not having him with her.


As'hia, the half elven daughter of the Lycavorian Danarla and the Elven Major Ta’lon, staggered back as Lynom’s body surged out of the water with a great bellow and huge intake of air. He rose immediately to his full height of six foot four and As'hia could only watch as he whipped his head back and forth, locks of long dark blond hair flaying about like the hair from a shaggy beast. He turned slowly to face her and her eyes went wide when she found herself staring into perhaps the most incredibly handsome face she had ever gazed upon. The bone spikes along his jaw line were like his brother’s, less pronounced but very evident, yet the long hair and deep dark eyes gave him a look Tir'ut did not have. While they both shared their mother’s flawless skin, it appeared that Lynom got the majority of her beauty and it translated into an exceptionally handsome face which now dripped oh so sexily with water. He looked less like his father Cha’talla then did Tir'ut, but the similarities were still there. As'hia could only gape at him in shock as the realization that this was the man who had protected her all of this time hit her like a bolt from the heavens. This was the man who she had tried to kill. This was the man who she had never shown one ounce of gratitude to for keeping her alive and safe from the daily rapes that the other female elves had to endure. This was the man who had kept her from a life that would have destroyed not only her spirit, but her mind as well.


Lynom’s smile split his face and caused her to blink to insure she was not seeing things. The very tips of his vampiric fangs were visible when he smiled and his dark eyes shone with a light she had not seen until now. Oh yes… this was the most handsome man she had ever set her eyes upon and he was an Immortal!!

“Forgive me As'hia. I did not mean to frighten you.” He spoke quickly. “Using the water made it easier to remove the headpiece. It was tangled within my hair, but I was able to free it.”


“You… you have hair.” As'hia gasped still trying to wrap her mind around the fact that standing before her was a completely different Lynom than the one whom she had grown accustomed too over the past weeks. And exceedingly easier on the eyes to look at. 

Lynom nodded. “Yes.” He answered. “It is much longer than it normally is, but I will cut it later.” He spoke moving closer to her. As'hia backed up quickly and Lynom stopped when he saw the look on her face. “It is me As'hia.” He said.


As'hia nodded her head quickly as she moved to the bank of the stream. “Yes. I know that!” She stammered. She turned and pulled herself out of the water and looked down at him. “We should… we should get going now.”


Lynom followed her movements with his eyes and finally nodded sadly. “Yes. Yes you are right.” He said softly moving for the bank of the stream as well. 


As'hia tensed as he hauled himself out of the water, her dark eyes taking in every single measured movement he made. His body was deliciously defined and each movement caused the muscles to ripple under his bronze skin. She relaxed slightly when he moved directly to where he had placed his clothes and equipment, but that did not stop the sudden sensations of desire and want that flooded her elven body. They were the same sensations of desire As'hia had experienced when she saw a handsome elf or Lycavorian Spartan and looking at Lynom, they were definitely not what she expected to feel in regards to this man. Nor did she expect the near overwhelming power with which these sensations swirled through her lithe elven body.


“We should be able to cover half of the remaining distance to the caves before dark.” Lynom told her as he pulled his shirts back on and then his harness. He was dressing quickly As'hia saw, and she knew it was because of her reaction to him that he was moving so quickly. His mind was a steel trap to her and had been for quite a long time, so trying to breach his MV shields was not something she would even consider, not that she could accomplish this anyway. She watched him stand back up and look at her. “Are you ready?”

 
Not trusting herself to respond in a normal voice As'hia could only her head quickly. What was happening to her? Why was Lynom affecting her so… and how far away was her mother? She needed her mother’s guidance now. She needed to ask her mother why she suddenly could barely hold back the desire to be swept up in Lynom’s arms and have him take her in any way he desired.

As'hia didn’t bother to put her outer shirt back on and simply lifted her pack to her shoulders and picked up her SA80.


“I’m… I’m ready.” She said.


Lynom took a step towards her. “As'hia I…”


She backed up several steps. “I’m fine.” She stated quickly. 
“You are not.” Lynom spoke.

“Really… I’m fine. Let’s just go. The closer we get to those caves the sooner we can expect the others to get here.”

BONTAWILLIAN KJU21 CIVILIAN CORVETTE

TEN HOURS FROM IRARUZU 

Walter glanced out of the corner of his eye at Ceneia as her hands adjusted the course of their ship. He did think of her as a daughter and he had taken note of the spring in her step these last two days. When she wasn't here in the cockpit she had spent every moment with Daba. There wasn’t a whole lot to do on the ship and they had simply been discovering each other outside of their bed. They took their meals together, Daba bringing her snacks and such when she was in the cockpit and preparing the ship rations in different ways for them during dinner. Walter took notice of the fact that Daba was just as taken with Ceneia as her new ‘slave’ was with her. She acted less like a Drow Mistress than she did a love struck young female and he knew that Daba’s words had been very true, and in some respects even more heartfelt than Daba realized herself.


“You can stop sneaking looks at me from the corner of your eyes Walter.” She spoke finally turning to look at him. “You don’t approve?”


In all the years she had flown him and Majeir around he had made it clear there should be no secrets between them and he sat back in his seat and shook his head. “Quite the contrary.” He answered. “I more than approve.”

“No one has ever treated me as she does Walter.” Ceneia said. “I… I know it happened so very quickly… but I welcomed it. I wanted it to happen. We have only laid together and talked since that first night. She is so strong and wise. She said she wanted us to know each other Walter. Our thoughts. Our hopes and our fears. She listened to me.”


“I listen to you.” Walter said with a grin.


Ceneia reached over and slapped him lightly. “You know what I mean.” She snapped. “She is not afraid of you or Majeir and what would happen if her intentions are not honorable. You and Majeir have chased off more than one male suitor for me you know.”


Walter nodded his head. “Yes we have. All of them with the idea to use you to get close to me.” He said. 


Ceneia’s eyes grew a little wider. “Even Na’malan?” She asked.


He was the worst! Majeir’s voice filled their minds in V. I enjoyed chasing him away.


Majeir! Ceneia gasped.


“She’s right.” Walter said. “You are so intent on flying us around and being the best you can be that you drop your guard on occasion when it comes to young males.”


Daba is not like this. Majeir said quickly.


Walter shook his head. “No she is not.”


“Do you think… do you think my mother and father will approve?” She asked softly.


“Your mother and father want you to be happy Ceneia.” Walter answered. “Relationships such as yours and Daba’s have been around for millennia; it’s just now they are widely accepted as natural when once they were considered a stigma. Much of that is due to the interaction and acceptance of other species and the instinctive nature of not just Lycavorians and Elves, but Algolians and many others as well.”

“That didn’t answer my question Walter.” Ceneia said with a grin. 


He does have a tendency to go off on tangents does he not Ceneia. Majeir spoke with some humor.


Walter shook his head. You two take great pleasure in putting the needle to me whenever you can don’t you?”


Well… it is rather entertaining. Majeir replied.


Walter looked at Ceneia and reached out to squeeze her hand. “Whatever doubts your mother and father may have while vanish as soon as they meet Daba and see how she treats you.”


“You don’t think they will mind she is so much older than me?” Ceneia asked.


Walter chuckled. “As if age matters when it comes to elves and Lycavorians. You don’t give your parents much credit girl.” He said. “Your mother is two hundred years older than your father or did you forget that?”


Ceneia’s eyes grew a little wider as she realized that was indeed the case and she couldn’t help but smile. “Oh boy, please don’t tell them I forgot that.” She said. “They will never let me live it down.”


Walter laughed and opened his mouth to answer when the COM chirped. Ceneia turned and looked at the panel on her left. “Incoming transmission.” She spoke.


Walter leaned forward. “From who? No one should have a direct COM link with us. We are ostensively a civilian ship.”


“I routed all our personal COM channels into the ship’s computer core.” Ceneia said as she adjusted the controls on the panel. “Just in case someone needed to get hold of us.”


Walter looked at her. “Oh.” He said. 


Ceneia laughed at his expression. “It’s inbound from Iraruzu.” She said. “It’s for Daba. Return code looks like it’s from Lu'ria her daughter.”


Walter reached forward and touched the controls in front of him. “I got the ship. Why don’t you go back and let her know she’s got a transmission from Lu'ria.”


Ceneia smiled and practically jumped out of her seat. She leaned over his shoulder before moving past him and kissed his cheek. “Thank you Walter.” She said softly.


“Thank me later.” He said. “Don’t leave me up here too long. I don’t know sibfla about this ship.”


Ceneia chuckled as she headed for the lounge area of the ship.


Daba looked up from the data pad she was reading when she felt the presence of the young Dragoon soldier by the table. She set aside the pad of ancient Drow lore and leaned back to look up at him.


“Something Lieutenant?” She asked.


“May… may I join you Senator?” He asked.


Daba motioned for him to take the chair opposite her. “Please…?”


“Dragoon Lieutenant Hval Senator!” He spoke proudly as he sat down. “Wolf Dragoon Legion Nineteen.”


“Ah… Legion Nineteen is War Master Tareif’s personal Legion. Impressive Lieutenant.” Daba said. “What can I do for you Lieutenant?”


“I wanted… I wanted to ask you a question Senator.” He spoke haltingly. “A personal question.”


Daba’s eyes narrowed slightly and she leaned forward. “Lieutenant… if you are going to inquire about my relationship with Ceneia… perhaps if you treated females as we Drow do you would…”

“What?” He gasped. “No Senator! That does not interest me! I am not as inexperienced as my two comrades. They were put out that you were able to…” Daba’s eyes grew slightly wider now as she prepared to snap at this young soldier. “…win Ceneia’s xukuth when they could not.”


Daba blinked when he used the ancient Drow word. While the ancient Drow language was derived from the ancient vampire language, it had remained almost identical in many respects and there were not many who chose to learn the language. “You… you speak the language of the Drow Lieutenant?” She asked.


Hval nodded. “I have learned a great deal and I study every day.” He said.


“Not many chose to learn our language. It is the language of the vampires and that still holds some stigma.” Daba said.


Hval nodded. “Yes… but I decided to learn it when I became interested in…” He looked at the table embarrassed.


Daba’s amber eyes became amused now as she realized why this young soldier had come to sit with her, and it had nothing to do with her lovely Ceneia. “You are interested in a Drow female I take it.” She said finally.


Hval looked at her. “I am Senator.” He said quickly. 


“May I know her name?” Daba asked.


“Re’sora of the Family Yevna. Daughter to Venro and Matron mother Runeha.” Hval answered without hesitation. 


Daba’s amber eyes grew wider now and a smile split her face. “Lieutenant Hval… I must say… you have impressed me greatly. There are not many who learn how to introduce a Drow family in conversation. You have done it perfectly.”


“Re’sora taught me.” He answered pulling out the small holoimaging disc and activating it. Daba saw the small holographic image of the young Drow female appear and begin to rotate slowly. “I know it is not common for Drow females to marry outside of their species but…”

“That is something that our Queen and many are changing Lieutenant.” Daba answered. “Aihola, Nayeca, Cihera, even Lynwe… they have all married outside the Drow race.”


“But it is not something you approve of.” Hval spoke. “I have listened to your arguments in regards to this matter on the Senate Floor.”


Daba nodded. “That is true… but…” 


“May I ask why?” Hval asked her before she could finish speaking. “I wish to ask for the blessing of her mother when I return to Earth. Her family. The blessing to take her as my wife. Her mother thinks very highly of you Senator and she follows your views in this subject. I only wish to know why you think like this so that I can try to convince her mother that I am fit to be husband for her daughter.”


Daba looked at him for a long moment her amber eyes searching his face. It was true that Daba felt Drow should marry within their own race, but she also knew there were exceptions to this rule. She did not feel those exceptions were many, but over the course of the last few years this topic had not come up very often. “I believe that many men… no matter their species Hval… I believe they choose to take a Drow as their wives with the intent that their wife will take a lover. They know that many of the Drow females have female lovers. As you well know that is very common in our society.”

Hval nodded. “Yes.”

“Lovers that in many cases they share with their husbands.” Daba continued. “In many respects… and this is perhaps a very old fashion train of thinking… in many respects I think of men as pigs when it comes to sex. The more they get… the more they want.” Daba saw him begin to speak and held up her hand. “I know Hval… it is a very archaic train of thought and left over from our early years under the High Coven but…” Daba watched him activate the holoimager again and there appeared the image of a stunningly beautiful human female with flowing blond hair and striking green eyes.

“This is Tenia.” He said. “This is Re’sora’s lover Senator. They have been together for going upon seven years now, since Tenia was only seventeen. Not once in the two years Re'sora and I have been together have I desired Tenia in any way, shape or form. To be honest I view her as a sister. She has shared in almost everything we do, and she even sleeps in our bed. I desire only Re'sora. No other. And Re'sora has offered Senator. As has Tenia.”

“Does Re'sora’s mother know that you are sleeping with her daughter?” Daba asked.

Hval shook his head. “No.”

“Then why may I ask would you reveal this to me?” Daba stated. “As Matron Mother of my family I am honor bound to tell Re'sora’s mother what is happening between you.”

Hval nodded. “Yes.”

Daba’s head tilted to the side. “And still your love for her drove you to come to me and reveal this?” She questioned.

Hval met her amber eyes. “I chose to reveal this to you so that I may learn what I need to do. Who I need to convince that I am the best choice for Re'sora. That I will love and honor her for all of my years! That I will…”

Daba held up her hand quickly. “You may stop there Lieutenant.” She said as her amber eyes detected Ceneia enter the lounge. “I must say Lieutenant Hval… you have done more in the past ten minutes to make me rethink what I have always thought than anyone in the last two centuries.”

“It is my hope that before we are done with this mission I can gain your trust and belief so that you would help me to convince Re'sora’s mother of my intentions.” Hval told her honestly.

Daba smiled as she came to her feet. “You do not mince words Lieutenant.” She spoke as Ceneia came up to her with a bright smile.

“War Master Tareif does not allow us too Senator.” He answered as he stood up and watched Ceneia press up close to Daba and kiss her softly. 

“We are receiving a transmission from Lu'ria Mistress.” She said. “Walter thought you might like to take it.”

Daba’s eyes were alive and smiling at this information. “I do.” She answered as Ceneia began to pull her away. Daba stop for a moment and turned back to Hval. “We shall talk more Lieutenant.” She said. “We shall talk more.”

Hval nodded. “I look forward to it Senator.” He answered before Ceneia pulled Daba out of the lounge area.


“…are you mother?” Lu'ria asked. “The transmission has been routed three different times now.”


Daba smiled as she settled into the chair and looked at the image of her daughter in the transmission. “I’m on a ship coming to see you.” She spoke.


“Me?” Lu'ria exclaimed in surprise. 


Daba nodded. “We are bringing someone who I think you will be very happy to see.” She said.


Lu'ria’s amber eyes narrowed now. “Mother… I told you already I am not interested in whoever you want me to meet! I am meant for others! I will not betray that!”


“Lu'ria no!” Daba spoke quickly. “It’s not what you think! We…” The transmission flickered heavily and Lu'ria’s face blinked in and out. “Lu'ria!”


“Mother!” Lu'ria’s voice echoed from the holodisc. “Mother there is something wrong with the transmission! Mother can you hear me!”


Ceneia leaned forward. “Juicing power to the receiver!” She spoke. Her eyes focused on the COM sensor and she blinked several times even as the transmission flickered once more and disappeared. “What the hell?”


Walter sensed her tone of voice immediately. “Ceneia what is it?” He asked. “A loss of power on their end?”


Ceneia shook her head. “No! The signal is being jammed!” She announced.


“Jammed?” Walter spoke coming up between her and Daba. “Jammed how?”


Ceneia shook her head again. “Unknown.” She said quickly adjusting her controls. “It… it looks like some sort of atmospheric disturbance. Heavy concentration of polarized particles. Almost like a sun flare.”


“Iraruzu is too far from this system’s sun to be affected by a flare.” Walter said.


Ceneia nodded. “Yes I know.”


Daba looked at her beautiful young lover. “Ceneia?” She asked.


“One of Irauzu’s moons is made up of concentrated Deutrino Ore Mistress. It is heavily mined and if there was an accident on the moon then it would cause these same readings. I’m sure there is nothing to worry about.” Ceneia said.


Daba took a deep breath and smiled. “You are right of course.” She said.


Walter turned his head to her. “You mentioned something about what your daughter said while on Earth Daba.” He spoke. “What exactly did she mean? You obviously know.”


Daba looked at him and nodded her head. “As I did not believe her about Majeir… I did not believe her about her insistence in not taking a Drow husband. There are several who have expressed interest in her. Strong Drow males from good families.”


“I take it Lu'ria is not keen on this idea?” Walter said.


Daba shook her head. “That is putting it mildly Holy One.” She replied. 


“Who does she believe she is meant for Mistress?” Ceneia asked.


Daba looked at her and then turned her amber eyes to Walter. “She believes she is to be the fourth wife and mate to Prince Androcles Holy One. And the loving Mistress to his other three wives and mates.”


Walter couldn’t help but smile. “Leave it to a Drow to reach for the stars!” He said. “You taught her well Daba.”

Daba grinned. “Perhaps too well. But… but after discovering that she is indeed meant to be bonded to Majeir.”


You question if perhaps what else she has seen and feels is also true. Majeir’s voice joined them in their minds from her place in the cargo bay.


Daba nodded. “Yes.”


Walter sat back in his chair. “Androcles Leonidas is an equal to his father in every way. They are different, yet they are the same. If what we have seen on the Netnews is indeed true, there just may be some relevance to what your daughter is saying Daba.”


Daba looked at him. “Holy One?” She asked.


“If what Sadi said outside the courthouse holds true, then he will have four mates and wives. And while Sadi will always have a piece of him that the others will not because she is his Anome, he will love them all just as intensely.” Walter spoke. 


“I don’t follow Holy One.” Daba said.


Walter looked at her. “If the reports we have seen are accurate and knowing Andro as I do, I tend to believe they are, he has found three of them already.”

“Yes. And?”


Walter smiled. “If the fourth was on Earth he would have found her by now.”


Daba’s eyes grew a little wider at this information. “Holy One! Do you… do you know what this would mean to the Drow?” She gasped. 


“If this is true you can not use it as a tool Daba.” Walter spoke. “Andro would not allow it and from what I have seen of Lu'ria nor would she.”


Daba shook her head and reached for the data pad in her side pouch. “No! No!” She exclaimed. “I have been reading the ancient texts Holy One. I do this in times of restfulness.”


“Ok.” Walter spoke.


“It is in the texts Holy One!” Daba exclaimed once more becoming even more excited. 


“What is?”


Daba activated the pad and began scrolling through the pages hurriedly until she found the passage she wanted. She highlighted it and held it out to him. “It is one of the first passages written shortly after the Great Sky Fire Holy One. One of the passages in the Yara Parma. The firstborn of many, the son of knif'rt kal'daka eyes and virile manhood. He will have the heart of amber and wrap his hands in white satin. Yvalm xuil to'ryll euol, uuthli ujool lu’ charnag d' olath solen, whol jal draeval orn nind ssinssrigg.”

Bound with greenest gems, bluest glass and deepest of dark orbs, for all time will they love. Majeir spoke softly within Mindvoice.


Daba nodded slowly. “Holy One… it is one of the most sacred of our ancient prophecies. It has all but been forgotten except for the older Drow like myself who still read the Ancient Scrolls. You know this! This… this passage, written so long before King Leonidas ever returned to us, it foretells of a Drow who will become bound to the line of Leonidas. She will… she will become the wife of Androcles Leonidas. Glowing wolf eyes Holy One. Not even his father has eyes like Androcles when in wolf form. You know this! And she will… she will become…”


Valsharess d'l'Ilythiiri. Majeir whispered.

Ceneia looked confused. Majeir… I’m not familiar with that phase in the ancient vampire language.


Because it has not been spoken in over four hundred years Ceneia. Majeir answered. Not since shortly after Walter created the Drow and the High Coven nearly wiped them out.


“What does it mean?” Ceneia asked.


Daba nodded. “It means that at some point in our future… my daughter… Lu'ria. She will become Queen of the Drow!”

SCIMITAR

Lower Elven Parliament Minister La'sar watched silently from the side of the mess lounge as his daughter Ne'Veha laughed happily at something Princess Sadi had said and the two women leaned into one another and they shared a soft kiss. They had arrived after him in the mess lounge, without Prince Androcles and took a single tray to the table along the wall. He watched as they picked at the food, Sadi choosing the meat while Ne'Veha nibbled on the fruit.  La'sar had inquired of his daughter’s or the Prince’s whereabouts three times in the last nine hours, each time being told flatly and rudely by the SCIMITAR’s ranking duty officer that it was none of his damn business. When he demanded to speak with Captain Sa'sur she had promptly responded to him and told him he was now on a military ship under the command of the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union and he did not demand anything. This dismissive response left La'sar fuming and he had not gotten much sleep before coming here to try and make sense of what he would do next. He had attempted to contact his mother on Earth this very morning, but she had been very harsh in her demeanor. Her words to him had been brief and very much to the point.

“I am dead! That is what you have been telling my grandchildren! Why are you talking to me?”


“What lies have you told Ne'Veha?” He had demanded.


Na’rnoas had laughed at him. “Lies?” She asked. “I have told my granddaughter no lies over the last four days!”


“Four days!” La'sar had gasped in disbelief.


“Unlike you La'sar my son… I have given her facts and allowed her to make her own decisions. She is far more intelligent than you give her credit for and she apparently did not see things as you did.” Na'rnoas spoke. “Not surprisingly. She does not strike me as the arrogant type.”


“What have you told her?” La'sar demanded again.


“I’m sorry… I’m dead to you. Isn’t that what you told me so long ago? I’m dead to you my son? Excuse me for asking… but if I am dead… who are you talking too?” Na’rnoas asked with a smug smile. “I could recommend an excellent counselor here on Earth if that is what you need sir.”


“You know what I mean!” La'sar had shouted. “If you do not tell me I will…”

His mother had stepped closer to the transmission now, her elven face angry. “You dare contact me and threaten me!” She snarled. “After what you have done all these years? The lies you have told to your own children about me? Well now Ne'Veha knows what lies you have been telling her! And she has grasped onto something she has been meant for since the day she was born. Go ahead La'sar… attempt to separate her from Androcles Leonidas. I will laugh from here on Earth when it is announced on the Netnews how he ground you into raw meat for trying to take one of his mates from him. You thought my husband Jonout was bad La'sar? I dare you to confront Androcles Leonidas and tell him he can not have Ne'Veha now that he has claimed he!”

“Claimed her?” La'sar had gasped.

“You fool! What do you think this is all about? Go ahead La’sar; you will make a bigger fool of yourself than you did the last time!”


“Mother you…”


“No! I am not your mother! No son of mine would act as you have acted through the years!” Na'rnoas spat. “As you dismissed me… now it is I who dismisses you! Goodbye La'sar. Do not contact me again!”


The transmission had been cut off before he could reply to her and it had left him angrier than before he contacted her. Not because of what she had said to him, but with the tone she had delivered it. Now La'sar sat at the table and stared at his daughter from across the large room. He took notice of the two Durcunusaan soldiers who stood to either side of the table they sat at, their weapons slung across their backs, but their eyes alert and watchful. He watched as two other female elven pilots came up to the table and sat down with their trays and Ne'Veha then introduced them to Sadi.

“He calls her SirsanGai you know.” The female voice spoke and La'sar turned to see two female pilots settling to the table he was sitting at.


“Excuse me?” He asked.


The dark haired elven pilot tossed her head at the table where Ne'Veha sat. “Ne'Veha… he calls her SirsanGai. The ground crew in the landing bay heard him call her that.”


La'sar shook his head. “What does that mean?” He asked.


They looked at him with surprised expressions. “You don’t know the Ancient Lycavorian language?” The second pilot asked.


La'sar sighed with disgust. “No… it never interested me.”


“SirsanGai means Elven Heart in the Ancient Language of the Wolves.” The first pilot said. “Ne'Veha is so lucky. Do you know how many elven females would give their right arm to have Prince Androcles wrapped around them?”


“It is not something I think about obviously.” La'sar snapped. “Perhaps as pilots who defend this Union, you should think of defending the Union more!”


The elven female’s face twisted into a mask of surprise and angry. “Nubou forn Ementon La'sar!” She hissed at him before snatching her tray up and she and her friend left the table.


La'sar looked around quickly and saw several other Lycavorians and Elves at other tables softly smiling to themselves. The Algolian officer was the one who leaned over with a grin on his reptilian face, showing is sharp fangs.

“She said fuck you Minister La'sar!” He spoke as the others at his table began to chuckle openly. “Just in case you are wondering.”


La'sar’s eyes went wide at this and he came to his feet in indignation. He turned to head for the door but stopped when he saw Androcles Leonidas enter the mess lounge reading from a data pad and holding a mug of coffee. He watched as the young prince weaved his way through the throngs of men and women, greeting some, nodding to others even as he read from the pad and moved directly to the table where Sadi and Ne'Veha sat. He moved behind them as Sadi shifted seats opening a spot between her and Ne'Veha.


Andro leaned over and nuzzled Sadi’s cheek and neck and they shared a nibbling kiss and then he turned to Ne'Veha, running his nose along the ridge of her elven ear and seeing her sigh in delight. Their kiss was softer as he settled into the seat between them.


“We leave in an hour.” He told them as he sniffed the plate of food that had been in front of Sadi. “My brothers and sisters will meet with us at SODRAG in ninety minutes.”

Ne'Veha looked at him surprised. “I’m coming with you?” She asked.


Andro looked at her as he picked up a piece of meat. “Why wouldn’t you?” He said. “You are not flying today… I checked the flight schedule. You… you are my mate Ne'Veha. Our mate. Where we go… you go if your duties do not interfere.” He smiled. “I also spoke with your grandmother this morning. We will have a proper elven ceremony as soon as the situation with the Coven riders is over.” He saw Ne'Veha’s eyes grow bright with adoration at this.


Sadi laughed softly and leaned against his shoulder. “SirsanGai did not think we would have a ceremony Andro my love. I tried to tell her we would not allow that to happen.” She said.


Andro’s face showed his surprise. “And risk the wrath of my two elven mothers?” He gasped. “I am many things Ne'Veha my SirsanGai. Insane is not one of them. Even I would not risk their anger to me if I did not marry you in a traditional elven ceremony.”


Ne'Veha gripped his arm. “It is not necessary Andro.” She said though her mind and heart were flying in the clouds at this news.


“I disagree.” Andro stated confidently. “And so does your grandmother. She is quite the character your grandmother.” He said with a smile. “She told me that she would unleash the hounds of hell upon me if I did not love you with all that I was.”


Ne'Veha’s eyes grew wider. “She said that?”


Andro chuckled and nodded. “Quite forcefully I might add.” He said. He leaned over and kissed her tenderly. “We will have the ceremony you dreamed of SirsanGai. All of us will. I promise you.”


Sadi leaned across in front of him and smiled at her. “I told you SirsanGai.” She said softly.


Ne'Veha looked at her friends with a shy smile as they laughed at Sadi’s antics. “Andro this is Ra’Neeria and…”


“Prince Androcles!” The male voice spoke loudly from behind Ne'Veha’s friends and her eyes went wide when she saw her father.


Andro looked up from his chair at the man and though he knew who he was he leaned back in his chair. “And you are?” He asked as he lifted his mug to his lips to take a sip. 


Ne'Veha opened her mouth and began to get to her feet when Sadi’s musical voice burst into her head. No SirsanGai! She spoke quickly looking at her. Let Andro handle this.


Sadi… he does not know my father! He is…


Do you love us SirsanGai? Sadi asked with bright eyes.


That is a question you never have to ask me! Ever! She declared.


Then let your new husband and mate take care of your father. Sadi told her.


La'sar watched Ne'Veha settle back into her chair and he glanced quickly at Princess Sadi Leonidas as she too sat back. Could Ne'Veha have been talking to her within Mindvoice? That wasn't possible since Ne'Veha did not have that skill. He dismissed those thoughts and looked at Andro. 


“I am Minister La'sar of the Lower Elven Parliament.” He announced. “And I have come here to demand you rescind your claim to my daughter Ne'Veha as your mate before it goes any further!”


La'sar was suddenly aware that the mess lounge had become deathly quiet. The random conversation that had been going on seconds before had stopped immediately and all eyes had turned towards him. He looked around slowly and saw looks of astonishment, of anger and of pity. The two Durcunusaan soldiers at the ends of the table began to move toward him but stopped instantly when Andro’s hand came up La'sar saw.


Even Andro was shocked at La'sar’s brazenness and complete lack of tact and respect for his daughter and he got to his feet slowly, his anger at the obvious insult to his beautiful elven wife by her own father making his wolf blood simmer.


Andro looked at the man, his azure eyes narrow and not at all friendly. Something that anyone who knew Andro would have noticed right away. “I’m afraid I can’t do that.” Andro said coolly. “Actually… I won’t do that. Ever! It is already done. I claimed her last night Minister!” 

La'sar’s eyes were wide at this and he looked at Ne'Veha. “Is this true?” He gasped.

Ne'Veha sat back in her chair and folded her arms under her firm breasts as she glared at her father. “Yes.” She answered simply. “And it was… it was gloriously divine!”
Sadi chortled softly. “Divine doesn’t even begin to describe it.” She said wistfully. “Ne'Veha how could you do this?” La'sar demanded.

“I am very capable of making my own decisions father!” Ne'Veha snapped. “I will no 

longer allow your views to be mine. I love Andro with all that I am. I love Sadi and Carisia and when we find Lu'ria I will love her as well. This is the path I am meant to walk and I intend to walk it, regardless of how it affects you!”


La'sar glared at her for a few seconds and then turned back to Andro. “I demand that you dissolve this claim!” He spat. “Release her from this claim you have made!”


“By the gods father!” Ne'Veha gasped appalled as she came to her feet. “How could you?”


La'sar didn’t understand why Sadi and every Lycavorian female within hearing range gasped horrified. Nor did he understand why every Lycavorian male who had heard him suddenly began to rise to their feet. La'sar staggered back even as Andro climbed over the table in three strides, his face a mask of real rage now. His azure blue eyes were ablaze, his dual wolf fangs exploding from his gums and he stepped right up to La'sar with a snarl.


“If not for the fact that I love your daughter Minister La'sar, I would gut you where you stand for what you have just asked me.” Andro hissed vehemently. “I have claimed Ne'Veha! She is your daughter Minister but she is my SirsanGai! She has moved beyond your false hatred of my species! She has seen where her path takes her and we bless the day she came into our lives, for it was meant to be long before we were even born! I will love her shamelessly as I love my other mates! We will love her… just as she loves us!”


“Milord!” The Durcunusaan troop spoke softly stepping forward from the side.


La'sar had never been more frightened in his life than he was at this time. No matter what he felt towards Lycavorians he was smart enough to know he stood on the edge of the dark abyss right now. He watched Andro take a deep breath and close his eyes before opening them again. The wolf eyes and dual fangs remained, but the anger appeared to have vanished in that instant.


 Andro turned to the Durcunusaan soldier and shook his head before turning back to La'sar. “You have dishonored me and your daughter with your words this day. Be mindful of where you tread in the future Minister for you will not be welcome among my people and you will see just how spiteful we can be. There is a transport leaving for Earth in two hours Minister La'sar, I suggest you be on it. After that it is my recommendation you return to Elear as quickly as you can carry your ass! You are no longer welcome on my ship! Or in Sparta!”

“Are you threatening me Prince Androcles?” La'sar asked stupidly.


Andro shook his head. “Oh no. Not at all.” He said. “However… even I can not keep what you have done today from reaching the elven ears of my mothers, or did you forget they are now wolf as well? It is not me you need to worry about anymore.” Andro looked at the Durcunusaan soldier. “Delcano… escort Minister La'sar to his quarters to collect his things and then to the landing bay. Make sure he is on that transport.”


The Durcunusaan soldier nodded. “As you order Milord.” He spoke stepping up to La'sar.


Ne'Veha had moved around the table, holding tightly to Sadi’s hand as Andro turned without further word and headed out of the mess lounge. They stopped in front of him and Ne'Veha let her father have it. The slap carried more power than La'sar had expected and he staggered under the assault.


“You… you bastard!” Ne'Veha barked. “You just couldn’t let me be happy could you? Don’t try to contact me father. And I will contact mother and tell her what has happened here today. You can’t hide what you have done! Too many people have heard and seen it! We’ll see just how much my brothers and sisters will think of you when they learn the truth as well!”

Ne'Veha spun on her heels and followed Andro out of the mess lounge. La'sar’s eyes shifted to Sadi whose jungle green eyes bore into him. “You truly have no idea what you have done do you?” She asked softly.


“Apparently not!” La'sar snapped.


Sadi shook her head sadly. “Your arrogance will be your undoing sir.” She said sadly. “Demanding a Lycavorian to rescind the claim to a female he has taken as his mate and wife, a woman who has happily consented to such a union, it is tantamount to telling him he is not worthy of your daughter’s love. It is telling him she is not capable of making her own decisions which is another insult in and of itself. To your daughter and the wolf that claimed her. And it tells him you hold no respect for him as a man.” Sadi shook her head once more. “Telling any Lycavorian that is ridiculous, though there are some bad apples out there. But telling Androcles Leonidas that you don’t respect him as a man? That he is not worthy of Ne'Veha’s love? That speaks of a greater ignorance than is found even among Empress Aikiro herself. Andro will not soon forget your words Minister. Nor will his father or mothers when they find out. And trust me… they will find out. You have succeeded in disrespecting the extended Leonidas family Minister La'sar. I commend you. Not many people would want to do that, even by accident considering how many of them there are.” Sadi took a deep breath. “I can see everything I have told you does not matter. You will do as you will. Good day Minister. I hope you are happy for you have lost a daughter this day. And a part in the future she so covets.”


Sadi spun around without another word and followed Andro and Ne'Veha. Delcano reached out and took his arm tightly. “This way Minister. I don’t want anything to happen to you until you are off the SCIMITAR and no longer our responsibility.”


La'sar allowed the Durcunusaan soldier to pull him along even as his eyes remained on the door Ne'Veha had exited. Whatever he had accomplished here, La'sar suddenly did not think it was for the best anymore.

IRARUZU

Vlonjra looked at Lu'ria as she came into the large store that acted as their cover her on Iraruzu. She had watched Lu'ria for the last five months, ever since she had arrived here as part of her first assignment with the Krypteria. She had never seen the look on her face that she did now and very casually Vlonjra’s Drow combat senses began coming to full alert. She let her eyes sweep across the interior of their store, nearly two dozen patrons inside already and they had been open for only an hour. She adjusted some things on the counter she stood in front of before nonchalantly crossing the short distance to the counter where Lu'ria was helping Jennifer to set up their products. She looked directly at Lu'ria as she turned with a large rack of mineral ointments and made it seem as if she was helping her to situate the rack on the counter.


“Lu'ria?” She asked. “What do you sense girl?”


Lu'ria made no show that Vlonjra was talking with her and bent over to gather another smaller rack and set it on the counter. Then she and Vlonjra began fastening the two racks together.


“The weekly report was passed on by your husband Matron Mother.” She spoke in barely a whisper.


“That does not tell me why your senses are so alert and why you are bouncing on the balls of your feet girl.” Vlonjra said.


“I tried to contact my mother as you suggested Matron.” Lu'ria said. “Our transmission was cut off before we were able to finish.”


“Cut off how?” Vlonjra asked.


Lu'ria met her eyes. “A massive Deutrino surge Matron Mother. It burned out both our receivers as well as the long range transmitter.”


Vlonjra blinked slowly. “A Deutrino surge.” She whispered. “That is not possible. It would take an explosion from the mining facility on the moon to produce such an event. And if that was the case, rescue and work crews would even now be tearing from the surface to respond. Not shopping in our store or drinking in the tavern.”


Lu'ria nodded. “That is what your husband said as well Matron.” She said. “On the way here Matron… I felt… I felt odd.”

Vlonjra no longer cared what it looked like and she stopped fussing with the rack to look at Lu'ria. The young woman before her had shown more skill and ability than any Drow she had seen in decades. Vlonjra had not lied to Daba about that. Lu'ria had the skills of a Drow warrior three times her age. Skills and strength and speed she should not have had at such a young age. There was something very different about her.

“What did you feel Lu'ria?” She asked slowly.


“Matron Mother… I felt as if I was being watched.” Lu'ria answered.


Vlonjra’s amber eyes narrowed as she stared at Lu'ria intently. “Lu'ria child… return to the estate now!” She hissed quietly. 

“Matron Mother why?” Lu'ria asked. “What…”


The commotion by the front entrance drew their attention and they turned to see the same Kavalian soldier that had come into the store weeks ago and made a nuisance of himself trying to entice Lu'ria to be his pet.


It happened in slow motion from there and Lu'ria would never forget the murderous look in his eyes as he stepped right up to Matron Mother Vlonjra as she began speaking in that stern threatening voice.


“You were told you were not welcome in here unless…” Vlonjra began to say even as the Kavalian began to lift his arm.


“Matron… no!” Lu'ria screamed as she began her leap over the counter.


Drow though she may have been Vlonjra turned suddenly at the tone of Lu'ria’s voice and saw her leaping over the top of the chest high counter with the ease of a leopard. Vlonjra heard the unmistakable click of a weapon cocking and her head snapped back around her amber eyes going wide as she saw the incredibly large dark hole staring at her. She was vaguely aware of five other Kavalians running into her store, their assault weapons already up and coming to a firing position.


“Time to die Drow whore!” The Kavalian snarled viciously and pulled the trigger.


The sound was like a crack of thunder within the confines of the store and Vlonjra’s head erupted into a fine mist of blood, bone and brain matter, splattering Lu'ria across much of her face and chest as she landed on the floor too late.


Then the gates of Hades opened and the slaughter began.

BONTAWILLIAN KJU21 CIVILIAN CORVETTE

FOUR HOURS FROM IRARUZU 

Walter came up into the cockpit holding the mug of coffee in his hand and looked at the back of Ceneia’s head.

“Ok… tell me why you interrupted my nap?” He stated with a false stern voice. “You know how I need my beauty sleep.” Ceneia turned to look at him and Walter immediately saw that something was wrong. “Ceneia?”


“You’d better look at this Walter.” She said.


Walter moved up next to her pilot’s seat and looked down at the medium sized sensor screen between her seat and the co-pilot’s seat. “Look at what?”


Ceneia adjusted the screen and touched her finger to the screen over the top of the planet. “This is Iraruzu.” She said. “We came into sensor range of it thirty minutes ago.”


“Ok.” Walter spoke. “How did you manage to do that?”


“I liberated some portable V Nine sensor pods and wired them into the grid on this ship.” She replied. “It expanded our range by half a light year.”


“So what are we looking at?” He asked as he settled his eyes on the sensor screen. The planet appeared like any other planet he had seen in the last twenty-five years, but as he looked closer he saw the dark gray area over one portion of the western continent. He tapped it with his finger. “What’s this? This isn’t normal is it?”


Ceneia shook her head. “No. That is why I had you come up here without Daba.”


Walter looked at her his eyes narrowing. Ceneia had been his pilot for going on thirteen years now and he knew when she was troubled by something. “Talk.” He said simply.


“It’s a Deutrino cloud Walter.” She said. 


“You said that before. The Deutrino was interfering with our transmissions.” Walter said.


Ceneia nodded. “And they are. Except this cloud is not natural.” She told him. “I ran two different types of spatial scans. Each one came back identical to the other. The figures weren’t off by more than point two. It’s a jammer Walter. A Deutrino jammer and it’s centered over the Drow estate.”


Walter’s eyes grew wider. “You are sure?” He asked.


Ceneia nodded. “Positive. Someone has set up a very powerful and uniform jammer over the Drow estate. And that could only mean one thing.”


Walter nodded. “Indeed!” He said softly. “Sibfla… and I wanted…”


LU’RIA!!!!


The scream within Mindvoice deafened both Walter and Ceneia and caused quite a bit of pain to Daba who suddenly collapsed out of the chair she was sitting in talking to Hval in the small lounge.


Walter shook his head quickly to chase the fog out. Majeir! Majeir you are hurting us! He roared out in Mindvoice. What is wrong? Majeir what is wrong?


Lu'ria! Oh Walter… she is in such pain! So frightened! Majeir bellowed from the cargo hold she was in. We must go to her now! NOW!


Walter looked at Ceneia. “Deutrino fields don’t block Mindvoice!” He barked. “How far away are we?”


“Three hours forty-seven minutes!” Ceneia answered immediately.


“Can’t this nubous bucket go any faster?” He snarled.


“How safe do you want to stay?” Ceneia popped.


“Nubou safe Ceneia! Lu'ria is in trouble! Something is happening and we need to find out what it is!” Walter said. “Can you contact Armetus?”


Ceneia’s hands were flying across her consoles and she shook her head. “I’m going to pull power from all the systems and that means shutting down COMs!”


“Do it!” Walter snapped. “We’ll contact them when we get there!” He turned and headed out of the cockpit. Daba! Daba… meet me in the cargo bay!


Holy One! By the gods Holy One what was that? My head… it felt…


Majeir has sensed something very wrong. Walter replied. Meet me in the cargo bay now! It has to do with Lu'ria!

SODRAG


“…can’t be serious Andro?” Eliani gasped as Andro moved into his office on the base, Sadi and Ne'Veha beside him. “Father wouldn’t do something like this!”


Andro turned and looked at her. She stood between Malic and Nyla and looked every bit like their mother. “Well he has.” He spoke.


“It’s true Eliani.” Arrarn said from his seat on the couch, Narice and Toria sitting on either side of him. They watched as Carisia greeted Ne'Veha with a blistering kiss of incredible passion and love and they smiled.

“I don’t believe it!” Carina exclaimed.


Andro leaned up against his desk. “Do you think I’m making this up? Elynth was there as well. Something is affecting our father and Torma. It’s making them act as they would not normally act.”


“Something?” Lisisa asked from where she stood next to Deni. “What do you mean by that Andro?”


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know Lisi. I’ve never experienced anything like it before. It was like a black mist surrounding them. Enveloping them. It seemed to amplify father’s own distrust and anger towards the Coven in general and Yuri and Aikiro especially. He was not happy in the least about the wives that Arrarn and I have chosen.”


Nor was my father pleased that Anthar and I have mated. Elynth’s voice echoed within Mindvoice so that all of them heard her easily. He demanded that I denounce our union and he agreed that the Coven dragons were to be taken from their riders.


“Wait? Taken from their riders?” Deni asked. “He can’t do that! Not now! He has to know what we have taught them. How deeply they have come together with their Bonded Ones!”


Andro nodded. “He doesn’t care.” He said softly.


“He said that?” Lisi gasped.


“Yes.” Andro looked around the office. “Where is Zarah?”


“Andro… taking the Coven Riders from their Bonded Ones now would do irreparable harm to both of them.” Nyla spoke.


“It would… it would damage their psyche beyond repair.” Eliani said. “We have seen this in the past Andro! Why would he order something like that? He has to know what it would do!”


“As I said… he doesn’t care.” Andro told them. “I have made a decision… but I can not ask any of you to follow me in that decision. This is something you have to decide for each and every one of you.”


Moneus got to his feet. “You’re taking them off Earth aren’t you?” He asked.


Andro nodded. “Yes. Where is Zarah?” He asked again.


“We’re leaving by the end of the day!” Arrarn spoke now. “The Type II’s are already on the airfield ostensively for training missions.”


“We?” Malic asked.


Arrarn nodded. “Andro, Carisia, Narice, Toria and the Coven Riders and dragons.” He told them. “I may not be bonded to a dragon, but Narice is, and I know first hand what this could do to them if we let father do it. And I have no intention of giving up the two women I have taken as my wives.”


“Nor will I give up Carisia.” Andro said as he felt something sweep across the edges of his mind. It was a tremor of some sort… just on the peripheral of his ability to sense things. He lifted his head slightly even as he felt Elynth doing the same thing for she sensed it too.


“Until we can determine what is wrong with father we need to leave.” Arrarn continued.


“Leave to go where?” Eliani asked. “There’s no place within the Union we can go that father can not reach us.”


“We’re not remaining in the Union.” Arrarn stated.


“Then where will we go?” Deni asked. “I trust you brother… I believe you. We have all seen how father has been different since the Coven came here… and we know…” Deni saw Andro looking confused and he stopped. “Andro?”


Sadi turned to look at him now and she reached out within Mindvoice to him, trying to see what he was concentrating on. “Andro my love?” She asked softly. “What is it?”


Andro shook his head. “I… I don’t know. Something… something on the edges of Mindvoice. Very distant… but strong enough for me to detect it.” He turned.


I feel it too. Elynth spoke. A… a warning of some sort.


“Warning?” Malic asked. “A warning about what?”


Andro turned to face them again his face taking on a pale look, which is something none of them had ever seen. Eliani stepped towards him.


“Andro… what’s wrong?” She asked reaching for his arm.


“Andro?” Sadi asked stepping closer.


Andro looked up now… his azure eyes wide. “Where… where is Zarah?” He gasped. “Where is Zarah?”


“I… I don’t know.” Eliani answered. “She knew about the meeting. She was in the city when I mindvoiced her. She was shopping.”


Andro felt the pain begin in his gut. It wasn't a physical pain… almost a projected image of pain. He reached down to grab the edge of his desk just as a muted explosion of some sort rocked the building. Andro dropped to one knee his face grimacing in pain as Deni and Malic dashed to the windows.

Sadi grabbed Andro’s shoulders, trying to support him from one side as Carisia clutched his other side. “My love!” Carisia stammered. “Andro what… what is wrong.”


Andro shook his head back and forth. “Pa…pain!” He gasped.


“Smoke coming from the Coven barracks!” Deni announced as he went to the wall monitor slamming his hand down on the panel. “Duty Officer what is going on?” He barked.


“We… we are responding now Prince Denali!” The voice echoed. “An explosion of some sort we think!”


“You think?” Deni growled.


“Milord… we are getting reports it came from one of the Coven bungalows!” The voice shouted. It was easy enough to recognize the man was running. “It appears… Milord… the Coven Riders are saying it was…”

“It was what?” Deni shouted.


“Milord… they are saying it was a Mindvoice explosion!” The man replied. “One of the bungalows has collapsed. They heard a scream of terror and then the explosion! I am three minutes from there myself sire! Stand by!”


Deni turned back to look at Andro. “I’ll go with…” He stopped talking when he saw Andro’s face. “Andro?”


His brothers and sisters turned to look at him and even the women he loved stepped back. Androcles Leonidas’s face was twisted into a visage of pure, unadulterated rage. His Mindvoice shield shimmered to life as he slowly got to his feet.


“Zarah!” He gasped. “Zarah! Zarah!”


“Andro… what about… what about Zarah?” Sadi asked stepping forward cautiously.


His azure blue eyes went wide and his lips parted just as his wolf fangs burst from his gums and Andro let out a howl of agony that caused them to cringe as it shook the very walls of the room, and smashed at their Mindvoice shields unlike anything any of them had ever experienced.


ANDRO!!!!


Zarah’s voice within Mindvoice staggered all of them with the power of that one word and they bent over double or dropped to their knees.


All except Androcles. Andro turned towards the wall of his office, lifted his hands and two psyche diamonds formed at his fingertips. Seconds later they were hurtling at the wall, and an entire ten foot section of the steel and concrete simply blasted away from the building as if it was papier-mâché. All of them glanced up holding their heads in discomfort, only to see a dragon lifting off far in the distance across the base and heading for the city, while Elynth landed directly outside the now nonexistent wall. Fragments of the stone and steel ricocheted off her active psyche shield even as Andro didn’t pause and leaped from the side of the building onto her back.  


As Elynth took to the sky without pause all of them felt it then. They felt it from not only their brother’s mind, but the intensity of the emotion caused them to feel it from one other person’s mind as well. Never had they felt such raw emotion from their brother, let alone anyone else, yet as they watched Elynth climb into the sky above faster than she had ever moved before they felt it now. The vitriol of the emotion was nearly overwhelming and it was something they were unaccustomed to.


The emotion they felt from these two minds was shocking. It was unrefined, focused and immeasurable... Hatred.


“Sibfla!” Deni screamed shaking his head, trying to clear it. “Follow him!”


Two powerful minds were on a collision course to one point on the surface of Earth. Both of them with the same intent burning openly within Mindvoice. It could be felt almost planet wide by anyone who was a Tier Five Mindvoicer or higher. These two minds would collide over the peaceful elven city; they would collide and lay waste to all beneath them and it would never be the same again.

