CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO
CABELIR

KAVALIAN HOMEWORLD 

“…Kept his word Prefect.” The Commander of the Puma Bane squad spoke from within the secure transmission. “The extraction went perfectly. The ship was exactly where he said it was and we have just crossed the Union border into The Wilds. We should be able to cross the border into Kavalian space in two days and be to Cabelir within three.”


“She is unharmed?” Pusintin asked leaning forward in his chair.


“Except for a bruise on her head where my men had to strike her.” The man spoke very quickly knowing Pusintin’s famous temper had crushed more than one aspiring Pride Officer. “She did not come willingly Marshall Pusintin. She shifted and attacked Laustinos at the last moment when she realized it was Laustinos who helped to kill the King. We had no choice. She is sedated now and will remain so until we arrive home. Laustinos has already implanted the device to negate her Mindvoice abilities and her ability to call her Shi Viska. He did the same with the second female as well.”


“She is not to be touched Commander. I’m changing the plan somewhat and I will meet you just after you cross the border and I will transfer her to my ship.” Pusintin spoke.


“Of course Marshall Pusintin.” The man replied.


“You have done very well Commander.” Pusintin told him honestly. “Very well. The Prefect and I will reward you and your team for your fine work.”


“We live to serve Marshall. Prefect.” The man answered.


“Were you able to determine anything useful before leaving Union space?” Keleru asked now.


“There was not much to learn after leaving Earth Prefect.” He responded calmly. “They had a very effective military blackout in affect once we made our rendezvous with the ship Laustinos commands. Before we left Earth however, we were able to ascertain the success of our operations to some degree.” The Commander stated. “The Elf Queen and Prime Minister Deia confirmed what the Union Netnews was already broadcasting on a live feed by their reaction. The King is dead Prefect. Perhaps even the Queen Aricia. Nothing was said in regards to your daughter or commander Pian Prefect. No doubt when we brought the Senate Building down the Prime Minister was finished as well. Laustinos shot her twice in the chest before that. Outside of that we were not able to confirm much because I adhered to our own Blackout rule for communications. They have a very effective and sophisticated communications network Marshall… much more sophisticated than we thought and penetrating it without the proper codes is nearly impossible.”

“Laustinos did not have these codes?” Pusintin asked quickly. “He is the Deputy Prime Minister!”


“He has most of them Marshall Pusintin… however even he does not possess the codes for the Durcunusaan’s communications channels.” The Puma Bane Commander stated. “Those are given out only to Durcunusaan members and senior officers.”

“The survivability of our assassination teams?” Keleru asked.


The Commander shook his head. “I fear they are completely lost Prefect.” He answered. “We were able to monitor a civilian channel more than any of the military ones. A Netnews reporter caught most of the action on a live feed as I said. When Leonidas fell, the Durcunusaan that remained flew into a fury the likes of which I have never seen. Civilians were attacking our team along with the Durcunusaan and I truly do not believe any made it out alive. If they did survive then they have been captured.”


“They accomplished their mission.” Keleru spoke as he rose to his feet. “As you have done Commander. And your mission was far more important.” He moved to the counter behind his desk and began to pour two glasses of strong Kavalian ale.


“Prefect… what do we do with Laustinos?” The Commander asked. “The crew of his ship is loyal to him but they are few in number. We could…?” He stopped his words when he realized he was going to question his orders.

“Speak your mind Commander.” Pusintin spoke coming to his feet now.


“He has betrayed his own people Marshall Pusintin.” The man said. “Freely and in some cases with great glee. He killed several aides of his own Senators as we moved to the Prime Minister’s office. Do we trust him? We could take the ship easily if you…”


“No… we do not trust him Commander.” Keleru answered as he came back to stand next to Pusintin and handed him the glass. “However he has done what he said he would do, even more than what we had hoped. And he may prove useful to us in the future.”

“Is that wise Prefect?” The Commander asked. 
“No… perhaps not… but we will honor our agreement with him and it may even entice others in the future to take the path he has chosen and come over to our side.” Keleru answered as he looked at him. “And do not be concerned for your words Commander. I have always allowed the Puma Bane Pride more freedom in their actions because it is you who get the most difficult and dangerous missions. That will not change. However… it might be prudent to be mindful of his actions as we go.”

“Very well Prefect.” The Commander said.


“Keep her sedated but guarded Commander... and she is to be untouched.” Pusintin told him. “I will see you in two days at the same coordinates as planned.”


“As your order Marshall Pusintin.” The Commander spoke just before Keleru touched the panel on his desk and the transmission faded. He watched Pusintin turn to look at him and he shook his head. “Your brother is dead… soon you will have his woman and then in a few weeks you will be able to make your claim to the throne of the Lycavorian Union my friend.”


“We’re close Keleru.” Pusintin said. “We’re so close.”


Keleru nodded. “Indeed we are.”


“With the technology they have, the production capabilities… we will be able to destroy the High Coven in months not years!” Pusintin said. “Once the Coven is dead… once they are dead then we can begin our expansion towards the Perseus Arm and beyond.”

“You will be King of the Union Pusintin.” Keleru stated. “You…”


Pusintin waved his arm dismissively. “Bah! I have no desire to be King of the Union! I am no politician!” He spat. “I will let my son rule. This is my home and my people. I can’t abide the stench of the Lycavorians.”


Keleru lifted his glass up. “This is why you never expanded on your abilities with your senses?” He asked.


Pusintin nodded. “I taught Leruk and Kalis as much as I know.” He stated. “It does not scratch the surface of what a full Lycavorian could do if they used their senses daily… but I never felt the need to teach them. They are Kavalian as far as I am concerned.”

“And this magical telepathic ability they have? That the elf Queen has?” Keleru said. “This Mindvoicing it is called. You can do this but on a limited level?”


Pusintin nodded. “I would be considered a Tier Two if compared to how they rank men and women with this skill. Barely able to control it in many cases. I certainly cannot direct and use it as they do.” He spoke. “I was just discovering it when I defected and I have not received anywhere near the proper instruction in its use.”


“Yet the potential is there?” Keleru asked.


Pusintin looked at him and nodded realizing what he was saying. “Yes… it is there with the proper schooling and practice.”


“And this elven female For'mya? She is one of the most powerful in the Union correct?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin nodded. “If the reports that Laustinos gave to us are accurate yes.” Pusintin answered. “And everything he has given to us has been accurate and truthful.”

“We can use her to teach your son this ability? Perhaps others of our people who may have this skill.” Keleru asked hopefully.


“If we wish… yes.” He answered.


“That could work to our favor.” Keleru stated. He moved around back to the chair and held out the data pad to Pusintin before he sat down. “This report arrived four hours ago. You were arriving from Neor and monitoring the assassination teams so I handled it. We have heard nothing from Leruk’s Puma Bane unit in over twelve hours. They missed their check in time and I dispatched a Puma Bane Company from the detachment we have hidden on Tupacia Prime to investigate.”


Pusintin read the data pad quickly. “The Deutrino fields that we were using there must be jamming their transmissions.” He spoke after a moment. “No Drow could defeat my son and a company of Puma Bane Shock Troops.”

Keleru nodded. “That was my assessment as well… but I sent the team anyway. They were…”

The chime from his desk interrupted him and he got up once more and moved to his desk. “Yes.” He said touching the COM panel.


“Prefect… we are receiving an incoming transmission on the secure COM you told us to monitor.” The tech spoke. “Prefect… it’s coming from a High Coven ship and not one of our own.”


Keleru looked up at Pusintin with questions in his eyes. Pusintin shrugged his broad shoulders and shook his head. Keleru touched the panel again. “Route it here Lieutenant.” He spoke.


They waited while the connection was made and then the face of the Immortal Phy'iad became very clear. His Immortal features did not equate to pleasant in the least. Pusintin stepped forward quickly with a snarl of anger. “Phy'iad you idiot… you were told not to use this channel unless it was absolutely necessary!”

“It is necessary you fool!” Phy'iad snorted.


“Watch yourself Immortal!” Keleru began to speak. “You are…”


“I do not fear you or your supposed super soldiers Keleru’Puat!” Phy'iad snapped. He saw the surprise on Keleru’s face. “Yes old man… I know your name! Did you think I took nothing when I left the High Coven to strike out on my own! I know all about you and what you do.”


“What do you want Phy'iad?” Pusintin snapped. “Is your mission complete?”


“My mission is complete Lycavorian traitor!” Phy'iad spat. “I have the Elf Queen… and I want more than what we originally agreed upon! Double in fact!”


“Do not think to blackmail us Phy'iad!” Pusintin barked. “You…”


“I’m only securing my future!” Phy'iad hissed vehemently. “I will need it after what I have seen!”


“What are you talking about?” Keleru asked.


“Have you tried to contact the two Fleet Groups you sent against Kranek?” Phy'iad asked them. “The troops you put on the ground there?”


Pusintin looked at Keleru quickly and then he turned back to the clear holoimage of the disgusting Immortal mercenary. “The Admiral in command of the operation is not due to report in for another three hours on his success.”


“Success!” Phy'iad barked. “He won’t report in three hours! In fact he will never report again because he is dead!” Phy'iad barked loudly. “All of them are dead! Both of your Fleet Groups are nothing more than scrap metal and space particles now! Your troops on the ground, well their blood runs like rivers in the two valleys surrounding Cha'talla’s settlement! Those that survive have escaped into the mountains of Kranek and are being hunted like animals by the forces on Kranek!”


“Impossible!” Keleru exclaimed.


“It is not impossible!” Phy'iad shouted at them. “We witnessed it with our own eyes! Your fleets were attacking when fifty ships I have never seen before, two of them using Quantum Fusion Drive Coils, jumped into the system! These two ships were huge… almost as large as a LEONIDAS IIA! And they began spewing fighters from their bellies like a nest of Fever Wasps! They had incredible weapons, incredibly powerful weapons, and they began blasting your ships from the stars one after the other! They were firing faster than I have ever seen a ship fire! When the vampire fleet arrived over Kranek and they quickly added their own firepower to the battle and it was over from then on.”

“The High Coven?” Keleru gasped.

Phy'iad shook his head quickly. “After what the witch Empress did? I doubt it! They must have been part of the insurgents that have been popping up. She was good at hiding the fact insurgents had become a problem for her! They most likely responded to the distress call from the boy Prince’s ship! The Lycavorians had many dragons on the surface too! Three dozen at least!”


“Dragons!” Pusintin panted. “Our intelligence told us there was only the Elf Queen’s dragon!”


“Your intelligence was wrong!” Phy'iad barked out. “The leader of the team that took the Elf Queen said there were no less than twenty dragons outside the settlement’s defensive wall, and from the transmissions he heard before they took her, there were at least that many on the way! They were stacking your vaunted troops up like firewood!”


Pusintin looked at Keleru. “The Coven dragons!” He hissed. “They must have gone with my nephew when he left Earth!”


“You did not tell me the full scope of your plans Pusintin!” Phyiad snarled angrily. “You did not tell me you were going to attempt to assassinate the entire Leonidas family! You went after the entire family!”


“It was not something you needed to know!” Pusintin barked back at him. “You are a mercenary! Nothing more! You were being paid well for your part in this!”


“You did not tell me because you knew I would not take the job!” Phyiad shouted back at him. “I am many things… but even I would not have attempted this knowing what you planned! They revere that man and his family! They worship him! Before you did this I would have had just him to contend with because I took his Elven Queen. He is but one man! But since you have killed him and others of his family… now… now the entire Lycavorian Union will begin looking for me once it becomes known what I have done! I will have to abandon my base and go into hiding now! Somewhere far away until the aftermath of what you have started is done! In order to do that I need funds!”


“You agreed to…” Pusintin began to speak but Phy'iad came to his feet.


“You will give me what I want or I will not fulfill the terms of our agreement!” Phy'iad shouted. “I will release the elf wench here in The Wilds and give all the information I know about what you have done to her! I understand she has quite the disposition when angered. And no doubt she will be infuriated at what you have done!” Phy'iad shouted. “I value my life over a broken female elf!”


Keleru placed his hand over Pusintin’s arm before he could answer. “Very well Phy'iad.” He replied quickly. He looked at Pusintin. “What we gain cannot compare to what he will receive. We need him to provide the catalyst for our plan. We will see to the transfer of funds.” He said as he turned back to Phy'iad. “Were you able to observe and record anything on these new ships?”

Phy'iad shook his head quickly. “They shut down the system somehow. Some form of Hypermorphic Resonation Dampening Field. All of our sensors were useless beyond five hundred thousand kilometers until we left the system. I dared not approach closer for there had to be upwards of a thousand fighters in the stars and I did not want to risk one slamming into us when we were shrouded.”


“Hypermorphic Resonation… that kind of technology is not possible. It doesn’t exist!” Keleru stated.


“To you perhaps…” Phy'iad snapped. “Not to the Lycavorians it seems!”


“What else?” Pusintin demanded.


“What else? That is not enough? I did not remain long enough to study the slaughter that was going on!” Phy'iad spat at them. “I am on my way back to my base! I have made several alternate Jumps to throw any followers off my tail if I was detected. I should return to my base within twenty hours! After that you will have three days to complete our business or I will remove the devices you gave me to inhibit her Mindvoice abilities and keep her from calling her Shi Viska. Then I will let the Elf Queen go with all the information I have on your part in this! What do you think the Union Senate will do then huh?”

“You will have your credits Phy'iad!” Keleru hissed.


“Make sure of it Kavalian dog!” Phy'iad spat.


Keleru snarled as the transmission ended and he looked at Pusintin. “What… what ships could destroy two Fleet Groups Pusintin?” He asked quickly. “Do they have that kind of technology?”


Pusintin shook his head. “None that I have been witness too.” He stated. “Laustinos has told us that the majority of the advances they got from this mysterious and magical ship they discovered on Lycavore have gone towards improving the lives of their people.”


“Would your brother have sanctioned development of warships that could do what Phy'iad described?” Keleru asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “He would never be able to get something of that nature through the Union Senate. That I know for a fact. He may have brought the instinctive nature back to the Lycavorians, but the Union Senate is made up of far more species that do not like war and do everything to avoid it.”


Keleru nodded. “Yes… the Folcani among them.” He said turning back to his desk. “It seems Laustinos will continue to be an asset. He would know about these ships or at the very least how they were built.”

“As Deputy to Deia he would have to know.” Pusintin agreed.

“Send a recon ship to confirm what Phy'iad has told us.” Keleru ordered. “They are not to attempt to enter the system, only get close enough to take long range scans.”


“And if they are discovered by a Lycavorian ship?” Pusintin asked.


“They are not to engage.” Keleru told him quickly. “The purpose of what we have done is not to start a war! We must avoid conflict at all times now. We have completed what we set out to accomplish with surgical strikes against his family. Nothing more! Once we have this Elf Queen For'mya and the elf parliament on our side we can negotiate from a position of power. Once we reveal what our ultimate goal is, they will have no choice but to listen to us and forestall any type of military response they may already be planning. That is where Laustinos will continue to be an asset. He can help convince those he has said are not happy with many of the things your brother was doing.” 

Pusintin nodded. “No doubt they are already confused because we are not pouring across their borders in three or four locations.” He said thoughtfully. “I would guess that is why our outposts and patrol ships are reporting no unusual activity.”
“Destroying that Immortal pig Cha'talla was never part of the main plan… only an added bonus. Phy'iad has the Elf Queen so that phase is still very much intact.” Keleru spoke. “We did not… we did not anticipate losing two Fleet Groups around Kranek, or the troops on the ground but they are secondary to our main goals.” Keleru looked at him. “You sent older clones and those with questionable loyalty correct?”

Pusintin nodded. “Yes.” He replied. “I don’t believe they caught on to that fact… most of them were from the Motershi Pride. They are not the quickest of the Prides and their Pride Leader has questioned you in the past.”

Keleru nodded his head. “Ah… well done Pusintin. Well done indeed. I will inform Dotatu Motershi of the great battle his Pride took part in and how, even in defeat they proved themselves to be formidable and loyal Kavalians.” Keleru moved around his desk to stare out the window in his office. “The first part of this operation we knew would be the hardest. Now we reign in our claws and insure that you are reinstated to the throne of the Union.” He looked at Pusintin. “Speak with Laustinos when you meet with him. Offer him a position within your ruling council or some silly thing like that. I have a feeling he will jump at the chance to remain on the forefront of events and though he is a traitor… his knowledge of the Union Senate and their nuisances could be invaluable.” 
Pusintin nodded with a smile. “I will see to it.” He said. 
Keleru met his eyes. “What else?” He said. “You have that look in your eye.”

“The Puma Bane teams have been unable to locate Nikkei.” He said. “It is as if she has vanished from KFI space. There are outstanding alerts for her at all spaceports but nothing has been reported in over a week since her disappearance.” Pusintin looked at him. 

“She will turn up somewhere Pusintin.” Keleru said. “A young woman of her beauty will attract attention no matter where she goes.” He told him. “It was Athani’s and Jalersi’s curse as well. Sooner or later she will appear and they will take her.”

Pusintin nodded. “You are right.” He said. “I want to bring Kalis into some of our more confidential meetings. He will play a large role when we make our move against the Union and I want him to understand what he will face.”

“Of course. Have him report to me and I will begin instructing him.” Keleru said. “He is my grandson after all.” Keleru moved to his chair and sat down. “Admiral Menot reports that our plans for Hadaria are moving along quite well.” Keleru looked at him. “They have not discovered how we are using their own Jump Gates against them?” He asked.


Pusintin shook his head. “Not yet.” He answered. “I’m only deploying Fleet Groups one at a time to avoid stranding too many ships inside Union space if they suddenly decide to shut the Gates down when they find out. He has half a million troops already on the ground and nearly a thousand ships in the system right now. It’s getting crowded around Hadaria so I have begun shifting some of them back and forth to keep our true numbers from being discovered.”


Keleru nodded. “Tell Menot he is to proceed as planned.” He spoke. “But do so in a somewhat civilized manner. This Buonau woman struck me as the type to do whatever it takes to hang onto power… Menot can use that. The other one… Wiktor… she seemed more hesitant and cautious in her actions. She may need to be broken. Tell Menot he is there for a reason and that is because he is one of our smarter Pride Leaders and officers. He can still be replaced… so he needs to be mindful of his tactics.”

Pusintin nodded. “I’ve already told him this… but I’ll remind him again.”


“I want these Hadarian Healers to begin to move to our main field units within three weeks time.” Keleru said. “When they are not acting as nurses… they can entertain our troops in the field, but they are not to be harmed in any way by some fool soldier in rut! Make that very clear!”


“I will.” Pusintin said.


Keleru looked at him and saw him fidgeting on the balls of his feet. He nodded his head because he knew why. “Go Pusintin.” He spoke. “We can cover the rest after you have checked on your son.”


“Pusintin met his eyes. “I have another son… I can wait.” He stated. “It is not…”


Keleru held up his hand. “They are the only two of your four children with my daughter who have not betrayed you. In part because you have spent more time with them. They are fine and loyal Kavalian warriors of your father’s Pride and they are sons. Go. Whatever we have left to cover can wait until you discover what is going on.”


Pusintin nodded. “Thank you Keleru.”


“I had sons once.” Keleru said softly. “Now go!”

KRANEK

IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT

Eliani walked toward the rear of the STRIKER DT with the senior female medic from Admiral Esavorna’s forces that had come to the surface. She was exceptionally skilled and was very well versed in not only Lycavorian and Immortal anatomy, but also many other species. Eliani had helped her to arrange and set up the Blood Vats for the seriously wounded Immortals with ease for she had plenty of experience with using the same equipment within the Union. It also helped that the medic knew very well who she was and the fact that even within Coven space Eliani Leonidas was widely recognized as the second or third most powerful Hadarian Healer depending on who you talked to. 

“…in the tanks for at least another ten hours.” Eliani was saying.


The medical officer nodded. “I was going to say another twelve just to be safe.”


Eliani nodded in agreement. “You’ll be here and you can make the call. Most of those seriously injured are stable now. When the Spartans feel they have the strength to shift go ahead and let them, just keep an eye on their vitals.”

“Shifting allows them to heal more deeply than what you can do?” She asked.

Eliani shook her head. “It is a pride and honor thing.” She stated. “They won’t shift unless they feel they are able, but once they do you’ll notice their strength will return to them ten times quicker.”

The young woman smiled with a glint in her eye. “I have never seen a Lycavorian shift in person.” She stated. “It will be fascinating.”

“Do not hesitate to contact me on the SCIMITAR if you have any questions.” Eliani told her. “I can…”

They both turned when the rush of air passed over them and the silvery violet colored scales of Vincix settled to the ground not far away. The young vampire took note of Eliani’s eyes as she gazed at the dragon and rider and she knew immediately that this was something else.

“I will contact you if I need you Princess.” She spoke. “I hope to work with you in the future.”

Eliani nodded and gave her a small smile as she turned and headed off. She turned her head back and watched as Malic’s powerful form crossed the distance to her quickly, stopping in front of her and removing his helmet. Eliani had heard everything he had told Nyla when she had been injured, and she knew from experience that he and Nyla would now be connected even more deeply because she took so much of his blood to heal herself. She could feel the sadness of her vampire lover within the bond they shared but she shut it out quickly. 

Eliani should have been enraged that Malic had allowed Nyla to feed so deeply on her blood. The wolf inside her should have been screaming out in anger that another woman now had staked a claim to the man she thought was her mate. The man she thought was her anome. Malic had bitten her yes, and Eliani hadn’t hesitated in the least when she bit him back, sharing blood as he erupted into her body. Yet as she watched him move up to her, she didn’t feel anger at him. She didn’t feel anger at Nyla. She still loved them… yet for some reason she felt them slipping away from her and she didn’t know why. She felt them slipping away from her but she did not feel like she thought she should feel knowing this was happening.
Malic stopped and dropped his eyes to her. “Eliani… what… what are you doing?” He asked.

“Andro needs me to return and treat my mother.” Eliani said.

“Nyla needs you here.” Malic said softly.

“I checked on Nyla already Malic.” Eliani answered. “She is… she is going to be fine. Arydun as well. I need to return home now.”

Malic stepped closer and his driftwood scent filtered into her nose. She gazed at him with her fern green eyes but she did not feel what she had always felt when she looked at him and could smell him so close to her. His words to Nyla on that field rang in her head, but once more she did not feel anger or jealously. She just felt empty. 

“You are my wife and mate.” Malic spoke urgently. “I need you here. We need you here with us.”

“My family needs me now Malic.” Eliani spoke softly.

“Eliani I…”

Eliani stepped closer to him, inhaling deeply of his scent, but still not experiencing the familiar sensations sweeping through her as she had before. She placed her small hand on his broad chest and looked up into his eyes. “I heard… I heard what you told Nyla Malic.” She said softly. “She was in such pain she couldn’t block it from me, and you were so overcome with worry that your shields came down almost immediately.”
“I was terrified I would lose her!” Malic said. “I… I was terrified we would lose her!”

“But you cannot deny that she came first in your thoughts.” Eliani said.

“Eliani… I… I love you both.” He said firmly.

“Do you Malic?” Eliani asked him gently. “Or do you think you love us both?” He began to reply but her fingers came up and went to his lips and she shook her head. “I… I am not angry Malic. I could never be angry with you. Or with Nyla.” She shook her head. “I think… I think I just need time to try and figure this all out.”

“So you are leaving to do it?” He demanded his voice rising slightly.

Eliani looked at him. “Yes.” She stated with conviction. “I feel that with everything that is happening… with my father…” Eliani choked up for a moment and he moved to pull her into his arms but she placed her hands on his chest and held him away. “I need to be with my family Malic. My father is dead… one of my mothers may be dead as well. Another has been taken from us. It is too much! I need to focus and…”

“You cannot focus here?” Malic asked. “With us… with Nyla and me. Your mates? You cannot focus with us?”

Eliani looked at him and dropped her arms from his chest. “You and Nyla are part of why I feel this way Malic! Your words to her… what happened between you! I can’t just dismiss that Malic!”

“Why not?” Malic hissed. “It… it does not change how I feel for you Eliani! You are still my wife and mate!”

Eliani stepped back from him now and shook her head. “Yes… yes it does change things Malic, and you know it. It changes what I feel… and that is what I need to think about. To understand.”
“What is there to understand?” Malic asked. “We are soulmates! Anomes!”

Eliani shook her head. “We… Malic that isn’t possible. If that were true… if that were true then how could you have told Nyla what you did? If you were my soulmate… my anome… you could not have told Nyla what you did!”

“I could not let her die!” Malic shouted.

Eliani nodded. “I know.” She said softly. “And that is why I need to leave and go home. I need to be with my family and try to sort all of this through. My family needs me… Andro needs me now.”

“You can do that here!” He spat. “With us! We can sort through it together! You do not have to leave!”

“No… this is something I need to do myself.” Eliani told him as she began backing up towards the STRIKER. “Take care of Nyla. I will be back Malic, I will be back. And then we will decide what to do about the future.”
Malic reached up to grab her but she sidestepped his hand and turned to run for the STRIKER before the tears came. He watched as she moved directly into the arms of her sister Zarah and Lucia as the ramp rose. He watched as the ship’s engines grew in power and then it began to lift off. 

Malic watched all this and wondered why he suddenly felt relief that she did not stay. Relief that she did not press him more on what happened.

And Malic wondered why her soft willow and peach scent no longer tickled his nose as it had before.

KRANEK

ULU ARIZONA

Miranda walked evenly onto the bridge with E'dira beside her as she had been for the last dozen or so hours. After Zaala’s outburst it was pointless to try and hide the growing desire and feelings between them. The entire bridge crew had seen and heard this and no doubt by now it had already made its way throughout the entire ship. Within seconds after Zaala announcing that to all who could hear, Miranda Lorian found she was not in the least bit ashamed. She had denied herself too much for far too long. Having Zaala and Steven, Janon and now E'dira all around her had instilled that sense of family again. And it was even deeper than it had been before. Having Androcles Leonidas say what he had said pretty much announced to all where Miranda stood in the larger scheme of things. There were very few men and women who were considered a part of the Leonidas family that were not actually blood related, General/Colonel Daniel Simpson and Lieutenant Governor Tarifa being the most prominent. Miranda Lorian had now been elevated to a similar status by Androcles’s words, and it was something she embraced completely, just as she now embraced her growing desire and love for the stunning Drow elf who walked beside her. 
While it was the same for E'dira, she still held a large amount of fear in her for what Miranda would discover. Would she accept E'dira as she was, or would she shun her and turn her away? E'dira knew it had to happen soon, for she could not stay on this ship if Miranda turned away her affections. Better to discover it now than to discover it after she had fallen more in love with her than she already was. The problem now was trying to find a few hours alone with her so that they could discover each other.
“We have recovered the last our of aircraft.” E'dira was reporting to her. “What minor damage was done to the ships of our Attack Wing has already been fully repaired as well. The SCIMITAR and her remaining Strike Wing have departed for Earth and NORMYA’S LIGHT’S FG will arrive in two more hours. Admiral Thodias must have contacted them before the attack. Or Prince Androcles did as he was returning to Earth. Steven reports we have eleven damaged fighters but we are ready to depart ourselves.”

Miranda nodded. “Good.” She stated confidently. “Let Colonel Randall know that I want all the damaged fighters fully repaired by the time we get back to Earth! We…” It was a useless order Miranda knew and one that E'dira probably would not pass on. Miranda was in an angry mood at what was going on around her and she wanted to go with the team to rescue Dysea. She wanted to go with them and take out her anger on those who would hurt the people she now considered her family. She met E'dira’s amber eyes. “That was a stupid order wasn't it?” she asked softly.
“You are the Captain Miranda.” E'dira told her. “The Colonel will know this and…”

Miranda stopped walking and turned to face her, gazing into those beautiful amber eyes. “I’m not going to hide what I feel E'dira.” She said softly. “Not for you… not for what is happening now. I’ve held in my feelings for too long as it is. Too much has passed me by because of it. The others I expect to say what you just said… but not you. I need you to be brutally honest with me.”

E'dira’s amber eyes twinkled in the light. “It was a stupid order.” She stated with poise.

Miranda nodded. “Thank you.” She said. “Forget that I…”

“Captain Lorian!” The Sensor Chief turned from her triangular shaped consoles. “Captain our lateral sensor array just detected a concentrated subtronic scan of our hull.”

Miranda and E'dira both turned and looked at her. “Source?” Miranda barked.

“Admiral Esavorna’s ship Captain.” The tech answered.

E'dira was already moving to her tactical station and she replaced the Lycavorian who had been sitting there. Her hands danced across the consoles and she nodded. “Confirmed.” She echoed. “A twenty second subtronic scan of our hull.”
“The effects of the GWG have dispersed enough to allow that?” Miranda asked.

E'dira looked at her. “Either that… or the sensors on these Coven ships are stronger and more advanced than we first thought.”

“Your opinion Chief?” Miranda asked.

“They are more advanced Captain! The scan was concentrated and precise. Within five micropulses Captain. Not exactly something you would expect after we scrambled the entire system unless their sensors were more advanced than the Kavalians and shielded somehow from residual effects of the GWG.” 

“E'dira?” Miranda asked as she moved to her chair.

“I agree.” E'dira answered instantly.

“Shit!” Miranda swore loudly. “Well… we’d be fools to think they haven’t developed good equipment over the last two decades. What is the name of the Captain of the Admiral’s ship?”
“Drdanu.” E'dira answered. “Lirur Drdanu. His ship is the BEL’LA D’VENORSH. The Honor of Silence.”
“Get him on the COM!” Miranda snapped as she settled into her chair. “I don’t like people taking pictures of our baby when she isn’t expecting it. They’ll get her bad side.”

Miranda saw E'dira and several others smile to themselves and she allowed herself a small grin as well. She had to in order to break the foul mood she was in at what was happening around them. It worked she saw and she began to relax a little more.
“The BEL’LA D’VENORSH is responding Captain!” The COM officer stated. “Captain Drdanu.”
Miranda watched as the man’s face appeared in the holoimager and then expanded to include his body. He was sitting in his own command chair and they could see the rear of the BLOODLETTER-Class’s bridge. 

“Captain Lorian!” Lirur exclaimed. “I am honored! What can I do for you?”

“Captain Drdanu… considering what is going on at this moment you will forgive me if I do not ask pleasantly.” Miranda said leaning forward in her command chair. “Someone on the BEL’LA D’VENORSH just conducted a subtronic scan of my ship. You will have to pardon me if I skip the bullshit and demand that you surrender this scan immediately.”

Lirur looked at her from the transmission with an enormous amount of confusion as he came to his feet. “I assure you… I ordered no such scan Captain Lorian.”

“Captain… the sensors on my ship are far more advanced than anything you have ever seen.” Miranda told him. “In fact… my entire Attack Wing is more advanced than anything the High Coven has. You know we exist now… when most of the universe does not. I could tell you what color your pee is the next time you take a leak if I wanted too. Please do not take me for a fool. The BEL’LA D’VENORSH conducted a twenty second subtronic scan of our hull and I must ask you to return that scan to us and delete it from your logs and databases.”
“Captain Lorian… I have no idea what it is you are talking about!” Lirur stated quite indignantly. “I gave no such order and I resent you implying that I did and that I am lying to you.”

Miranda came to her feet now. “I really don’t care what you resent Captain.” She said. “I am not in a particularly good mood right now as you no doubt understand. I will only ask one more time and then I will contact Androcles Leonidas. I can guarantee you Captain… if I have to do that… then Androcles will order your ship destroyed. He is not a forgiving person. And if we destroy your ship… we’ll end up having to destroy the rest of your forces as well. Do not think for an instant we cannot do it Captain. We were already well on our way to beating the fur off the Kavalians before you arrived! I do not wish to do that considering the gains we have apparently made up until now. In fact it would be a downright shame.” Miranda met his eyes. “However… I will do it… and I won’t blink when I give the order.”
Lirur turned to the side in the transmission. “Do a diagnostic of our sensor logs!” He barked. “Full spectrum! Has anyone accessed the arrays since we have returned from the surface?” He turned back to Miranda. “You will find Captain Lorian… I am a man of my word! I would not endanger anything that Admiral Esavorna has begun and…”

“Captain…!” The voice carried through the transmission causing him to turn once more. “The port side dorsal array was accessed six minutes ago from the Astrometric compartment! A subtronic scan was ordered and executed sir!”
Lirur’s face twisted into an angry snarl. “Confirm that!” He barked. 

Miranda turned to look at E'dira. She left her chair and came to stand next to her quickly. “He didn’t know.” E'dira whispered to her.

“You’re sure?” Miranda whispered back.

“I have seen enough men and women lie in my lifetime, and then get caught in those same lies.” E'dira said. “He did not know.”

“It’s confirmed Captain.” The voice spoke from within the tranmission.

“Who ordered such a scan?” Lirur snapped.

“Captain Micardo sir.” The voice replied. “His command codes initiated the order.”
Miranda and E’dira both saw the look of distain pass over Lirur’s face clearly as she shook his head and muttered something they could not hear in the ancient vampire language. They watched Lirur turn fully to someone off to his left. “Get Micardo up here immediately! I don’t care where he is! Lock out his command codes from the main computer as well! Did he encrypt the data?”

“Negative Captain!”  
“Then delete it!” Lirur snapped. “Delete the main log and every signal trace that it was ever conducted!” Lirur turned back to face Miranda and E’dira. “I must apologize Captain Lorian. It appears the Admiral’s senior aide feels he is above the regulations I have in place on my ship! A situation I will remedy upon seeing him I assure you!”

Lirur’s head turned once more and they heard the voice again. “It’s deleted Captain. I took out the Main Root log and all paths to that file. It never existed.”

Lirur turned back to the transmission and began to speak but Miranda cut him off. “I am indebted to you Captain Drdanu and I sincerely appreciate your compliance with my request. After what we have been through here together it would have been a failure of the greatest sort to lose that.”

Lirur drew himself straighter. “The Admiral is my superior officer and a friend Captain Lorian. I have served with him for nearly nine hundred years. I know why we are here and I know what our future could be like. I will take care of Micardo and I would be honored to fight beside you and your crew at any time.”

Miranda looked at E’dira quickly and then back to him. “As would we Captain Drdanu. As would we.” Miranda said. “ARIZONA out!”

E’dira waited until the transmission had faded. “That went rather well.” She stated evenly but with a trace of sarcasm.

Miranda nodded. “Yes it did fortunately.” She turned to look out over her bridge. “Operations Officer… order the entire Wing to engage their shrouds! We have to wait for NORMYA’S LIGHT’s FG to arrive… but we certainly do not have to provide anymore peep shows!”

“Aye Captain!”

“I’ll be in my Ready Room.” Miranda said. “Inform me when her Fleet Group arrives so we can get underway to Earth.”

“Understood Captain.”

Miranda looked at E’dira. “Commander… would you join me please. I want to go over the after action reports from the Fighter Groups that arrived before we did.”

E’dira nodded. “Of course Captain.”

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP

ENROUTE TO BELID

It had been a harrowing four hours that was certain. 

Normya had taken the controls of the SCYTHE-Class Fighter with Cirith acting as co-pilot. As the landing bay doors had opened in the belly of the BLOOD REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought, Normya had executed a whirling series of maneuvers to get them into position before the LRR arrived. As the doors opened fully, Normya had darted them inside, lifting fully into the bay under full Shroud barely missing the parked hulks of two High Coven fighters. A quick sensor scan determined that no one was in the bay and using the SCYTHE’s maneuvering thrusters she moved them quickly into a rear corner of the massive landing bay and set them down. The bay itself was practically void of any equipment except for the remains of several fighters scattered about. As she and Cirith were powering down the engines the High Coven Runner lifted into view and moved towards a far corner. When they had seen two Immortals dragging Dysea between them and laughing as they pawed her body in very intimate manner. It had taken Tir’ut to wrap his burly arms around his half elf/half wolf wife to keep her from leaving the SCYTHE and exposing them all. It took her several minutes to calm down once they had dragged Dysea from view, and another twenty minutes before she was thinking clearly enough to try and establish some sort of plan.

That plan had been simple and direct. She and Cirith would remain with the SCYTHE while Tir'ut and the five members of Cirith’s Commando team did a reconnaissance of the hanger deck and surrounding area. Tir'ut made her promise to remain on the ship with Cirith until they finished the recon, for if they were caught or revealed themselves in any way, all of them would be killed and all hope for Dysea would be lost. Normya’s conversation with Denali within Mindvoice had been cut off abruptly when Phy'iad’s ship had jumped. She had not been able to tell her brother much other than that they had made it on the ship and would go after their mother. Normya and Tir'ut knew that Denali and Cha'talla would come after them and Cirith had no doubts that her father would send a full force as well. What they decided they needed to do was rescue Dysea and then somehow get off this ship. Normya had to admit Cirith was a godsend to her. The much older vampire female who she now knew had wolf blood within her, had kept her composure and in doing so had reinforced Normya’s confidence as well. Cirith was an enigma Normya decided. If everything she had told them up until now was true, and Normya had no reason to doubt it for she could detect no lie with her wolf nose, Cirith was a paradigm, a model of what should have been many years ago. That she was extremely intelligent was without question in her manner and the way she spoke. Her dark, surreal beauty could easily challenge her mother Isabella in its perfection. She moved with grace and confidence in everything and Normya could not deny the sense of assurance that this brought to her. This confidence and assurance is what kept Normya’s reckless wolf nature in check and she knew it.

The rear ramp was down on the SCYTHE and this is where Normya sat cradling the Immortal SA80 in her hands. They had the proximity sensors set to go off if anyone not wrapped within the shadows entered the bay and it allowed them at least some peace of mind. She turned her head when Cirith returned from the cockpit carrying a simple emergency container of water and two ration bars. As Cirith squatted next to her she held out one of the bars.

“They do not taste very good… but they are nutritious.” Cirith explained.

Normya didn’t hesitate and tore open the wrapping and took a large bite of the bar, not realizing her own hunger until just then. “I’ve eaten… I’ve eaten worst.” She said between chews as Cirith smiled and bit into her bar.

“Flight School?” She asked.

Normya looked at her and nodded. “Escape and Evasion School.” She told her. “Six weeks of hell with only what we could scrounge together in the field.”

Cirith nodded. “Ah yes. I know it well.” She stated. “Ours was only a week longer, but no doubt they taught us the same things as pilots about getting captured.” Cirith looked at her then. “Forgive me… perhaps not everything. Having to deal with being captured by Immortals is not something I had to face.”

Normya allowed herself a small smile. “Cha'talla is changing that.” She stated proudly.

Cirith dropped into a lotus position as she got the opening she wanted and was most curious about. “How… how did you… the half elven daughter of King Leonidas become the Blessed Wife to the son of Cha'talla?” She asked with honest amazement. “I know he is… I know he is only half Immortal… and our sources spoke of the possibility of him and Esther having children… but we never thought it could actually happen. And now… now we see you as their first born son’s Blessed Wife. It is a position of great influence within not only vampire society but Akruxian as well as I’m sure you know.” Cirith shook her head slowly. “How did this happen?”

Normya grinned shyly. “I was about to become dinner for a Bancorik.” She said. “If it was not for Tir'ut I would be dead right now.”

Cirith’s eyes grew a little larger. “A Bancorik?” She gasped in shock. “How… how did you manage that?”

“It’s a long story.” Normya said. “Suffice to say… Tir'ut saved my life and as the days and weeks went by and I saw what they had built on Kranek… as I saw that they were nothing like what we had been told they were like, I surrendered to the feelings that had been growing within me for Tir'ut.”

“You looked beyond their outer appearance then?” Cirith asked.

Normya nodded. “You have never… you have wolf blood in you but you have never used your wolf skills have you?”

Cirith shook her head. “I am more vampire than wolf… but then again I have never really tried to use the skills my wolf blood might have given me. My grandmother was wolf… but she and my grandfather hid this fact from others so that they could be together. She was only able to teach my father small things in regards to his wolf blood even though my grandfather often did encourage her to show him more and more.”

“So you can shift?” Normya asked.

Cirith shook her head. “I do not know. I have seen my father do it twice… but I have never tried. I have concentrated mostly on my Mindvoice and vampire skills so that I fit in more easily among those on Usu Ozeib 7 or wherever we were at the time.”

Normya leaned closer to her very much welcoming the opportunity to put aside the anxiety and worry she felt for her mother, if only for a few moments. “A female wolf… we have… we have the ability to know if a man will make a suitable mate by his scent.”

Cirith nodded. “Yes… I know that.” She said. “My father was able to tell me some things about my wolf blood.”

Normya nodded. “Sometimes… not all the time but sometimes, a female wolf will realize by smelling a man that he is truly the one. The one they will spend the rest of their days with. They won’t be able to get his scent out of their minds no matter what they do. It was like that for me when I met Tir'ut.”
Cirith took another bite of the ration bar and looked at the deck. “I have… I have never been with a man.” She stated plainly. “In all my years I have never known a man’s touch.”

Normya looked at her with wide eyes. “But you are… you’re over three thousand years old!” She gasped.

Cirith nodded with a grin. “Amazing isn’t it?” She said. “My father thinks I have taken a few men into my bed but I never have. I have had four lovers in my lifetime and all of them have been other women… which was taboo within the High Coven under my mother even though she practiced it herself!” Cirith snarled gently. “I have never longed for a man’s touch… not since… not since your grandfather and he died before I had the opportunity to meet him and perhaps begin a relationship.”

“You said you were meant for my grandfather and my grandmother.” Normya said. “You… you don’t feel that way towards her?”

“I did at one point.” Cirith answered. “Through the years however… that has drifted away. Now I have an enormous respect and admiration for her that was only amplified when we discovered that Veldruk had held her all of those years and she never gave up hope.” She looked at Normya. “I believe we could be fast friends if the opportunity arose and I had the opportunity to show her that we are not like those who victimized your sister. I would truly like that… but it is up to us to now show you and your family that we are not like my mother and sister. I have every intention of doing my best to see that happen.”

“That is why you… why you allowed me to fly us into this ship isn’t it?” Normya asked.

Cirith nodded. “My father does not outwardly show it… but he has a great deal of belief in fate and destiny. He would not have come this far if he didn’t. He has never wavered from the path he is on and he has instilled this in me. We had not planned on coming forth just yet, but when it reached us that my mother was coming here we decided it was time. We did not know what she had planned or we would have stopped her somehow.”Cirith looked at her. “I cannot begin to apologize enough for the horror your sister went through at their hands, all I can do is promise you I will stand beside my sister Narice in bringing Dante and Yuri to justice. She is your brother’s Blessed Wife now, and knowing Narice she has embraced that to its fullest. She always was different.”
“You have never met her?” Normya asked.

Cirith nodded. “Oh I’ve met her before… but she does not know the truth… though I imagine Toria Dellion will change that. As will your brother. I hope to be able to spend time with her and perhaps become as sisters should be. It is a daunting task I know… but I will try regardless. I am not one to shirk from something I want.”

“No… I don’t imagine you are.” Normya said.

Cirith looked at her. “You are… you are holding up very well Normya Leonidas given what has happened in the last few hours. I know… I know how I would feel if my father was taken from me in such a way.”

Normya took a deep breath but no tears came. She had no more tears to shed and now all she cared about was getting her mother back and making the Kavalians pay for taking her father. “My father’s blood runs strong in all of us.” She said softly as she met Cirith’s eyes. “He is…he was a Lycavorian Spartan to his core. He would expect us… he would expect us to go on as he and our mothers raised us. Blood before all else he taught us. It means many things to us… but we all know most of all it means to make sure our family is safe and secure before we take our revenge. We know that is what our brother will do… and that is what we must do as well.”

“What your father did those years ago?” Cirith said softly. “Freeing Canth’s Mindvoice presence and then going to Enurrua and destroying Chetak for taking your mother from him? Rescuing her the way he did? It made quite the stir among the people I associate with. The devotion and love… to destroy and empire for a woman? It is truly amazing.”

“He would do it for any of our mothers.” Normya said proudly. “Just as we do not distinguish who our mothers are… he never distinguished between his wives and mates. He loved each of them with all that he was and that is why we are so close as a family.”

“What will your brother do Normya?” Cirith asked suddenly.

“I honestly don’t know.” Normya said. “The only one of us who could actually come close to figuring him out is Zarah. She might have an idea. No doubt Sadi, Carisia and Ne’Veha know for they are his wives and mates. I know that as much as he always complained about being compared to father and he kept telling everyone how he was not our father, he loved him far more than even we realize I think. None of us have ever seen him truly angry… and I don’t believe even the Feravomir knows or can contemplate what he will do.”
Cirith looked at her intently for several moments and then reached over to take her hand. “We will succeed Normya Leonidas.” She said. “Our destiny does not lie on this path and we…”

They both turned at the soft rustle of clothing and they saw the five Coven Commandos and Tir'ut unwrap the shadows from around themselves as they came through the active Shroud shield that was still engaged. They scrambled to their feet as all of them began walking up the ramp and Normya moved quickly to Tir'ut who wrapped his arms around her tightly. He leaned over and firmly nuzzled her two inch high elven ear, making her melt against him more, and her head against his broad chest.

“Lancy?” Cirith spoke as the senior Commando walked up to her. “What did you find?”

“We moved five decks up Lady Cirith.” The man spoke in reply. “The SCYTHE’s sensors were accurate. There don’t appear to be more than five hundred or so Immortal’s onboard. Our portable sensors did not detect any until just below the detention cells on deck twenty-seven.”
“That is where they have taken my mother then?” Normya asked.

“That would be the safe assumption Lady Normya.” Lancy answered turning to look at her.

“I could not sense her within Mindvoice Il darthirii kal'daka. Not even a whisper.” Tir'ut spoke. “They must have placed powerful psychic dampeners around the cell she is in.”

“This means they have been planning this for a while.” Cirith stated quickly. “Your father and mothers were regarded as some of the most powerful Mindvoicers in the universe Normya, even by us.” Cirith said. “They would have to make some serious modifications in order to block out the tremors her presence in Mindvoice would make.”

“Series Nine Dampeners.” Lancy spoke looking at Cirith.

“Yes.” Cirith said. “And the Kavalians were able to get their hands on the blueprints for the Series Nine when all of those senior officers defected at the beginning of the war. They must have placed them around the cell she is in.”

Normya shook her head quickly. “Even with psychic dampeners Tir'ut or I should still be able to feel something from her Cirith. She helped us to establish a link with Tir'ut’s brother on Belid and it made us more attuned to each other. If Tir'ut and I can’t feel her then they have done something else.”

Cirith looked at Lancy intently. “There is only one other way that they could hamper her Mindvoice abilities to this extent.” She said.

Lancy didn’t flinch from her gaze. “It would explain a lot Lady Cirith.” He stated. “And they did raid our facility on Ugmor Five six years ago.” 

“What?” Normya asked insistently.

Cirith looked at her. “The Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa. It is only a third of the size of the ship your father found on Lycavore, but inside that section were several rooms that prohibited all forms of Mindvoice abilities.”

Normya nodded quickly. “Yes… Dragon Mountain has these rooms as well.” She stated.

“Dragon Mountain…” Cirith exclaimed as her eyes grew wider. “Of course! All these years and we have never been able to pinpoint the location of this ship and your father hid it right out in the open! The mountain on Sardinia, the one where your dragons live. That is the Mindvoice ship itself! That is why she attacked it!”

“Dragon Mountain is the most secure area on Earth.” Normya said. “No one who is not supposed to be there will ever leave the mountain alive. Between the defenses Avi has put in place and the dragons living there it would be an impossible task.”

“Avi?” Lancy asked looking between the two women.

“The ship’s Avatar Lancy.” Cirith said. “The MV ship on Nuwaroa had indentations in parts of the hull that appeared to be alcoves of some sort. Alcoves for…” Cirith looked at Normya now her eyes wide. “Wait… if you know of the alcoves then… your ship’s Avatar still functions?”

Normya nodded. “Yes… he functions quite well in fact.” She replied. “He had a hand in our schooling as we were growing up.”

Cirith’s face was animated and she smiled. “Oh I would like to meet him one day.” She said. “He must be fascinating! To have so much knowledge of the Pralors and…” Cirith stopped and shook her head. “I’m rambling now… forgive me! My mother… she was working on a device that she had constructed from plans she discovered in one of these rooms. It was based on the same concept as these rooms and could completely inhibit Mindvoice abilities and block the unique resonance of an individual until it was undetectable. It also had the side effect of effectively neutralizing a male wolf’s aura. That was not foreseen… but for some reason my mother was very pleased about it.”

Normya’s emerald green eyes grew a little wider. “Then this device… it acts like the Shrouds on our ships then?”

Cirith nodded her head. “Yes… in essence. It is a tiny capsule inserted into the base of the person’s skull. It acts in the same manner as the rooms on the MV ships. It is unlikely the individual would even know it is there unless they knew of it. It is easily inserted just beneath the skin and leaves no residual presence.”

Lancy looked at Normya. “The Kavs raided our research facility on Ugmor Five six years ago. They stole quite a bit of equipment and research during the raid. Among what they stole were two containers that housed twenty-eight working models of this device. We called them Static Inhibitors.” He said.

“How… how do you know all this?” Normya asked.

“We… all of us were members of the Venorik Elghinn Normya.” Cirith answered. “And all of us were very good at our jobs.”
“Can this device be removed?” Tir'ut asked.

“By a surgeon yes.” Cirith answered. “A Hadarian could easily remove it as well.”

“We need to remove it!” Normya exclaimed. “We have to remove it!”

“And we will Il darthirii kal'daka.” Tir'ut told her. “We must move carefully however.”

Cirith nodded. “Lancy… they have to be operating this ship on remote. Which means that many systems are probably not working?”

Lancy nodded. “That’s a safe bet.” He answered. “We saw some of their handiwork on decks twenty-nine and thirty. Power transfer conduits running along the floors and down the corridors.”

“Tir'ut… what do you know of this Phy'iad?” Cirith asked.

“He is one that we have an extensive intelligence file on.” Tir'ut answered. “And we have learned much since Lynom infiltrated his base.”

“Lynom?” Cirith asked.

Tir'ut nodded. “My brother. We have been in contact with him since Il darthirii kal'daka came into our lives. When the Kavalians attacked we were planning a mission to retrieve him and nearly three dozen female elves they were holding as… as slaves from his base on Belid.” Tir'ut told her.

“That is most likely where he is returning then.” Cirith stated.

“We still don’t know why he would take my mother.” Normya stated.

“Il darthirii kal'daka is correct Cirith Esavorna.” Tir'ut spoke. “Phy'iad is many things but he would not come all this way to simply kidnap Dysea darthirii ilhar as a slave. We know he is working for the Kavalians. The frigate we saw was Gareld’s ship. Gareld was working for the Kavalians so it stands to reason Phy'iad is as well.”
“So he probably means to turn her over to the Kavalians at some point in the future.” Cirith said. 

“The Kavalian attack on Kranek was possibly to cover his actions as well as kill as many of your family as possible.” Lancy spoke.

“What would they want with my mother?” Normya asked.

“Ransom perhaps?” Cirith said.

Normya shook her head. “My… my father… Andro would never allow that.” She stated. “Taking her hostage to try and squeeze something from us would only result in Andro declaring war on them. I know that much about my brother. He is more steeped in the tradition and honor of family then the rest of us. It has to do with the pureness of his blood. If the Kavalians think to use her as some sort of tool to get what they want it will not work. If they knew enough to conduct these operations then they would know enough to realize that. Andro will never deal with them! Never! Not even for our mother. Our father… our father was the same way. And if they harm her he will unleash the Union military on them without question or pause.”
“Then there is something else they want her for.” Cirith said. “They would not knowingly open a second front with the Union while they are still technically at war with the Coven.”

“Let us stop trying to determine what they want Dysea darthirii ilhar for and begin to discover a way to get her and ourselves out of here.” Tir'ut spoke.
Cirith nodded. “Lancy… we can’t find her in Mindvoice so let’s go to the old fashion way. Recalibrate the dorsal sensor array to pick up elven blood and let’s find out exactly where all of this Phy'iad’s little toy soldiers are lurking about.”

EARTH

SPARTA 

KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL

“…have recovered four hundred and nineteen bodies at last count from the rescue team commanders on the ground.” Selene had arrived less than thirty minutes ago, refusing to allow Lynwe to travel to Sparta with Aihola alone, and all three women looked as if they had been up for many hours, which all of them had been. Layna was on board the PROMETHUS with their husband helping him to manage the massive number of forces that were now in Earth’s sector. Helen had asked her to conduct the briefing because no one else was in a condition to deal with the Netnews and their many questions. 

Selene had become the consummate politician and as Prime Minister of Earth she was considered inside that very small circle of family of friends of the Royal family. Selene knew this was not something that any of them needed to deal with at the moment, but she also knew it needed to be done to assure the many trillions of citizens of the Union that they were still very much in charge of things. The podium was set up in the huge cafeteria one floor below the ADHOC command center that had been established. Many of the tables and chairs had been pushed aside and rearranged so that several hundred chairs now occupied nearly one half of the room.
Selene looked up at the hundreds of faces and dozens of video drones that flittered around the room at every angle. “The rescue teams are proceeding at a very slow pace so that no additional injuries are caused if survivors or bodies are found.” Selene took a deep breath. “Nine ERT Teams from both Athens and Sparta are on the scene, along with nearly two full companies of Durcunusaan regulars and roughly twenty dragons. To keep from having to use heavy machinery, our dragon brothers are doing most of the heavy lifting and they are rotating their numbers accordingly so that they do not strain themselves. I can not…” Selene stopped for a moment and composed herself, brushing her hand across her forehead. “I can not stress to all of you enough that we are working as fast as possible in our rescue attempts, but we need to balance that with care. At the moment, Prime Minister Deia and Queen For'mya are believed to have been inside the Senate Building with an estimated one thousand two hundred others when it was destroyed. Aside from that… we have no other information and I will not speculate in any way until we know for sure. As I said in the beginning… I will take questions now, but understand this… I will not guess or assume and that is something no one should do. More often than not rumors only hurt.”

Selene’s steel blue eyes searched for and found Me'alla in the crowd of so many and she pointed at her. “Me'alla?” She spoke. “You have a question?”

Me'alla was taken aback for she had not expected to be called on as a junior reporter with a smaller network. She stammered something quickly as she rose to her feet. “Prime Minister… Prime Minister Selene… can you confirm… or perhaps provide information as to why the KFI has perpetrated such a broad and extensive plot against the Union?” Me'alla asked. “And I have a follow up as well ma’am.”

Selene shook her head. “Why the KFI has done this we do not know.” Selene answered. “We are not at war with the KFI in any way, shape or form, in fact to the best of my knowledge, we were conducting trade talks with them right here in Sparta.”

“As a follow up Prime Minister Selene… the Kavalian embassy is now surrounded by upwards of five hundred Union Spartans and a smaller number of Durcunusaan troops.” Me'alla spoke quickly. “Are there plans to assault the embassy at this time?”

Selene shook her head quickly. “No such action is being planned and I cautioned anyone who wanders too close to the embassy itself. We have secured the area around the Kavalian embassy for their security as well as our own.”

“Has there been any contact from the ambassadors inside?” Me'alla continued quickly.

“None that I am aware of at this time.” Selene answered. “Anything else?”

Me'alla looked stunned at this direct attention as did many of the reporters who began looking at her in not so favorable terms. “Could this be a response… could this be a response to the defection of Princess Athani?”

“Athani Leonidas chose to defect of her own free will.” Selene spoke calmly. “She found something she desired more than the life she had. She was not forced or coerced in any way. I find it hard to believe the Prefect of the Kavalian Federation would use that as an excuse to conduct the terrible actions they have this day. Here and elsewhere. Thank you Me'alla.” Selene turned to another and pointed to an elven male. “Yes.”

“You… you just said elsewhere Prime Minister.” The reporter said. “Are you saying that the attacks here in Sparta are part of some broader operation by the KFI?”

Selene turned to the side and looked at where Riall stood off to her left. He met her eyes and finally nodded his head causing many of the reporters to press closer in some manner as Selene turned back to face them. “We have discovered the Kavalians struck four other locations here in Sparta. Director of the Krypteria Armetus is in critical condition in this hospital as we speak. He was tortured horribly in an operation that began some hours before the main attacks. Governor Panos’s home was also attacked, but he was thankfully not home and is right now under heavy guard. Head of the Spartan Senate Dilios was injured in an attempt on his life at his home, but he is recovering quickly. It also appears the Kavalians struck the home of Panos’s senior aide Major Janae. She is currently missing at this moment.” Murmurs of disbelief were sweeping through the gathered reporters as Selene took another breath and continued.

  “We have also discovered through other means that a systematic attack against our Drow outposts throughout The Wilds was also conducted and the casualties from that we are still trying to determine.” Selene looked across the assembled reporters. “When Androcles took his brothers and sisters from Earth little more than a week ago, they headed to Kranek. This is where Queen Dysea and Princess Normya have been for several months. They have been there, establishing contact and making fast friends with a tribe of Akruxian Immortals led by the former High Lord Captain Cha'talla.” The explosion of questions was expected and Selene simply waited for several long moments as they all tried to shout one another down. She looked at Riall and he shrugged his shoulders minutely. Selene of course had known where Dysea was, and her skepticism had been very high at the beginning. As she read the reports with Lynwe that were coming in over the past weeks, Selene could feel that skepticism slipping away. Dysea was one of the most intelligent and careful woman she knew, and if she had developed a unique trust for Cha'talla and his Immortal tribe then how could she doubt it.

As the roar of questions quieted Selene lifted her hand for silence. “Before you begin to fire off your many questions I will tell you that at this point I know as much as you. This was a very quiet event considering who we are talking about, but from what I have read and seen in just the last few minutes before this briefing I can honestly say it is amazing. Unfortunately… the Kavalians discovered what we were doing on Kranek as well and they conducted a massive attack against the Immortal settlement there. Reports have not yet come in and communications is nonexistent at this time due to some sort of interference. We have dispatched forces there after getting the approval, but until contact is reestablished we will know nothing. Yes?” Selene pointed to a female reporter in the front.

“Prime Minister… this is… this is amazing.” She stammered. 

Selene nodded. “Indeed it is.” She responded. “What is your question?”

“The… the Immortal Cha'talla is still alive? The High Lord Veldruk’s Captain?” She asked.

Selene nodded once more. “I believe that is the position he once held… and to answer your question yes he is still very much alive.” Selene pointed to another. “You?”

“Prime Minister… is this prelude to a Kavalian invasion of Union space?” The man asked.
Selene turned as Riall stepped up next to her and leaned over in front of the podium. “There have been no indications that this is the case. Our many border units have reported no incursion by Kavalian forces anywhere oddly enough. This type of action usually leads to an all out attack… but at this time our military is on high alert and nothing we have indicates a Kavalian attack is in progress or even coming soon.”

“But the coup on Hadaria Admiral Riall… that…”

“The coup on Hadaria that unlawfully displaced Queen Anja was done with Kavalian support, but it was driven by political enemies of Queen Anja, not by anything else.” Riall answered. “At least none that we are aware of at this time.”

Riall stepped back quickly as Selene pointed to another. “Yes?”

“Where is Queen Anja Prime Minister?” The man asked. “It was reported that she had left Hadaria over twenty-four hours ago. Is she aware of what has happened here?”

Selene nodded. “Queen Anja is currently in an unknown location as per the protocols established by General Vengal and the Durcunusaan. As far as I know she is aware of what has transpired here on Earth. How could she not be?”

“Then there is no truth to the accusations made by the Hadarian Elder Council and the Arch Ministry?” The man continued. “The accusations that ultimately helped them to dispose her. The accusations of her impropriety.”

Selene’s eyes bore into the man, as did many pairs of eyes in the room. “Normally I would not dignify that question by even responding to it.” Selene snarled. “But I will do so now because I need an outlet for my anger at what has happened. You have just become that outlet you stupid little man!” Selene leaned forward as her voice rose in anger. “How dare you sir! How vithin dare you! If you were half the reporter you should be, you would not even be asking that question! The accusations made by that upaee Buonau were never true! Anja proved that and it was broadcast throughout the entire Union! You dare question her love for the King? Even now, when those so called accusations have been proven false? When it has been shown that this was all a part of a plan they began to expose Buonau and Wiktor and all the others who supported them as traitors to their own people?” Selene glared at the man, her normally steel blue eyes changing to cobalt blue in anger now. “My suggestion to you sir would be to sit down and shut the fuck up!”
The room was silent for a long moment as the man sat back down quickly, feeling as large as a peanut and knowing that the eyes of many of his comrades now looked at him in distain and disgust.

“Anja is safe!” Selene spat. “As are the younger Leonidas children who are now with their grandmothers in a secure location!” Selene shook her head. “We have… we have suffered the loss of our King! We have suffered the loss of so many lives this day… quite possibly our Prime Minister and one of our Queens! We can not contact two others, and one lies in this very hospital gravely injured and who will for all intents never recover, for her Anome is now dead! All this and you ask me if it is true that Anja Leonidas, quite possibly the Queen who has loved the King the longest, debased herself before other men and cheated on the King with these men.” She looked at all of them. “Is that what we have come to now? Digging for rumor and falsehoods to report when they are not true? I have heard and seen history vids of a Press Corp that did this in the late 20th and early 21st century. Is that what we have come too now? I give you facts and you ask me about lies. Disgusting!”
The two hundred plus chastised men and women were silent for a long moment as Selene stared at them. One of them, a woman who was braver than the rest lifted her hand. Selene’s eyes fell on her.

“Yes?” She growled.

“Prime Minister… if we have… if we have no communication with Queen Dysea and the King’s children on Kranek… how do we know that this is happening there?” The young elven female asked.

“I said we did not have contact with them.” Selene said. “Androcles Leonidas however, he does have contact with his brothers and sisters and his mothers. That is how we know.”

“Prince Androcles is not with them?” Another reporter asked coming to his feet in easily noticeable surprise. “Forgive me Prime Minister Selene… you said the Crown Prince is not with them?”

Selene shook her head. “Androcles is the reason we found out about the attacks on our Drow outposts and the attack on Kranek. Androcles went to Iraruzu to rescue the woman who is now his wife and mate. She is a Drow warrior.”

This brought out much more murmurs among the Press Corp and more hands shot up. Selene took a deep breath and pointed to a young Lycavorian. “Prime Minister… if the Crown Prince is not on Kranek then where is he? Shouldn’t… shouldn’t he be here on Earth and preparing to assume leadership of the Union.”
Selene tilted her head slightly. “Who is to say he is not.” She commented. This caused many to look at each other with wide eyes and then back to Selene.

“Are you saying he is already here Prime Minister?” The same reporter asked.

Selene nodded her head. “Androcles Leonidas is here on Earth yes. At this moment I believe he and Elynth are seeing to the remains of their fathers.”

EARTH
SPARTA

WESTERN MEDICAL CLINIC 

Background Music: He lives in you; Lebo M
It was quiet now as night began to fall.
There were hundreds of men and women gathered around the clinic being kept at a safe distance from the building by Union Spartans who had set up barricades of medium sized lifters and makeshift fences. It was quiet as hundreds were holding candles and even praying softly as all of them remembered their King in their own way. There were several Netnews channels on location recording everything that happened, but even they were being respectful and subdued. It was this reason that almost no one spotted the obsidian colored dragon as she swept in from the east just above the tree tops. As the massive shape whisked over the top of several hundred people, many of them began coming to their feet and watching as the dragon flared its wings in the courtyard outside the entrance to the clinic directly in front of General/Colonel Simpson and half a dozen other Durcunusaan troops. The Netnews people knew something was happening for they had not seen General Simpson exit the building since they had arrived within minutes of the King’s body being brought here. The Western Medical Clinic closest to the Royal Villa had been built specifically so that dragons could enter the building easily. So many hatchlings had called the villa home for so long that it seemed only prudent to be able to treat and examine them as they grew. All of Torma and Isheeni’s children had been treated here at one point or another.
Andro was dropping to the ground before Elynth had come to a complete stop and lowered herself to the dirt. He turned just as Danny moved up in front of him and waited while Andro removed his helmet. The hundreds of men and women surrounding the building then saw the two men come together and suddenly they knew something big was happening.

Danny squeezed Androcles in his arms, holding the back of Andro’s head as more tears came to his eyes. “I tried to get to him boy.” Danny gasped. “I tried to get to him in time but he was too damn fast! He was always too damn fast! I’m… I’m sorry Andro… I was too slow! I loved him Andro! I loved him so much!”

Andro closed his eyes as he felt his adopted uncle’s arms embrace him and he squeezed him back just as hard as he could. No matter where in his life he had been, his Uncle Daniel was always there beside his father. His father had always said he had only one true brother, and the man holding him now was that man. Between his father and uncle Andro had gone to his Agoge more prepared perhaps than any man in the entire long history of the Spartan training.

“And he loved you Uncle Daniel; more than you know” Andro said softly. “You… you have nothing to apologize for! Nothing!”

Danny pulled back and took Andro’s head in his large hands. “He… he tried to draw them away from us.” Danny stammered. “He tried to draw them away from us so we could get away. He was trying to protect your mother… protect all of us.”

Andro nodded. “I know.”

“We… we emptied the clinic.” Danny spoke softly. 

Andro looked at him oddly. “Uncle Daniel… you are not breathing through your nose.” He looked around at the gathered Durcunusaan. “None of you are.”
Danny nodded. “There was so much plasma residue in the air from the mortars that it burnt the glands in our noses. I can’t… I can’t smell shit! It’s getting better but right now I can’t smell anything but burnt plasma.”
Andro looked at the entrance to the building behind his uncle and then back to him. “I need… I need to do this alone Uncle.” He said softly. “We need to do this alone.”

Danny nodded slowly and stepped back from him. Andro turned back to look at Elynth and he saw her golden colored eyes focused on the doors ahead of them.

Sister? He asked.

Elynth nodded her massive head slowly. I… I am ready.
Andro took a deep breath and moved for the door with Elynth directly behind him. Every member of the Durcunusaan present could only stand and watch as the Prince and dragon that many of them had seen grow into adulthood enter the building to say goodbye to their fathers. Danny looked around as Elynth’s tail disappeared into the building and he could see that not one citizen of Sparta that had been surrounding the clinic for the last few hours was sitting. All of them were now standing as word spread quickly among their ranks that the Crown Prince had just entered the clinic they were watching and praying outside of.
The interior of the clinic was dimly lit. Whoever had been inside was hastily moved to another location when the Durcunusaan had first arrived. It was a very simple set up on the interior. The examining rooms were all in the center of the clinic with waiting rooms and lounges on all sides. Andro and Elynth moved past the reception counter and paused as the large doors slid to the side to allow them entry into the main area. The dividing walls had been torn down so that Martin and Torma could rest as they had lived the last twenty plus years. Together. There were four gurneys in the center of the main examining room, one of which held Martin Leonidas wrapped tightly in white linen. The other three held the remains of Torma, covered in a reverent sort of manner with half a dozen sheets. There was no blood staining the sheets, no blood on the floor, and Andro knew that his Uncle would never have allowed this. As he stood looking at the two most influential minds in his life the tears he had thought long expended came again, albeit on a much smaller scale. He moved closer, Elynth beside him, her huge muscular form comforting to him as it had always been. He could remember Torma lifting him within his talons to gaze across the landscape of the Spartan mountains while Elynth bounced on her father’s back or just below him. He could remember the times his father and Torma spent several hours and days bestowing upon them the unique and sometimes utterly impossible maneuvers they had learned as a Bonded Pair. For a dragon the size of Torma, nearly seven metric tons and over twenty meters in length, to see him fly was the most beautiful thing to Androcles when he was growing up.
Andro stopped in front of the gurney that held his father, the linen tightly wrapped around his six foot two frame. They had died protecting those that they loved Andro knew. It was the most glorious way any Spartan could die. Defending life and honor and the future of those who would carry on their names. His father was considered barely more than a young adult by many because he was just over three thousand years old, a drop in the bucket compared to some of the Lycavorians that lived. Torma was still a child in dragon years at less than a thousand years old. Yet they held more influence and awe than anyone Andro could think of. They were spoken of in the same voice, the same breath. In the twenty plus years they had been together Andro did not think they had spent more than a few days apart, with the exception of the several weeks when his father went after his mothers. Even then Torma and him were connected and he knew right where his Bonded Brother was. Andro inhaled deeply of the air within the room as he tried to catch a remnant of his father’s minty scent.
Andro’s eyes darted to where Elynth’s massive head was sniffing the covered remains of her father and he opened his mouth to speak. 
Ah my son!

At that whisper within Mindvoice her golden eyes instantly cut to him and they stared at each other. Andro reached for his head in pain just as Elynth’s wings twitched wildly and her head dropped to the floor.
Andro! Her voice reached for him as he staggered to her side.

Know all that we are! The deep voices echoed within Mindvoice painfully, battering their shields as nothing ever had. Voices that were joined together as one. Know all that we know!
Andro… it… it hurts! Elynth cried.

Elynth! Andro screamed out as he reached for her.

Know all that we know! The litany of two voices bellowed again within Mindvoice. It falls to you now! All of it falls to you both! You know what must be done!

Andro shook his head back and forth, his hands squeezing his temples as he staggered once more against Elynth’s side, their minds awash with visions and memories and voices that were not their own. Places and events that they had never seen or experienced yet were now part of them. Andro turned his head from where he leaned against Elynth’s side, his wide azure blue eyes falling on the corpse of his father on the table before him.
They… they will… Andro began.

Hate us! Elynth cried.

Only for a time! The voices answered. It is the way of the Talon Guardians! And it must be done now!
Why?

It falls to you both to discover that now. Act as Talon Guardians now! Act as you know you must act! We will always be with you, but now we must go!

NO! Andro and Elynth screamed together.

You know what must be done! Make us proud as you always have! Make us proud!

Andro gasped as the pain was instantly gone from his head, and he wobbled on shaky legs leaning against Elynth as her wings fluttered madly. She shook her massive head back and forth, her golden eyes blinking rapidly. She slowly turned her head to look at her Bonded Brother as he rose shakily to his legs and feet. She drew her own legs under her, her muscles contracting with shaky certainty and she too staggered slightly at the unbelievable surge of power that had just swept through them, brushing aside their Mindvoice shields as if they weren’t even there. Andro staggered into the table that held his father, reaching out to steady himself on the gurney and his hand and fingers touching his father’s body. His head whipped around to look at the body wrapped in the white satin linen, his eyes wide.
Elynth’s head whipped around, her golden eyes wide as well. ANDRO!!! She screamed out.

The massive wave of tremors within Mindvoice are what caused Danny and the other Durcunusaan troops to turn towards the clinic. Those among the hundreds of men and women who were not Lycavorian could not understand why suddenly every Lycavorian or elf who had sat back down once Andro went inside the clinic now stood up once more, their attention on the medical clinic below them. It began as a mild tremor, almost conversational in nature and it only grew from there. As it grew in power, even those who were among the lower tiers of Mindvoicing ability began to feel it, and it was reaching outward. The explosion was a muffled one, but Danny’s eyes grew wide in horror as the entire center of the clinic heaved upwards in a ball of flame and blue heat. As Danny opened his mouth to scream out for his brother’s son, the entire structure of the roof appeared to simply blow outward and the massive shape rose into the air as if shot from a cannon. Glimmering Dragon Armor wrapped around both of them, almost glowing in the light of the flames and a psychic shield matched by only one other in the universe, radiant in the myriad of red and orange colors that licked at it and streamed behind it connecting them to the building.

The trumpet that followed was a full throated roar of anger, of hate, of defiance. Elynth rolled over instantly, Andro secure in the saddle on her back, looked at the building below her and with another trumpet she cut loose with a single minded and devastating stream of flame tinged super heated breath. Her aim was unerring and the power unquestioned as nothing below her was left untouched by the scorching stream. Almost immediately, Andro’s hands lifted into the air on either side of his body and two basketball sized psychic projections of power formed. This was not something Danny had ever seen though he quickly deduced what Andro was about to do.

“BACK! Everyone back!” Danny screamed to the many Durcunusaan troops. “Get back! Get back now!”

As if he was throwing the two psychic projections with great effort, Andro heaved first one and then the other ball of psychic power straight down into the center of the medical clinic. Upon impact it almost appeared as if the entire building lifted up off the ground. Elynth’s huge wingspan kept them directly over the top of the clinic and she continued to pour her flame laced breath into the facility. Any glass that remained blew outwards and was instantly melted. Metal twisted and crumbled under the insanely intense heat and destructive power of the psychic projections. The walls of the clinic caved inward, the remains of the ceiling following quickly as Andro sent a third projection hurtling at the clinic.

“Son vada carians!” Danny muttered as he skidded to a stop and turned to watch the funeral pyre that Andro was creating. The flames reached high into the sky, licking at where Elynth hovered with powerful and precise sweeps of her wings, but causing no harm against the psychic shield that surrounded her and Andro. The heat from the pyre that was once a building was intense, but all of them were far enough away not to be bothered by it. Many civilians that had been watching backed away in fear at what they were seeing though they were in no danger in the least. 
Nothing would survive this. 
Danny knew well that Elynth could direct and hold her flame stream almost as long as her mother Isheeni, which was well over an hour. Added to that was the incredible heat generated by her breath and nothing would survive of the clinic but cinders. They were burying their fathers in the way only they could. Danny knew that Martin and Torma had coveted their positions as Talon Guardians of the dragon species, and he had spent many hours and nights just hanging out and drinking beer with his brother, learning of the dragon ways and what these things meant to him. They were the only non-dragons to ever hold the title of Talon Guardian in the entire history of the species. Easily the last thirty thousand years since that was almost as old as Arzoal was, and she knew of none for fifty thousand years before that. It was why Martin and Andro had embraced it so completely. This was the way they were honoring their fathers and what they had done. 

This was the way they were saying goodbye.
PROTECTORATE CRUSADER-CLASS CRUISER 

TALON OF JUSTICE

TWENTY-THREE MINUTES COREWARD OF THE PERSEUS ARM

UNEXPLORED SPACE

53587 LY FROM THE WILDS


Dutkne sat in the command chair on the bridge of the TALON, his eyes watching the dual view screens intently. This was the first time he had been coreward of the Perseus Arm in his nearly five hundred years of life and he did not want to miss any of it. The stars and surrounding space did not appear as dark as from where they had come and though he knew it was probably a visual manifestation and not real, he still thought it was very profound. As Dutkne sat in his chair he contemplated everything he had learned in the last few weeks and tried to bring it all into perspective. To know that the descendants of the bloodline of Sumar and his first born son Resumar lived was astonishing enough. To learn that this son had fathered many children already and that all of them adhered to the honor and instincts that were inbred in the Lycavorians that followed Dutkne and Wayonn was extra special. Wayonn had been right. Their people were not lost anymore, and the roughly fifty billion Lycavorians spread across some seventy planets that called the Protectorate home would soon be reunited with those trillions of Lycavorians who had fought and forged their way out from under High Coven slavery to live free and proud. Technologically the Protectorate and the Vanari and half a dozen other races that lived within the Outer Perseus Arm of the Galaxy were slightly more advanced in some areas, but after spending the last week studying what his grandfather had given to him, he had discovered that the Protectorate and the other races were behind in others.

It appeared that the Protectorate, the Vanari and many of the other races he knew of had concentrated on making the most efficient engines and shields they could considering the vastness of the space they crossed. Their shielding was far superior in many respects, but they had never devised Shrouds as the High Coven and now the Union used with such expertise and tactical advantage. The Protectorate had fewer weapons on their ships, but they were more far powerful; while the Union and Coven ships had many powerful weapons on huge ships that would dwarf the TALON in size and even ability. Dutkne had determined that the TALON could stand even with one of these LEONIDAS II ships in the data his grandfather had given him, but only for a short period of time. Then the sheer size and scope of weaponry the ship could bring to bear would destroy them. And that did not include the many different styles and types of fighters that almost everyone seemed to have. And if they had developed newer engines and weapons systems as his grandfather suggested, based on intelligence and technology gained from City Ship 41, the Union ships would be very formidable indeed. Still… the TALON’s unique design and abilities made her a very deadly opponent should it ever come to that.

Dutkne was far more interested in the Flat Space Technology that allowed them to use these so called shields most of them wore on their arms. Flat Space technology was something developed and used exclusively by the Pralors themselves, and even with his grandfather’s help, the ability to forge this technology was not something the Protectorate had. When combined with the improbable ability to command these beasts his grandfather called dragons, it was almost too incredible to believe. Dutkne just couldn’t believe these animals had the ability to Mindvoice on a sustainable level as Lycavorians nor could he comprehend the fact that they were highly intelligent. He would believe it if he saw it without a doubt, but until that time he clung to his realistic mentality that told him it was impossible.

“Pretty amazing stuff isn’t it?” Drey’s voice snuck through the fog of Dutkne’s own thoughts and he turned.


Drey stood beside Nirilo, both of them holding data pads in their hands, while Nirilo also held a large mug of steaming hot Vanari tea. Dutkne grinned. “You are reading it?” He said feigning surprise. “I will have to inform Caia of this development. Does she know you have taken up reading?”


Drey chuckled and nodded his head. “I even get her to read to me. I’m a very simple man and it’s one of the reasons Caia loves me.”


“Yes… well I never understood what she saw in you anyway. You are simple.” Dutkne replied with a grin. 
“You might think differently when you find the mate of your dreams!” Drey stated proudly. 

“Bah!! I don’t want to know what your dreams entail Drey!” Dutkne barked. “If it has to do with my sister I would probably end up thinking differently about you.”

Drey grinned and waggled his eyebrows. “You just might.” He said.

Dutkne shook his head but was smiling. “I will need to talk to my sister about what she has turned you into. And yes… it is very amazing information.”


“The Vanari have been trying to develop technology based on something similar to this Flat Space expertise.” Nirilo said. “We have never been successful. And your people wield it on a daily basis!”


Dutkne shook his head. “Not my people.” He stated. “The Union wields it on a daily basis. I find it just as fascinating as you do Nirilo.”


Drey looked at him. “The closer we get Dutkne… the closer we get the more excited Caia and I become. To meet… to meet the descendants of Sumar and Resumar…”

Dutkne nodded. “Yes I know. For all the apprehension I feel at entering this area of space, I can’t help but feel the same amount of exhilaration.”


Nirilo nodded. “This is as far as our people have ever come.” He said thoughtfully. “We never traveled beyond this point and I find myself frightened and animated at the same time. We…”


All of them turned when the sensor operator’s station began to loudly buzz. The woman leaned forward in her chair, her face focused on the two screens to her front as her hands danced over her consoles. 


“Contact!” She barked. “Bearing one four six three point seven!” She turned to look at Dutkne. “It’s a Vanari V9 Interceptor Dutkne!” She exclaimed.


Nirilo and Dutkne both turned to look at one another at the same moment. Nirilo stepped around the chair and looked at her. “Confirm that!” He barked.


“I already did sir!” She answered. “It’s confirmed. A Vanari Rublinos Engineering V9 Interceptor. Minimal power signature and cruising at point two sublight.”

“Out here?” Nirilo exclaimed. 


“This is the only certified safe travel corridor.” The woman answered. “At least up until this point. We have no charted corridors after this. None of our ships have ever been out this far.”


Dutkne got to his feet slowly as Drey moved to the tactical station. “Scouting mission Nirilo?” He asked.


Nirilo shook his head. “Not out here.” He replied. “The Board of Regents has forbade travel beyond the Perseus Arm unless fully vetted and authorized by them. And certainly not with a V9. Those are the most sophisticated Cadre transports we have.”


“Signs of damage?” Dutkne asked.


“Negative sir. She’s running very low power… almost as if she is trying to avoid us detecting her.” The woman answered.


“Open a channel for me Dutkne.” Nirilo said. “I will find out what is going on.”


Dutkne turned to the COM officer without hesitation. “Do it.”


“Vanari frequency 74621.9.” Nirilo spoke. “And you can leave the channel open.”


“Ready.” The COM officer answered.


“This is Cadre Senior Colonel Nirilo of the Seventh Shield Cadre Legion.” He spoke. “I am speaking to the Vanari V9 currently on course 24923.8. State your reasoning for being outside the authorized zone of operation.”

“I could ask the same question of you Senior Colonel.” The female voice replied almost immediately.


Nirilo stepped forward with wide eyes when he heard the voice. “I am attached to the Protectorate CRUSADER-Class Cruiser TALON OF JUSTICE by order of the Vanari Board of Regents. I doubt you could say the same. Identify yourself!”


“Has it been so long that you do not know the voices of your own sisters Nirilo Re Mydala?” The voice, a different female this time, answered with a touch of humor.


“Arduri?” Nirilo gasped.


“Give me a picture Naesta.” The voice said.


The holodisc image came alive then and in it was the image of two Vanari females. They were sitting behind the advanced controls of the V9, both of them with flowing white/silver hair and stunning green eyes that contrasted incredibly with their Brandeis blue skin color. They both wore the standard uniforms of the Vanari Commandos, dark gray fatigue like jumpsuits with added body armor across their very prominent chest areas. There were many Vanari females who were amply endowed in the chest department that Dutkne had met through the years, and it appeared that Nirilo’s sister were such females. Nirilo stepped even closer to the transmission, his eyes wide.


“It has been many months since we have seen you last brother.” The female of the left of the screen spoke with a brilliant smile. “You are looking fit.”


“Arduri what… Naesta.” He gasped looking at them. “What… what are you doing out here? The… the Board of Regents has forbidden travel out this far.”


“Once more we could ask the same question of you Nirilo.” The second woman asked from the pilot’s seat. Her name was Naesta and she was the youngest of Nirilo's three sisters, two years younger than Arduri who sat next to her and four years younger than Caliria. She appeared to be very young, or at least younger than the one on the left, yet she had the same look in her stunning green eyes. It was very hard to determine the age of any Vanari due to their blue shaded skin, and you could be talking to one who was several hundred years old, or one who was only in their early twenties. This bothered some species but since Lycavorians were no different in trying to determine age by someone’s looks, it was only another reason in Nirilo’s book why they should be close allies instead of neutral antagonists. 

“Do not joust with me Naesta!” Nirilo snapped. “I am fully authorized by the Board of Regents! I am the senior Liaison to the Protectorate! Where they go I go.”


“Then the question we should be asking is why they are out here?” Arduri spoke once more, her green eyes flashing.


“Why are you not on Austrova preparing for your Joining Ceremony?” Nirilo demanded. 

His sister Arduri snorted in a very unladylike fashion. “My Joining Ceremony is still one week away and what we are doing is more important!” She spat. “I am also still an officer in the Sixteenth Shield Cadre Legion Nirilo! I am still a Vanari Commando… as is Naesta!”


“Does your future husband know you are out here and not preparing for the Ceremonies and Celebration?” Nirilo demanded once more.


“Cruor Ahn Vernalo is doing what he does best!” Arduri snapped at him, her green eyes flashing angrily even in the transmission. “He is mingling with the politicians and spreading his seed to all the willing puppet daughters of those same politicians before we are joined! Do not think I don’t know what he is doing… for I should be doing the same thing! Besides… he is not authorized to know what I am doing. At least not until after we are joined!”

“I am not aware of any directive of the Board of Regents that allows you to be this far outside Vanari space sister.” Nirilo spoke. 

Twenty-five year old Arduri Re Mydala, for all her five foot two height, was perhaps the most vocal and outspoken of his sisters and without a doubt the most adventurous when it came to military matters as well as sexual matters. She was not afraid to go after what she wanted, and that included men and women alike. She was well known among the Vanari people as the only Re Mydala daughter who had taken part in the Celebration of Hundreds not once but three times. Every three years an entire week of coming together with strangers in every conceivable sexual situation that could happen, hours of dancing and fine food and wine. All to celebrate their history and tradition. Every Vanari took part in the Celebration when they turned sixteen for it was part of their history and culture, yet Arduri was so adventurous she had done it three times. The Vanari people were not shy about their sexual nature, due in part because at one point in their history they were a mono-gender species. They had relationships with both males and females and it did not matter to them. What mattered to them was the essence of the mind and the commitment of the heart. Whether it be with a female or male, they could reproduce no matter what based on their physiology. Some relationships were politically driven while others were driven by love and emotion. All that mattered was that they reproduced children to carry on the Vanari way of life. All of his sisters had received much more attention that others at the Celebration of Hundreds when they participated, for there were very few Vanari who did not want to join with a Re Mydala. Their family had been on the forefront of Vanari politics and military history for over two millennia and their parents and his sisters continued that history every day. Himself included, Arduri, Naesta and Caliria were some of the finest trained Vanari Commandos within the ranks. Their name and skill always drove them to leadership positions, and none of them had ever shied away from this. 
Cruor Ahn Vernalo had taken Arduri during the last Celebration of Hundreds and had been so smitten by her that he had pursued her for the last three years. With the help of their father Coren, Cruor had finally pressured Arduri enough to agree to them becoming joined. It was an event that was the buzz of their homeworld Austrova and their home city of Nvtia, and had been for several months now. It always was when it involved a Re Mydala.
“We have a directive Nirilo.” Naesta spoke now. “And we are following it!”

“A directive that brings you out well past the borders of Vanari space in one of our most sophisticated ships?” Nirilo stated plainly. “Naesta… you are on the cusp of entering a territory of space that we have never traveled! There is a reason for that!”

“Yes we know the reasons!” Naesta answered. “Our directive is more important!”

“Show me this directive!” Nirilo demanded now. “Transmit it to me now! You are my sisters and I love you both… but I can not believe the Board of Regents would sanction this type of action.”

“We have the backing of the Board of Regents!” Arduri snapped. “That is all you need to know! We are acting with their blessing!”

Nirilo shook his head. “I don’t believe you Arduri. You know as well as I that father and The Committee of Defense Regents would have to approve any travel this far outside of Vanari space. Father would not give that approval!”

“Your father might not Nirilo Re Mydala…” The new voice spoke. “But I did.”

Nirilo’s eyes grew even wider as the new female moved into the transmission. He immediately bowed his head in reverence. “Mother?” He gasped.

Devra Re Mydala looked at her oldest child in the transmission and smiled. She appeared only a few years older than his two sisters, but was in fact nearly nine hundred years old. It was obvious where Arduri and Naesta got their surreal beauty from and she squatted between them now looking just as beautiful. 

Devra Re Mydala was the youngest female to ever be elected to the Vanari Board of Regents and one of the most wildly popular Regents in Vanari history. She had joined with his father Coren at a young age, soon after her first Celebration of the Hundreds, where they had coupled for three days straight so taken with each other that they were. Coren had been a much older three hundred and fifteen years when they were joined, but to Devra he was a worldly Vanari and at that point in her life he had shattered all the preconceived ideas she had of Vanari males. She had spent the next several hundred years at his side learning the intricacies of Vanari politics and acting the part of beautiful wife. Coren had encouraged her to take part in the political process when he saw the intelligence she had and the crowds she could draw when they were out in public. Devra had done this to please him, but quickly found she had a knack for weaving through the sometimes muddled arena of Vanari political life. She quickly rose through the ranks and with Coren’s full backing she had been voted to the Board of Regents at the tender age of five hundred and twelve.

What Coren Re Mydala did not realize was that he had opened a new door in his Vanari wife, and it was a door she walked through quite happily. Her popularity grew far faster than Coren’s and part of him resented this. It also didn’t help that on many major policy decisions, Devra chose to vote with the more moderate and open members of the Board of Regents and not the older and more ingrained ones. This was a point of contention for Coren for quite a number of years until Devra decided she wanted to finally have children. It was the female who made the choice to have children and Devra had finally made that decision. Nirilo was the first, followed shortly after by Caliria. Coren relished and loved Nirilo but was somewhat cool to Caliria because of her lustrous black hair. In Vanari culture, females with black or dark hair were looked down upon in many ways though they were not different. Dark hair on males was considered normal, but for a female to have dark hair it was considered a gene defect and had been for millennia. It did not preclude those females with dark hair from anything, indeed many had proven themselves over the years, but it was still an ingrained attitude that females with anything other than white/silver hair were somehow inferior. Even after Arduri and then Naesta were born, Caliria did not receive the same attention from her father that the rest of them did. In many ways this angered Devra and Nirilo and his younger sisters and they went out of their way to include Caliria in everything they did, much to the chagrin of their more traditional father. Ultimately this attitude by Coren is what led Devra to end their near nine hundred year union, and it propelled her to even further heights of political popularity because of her strength in doing something that was not often seen in Vanari culture, and unheard of within Vanari politics.
Devra looked at her son in the transmission, taking note of the young Lycavorians she knew as Dutkne and Drey standing beside him. She had never met them but she knew who they were from her son, and she knew he held them close to his heart as friends. She knew what role Nirilo played for the Board of Regents when it came to the Lycavorians, yet she did not hold the same fears in regards to the Lycavorian people as they did.

“It has been two years since I have seen you last Nirilo my son.” She spoke with her trademark smooth smile of warmth. “Are you avoiding me?”

“Mother no… you know that is not true!” Nirilo hissed in his defense.

Devra’s green eyes twinkled in love and humor for a few seconds and then her face became serious. “Your sisters are operating with my directive Nirilo. Under my orders as a member of the Board of Regents.” She spoke.

Nirilo looked at her now. “Mother… what could you possibly be working on that would bring you this far out of Vanari space?” He asked quickly. “Does father know you are gone? Your security force?”

“My security force is with me… and I do not need to tell your father what I do Nirilo.” She spoke. “We are no longer joined and haven’t been for over a decade. I go where I want when I want.”

Nirilo looked at her. “Why are you out here mother?” He asked pointedly.

Devra sighed heavily and looked at Arduri briefly before turning back to him. “They have taken your sister Caliria. Your sisters and I… we are going after her.”

Nirilo’s eyes grew wider still and he stepped closer. “Caliria? Who has taken her? Why have I heard nothing about this?” He demanded.

“Orionis Pirates have taken Caliria from Uyama One. She was attending a summit of Cadre officers who have dark hair. It is a group of young officers that is pushing to have a dark haired female appointed to the Lower Board of Magistrates to better represent them.” Devra answered him. “The Board of Regents would not meet to vote on whether to go after them Nirilo. No matter what I did… we were deadlocked. Half of the Board agreed with me… the other half did not want to upset the balance that is struck between the Orionis Syndicate and the Vanari. I… I could not allow them to take my daughter! They… they have broken her by now and you know as well as I she will be sold into slavery. She won’t fight them for it is part of our cursed genetic upbringing not to fight the Orionis once they have broken us with their vile actions and chemicals. They have become so very good at it.” As Devra spoke her anger and distaste at what she was saying was very evident. “I secured the private agreements of thirty-nine board members and I issued a sealed directive to go after her. We have chased them out here, but they…”

“What?” Nirilo demanded even more urgently.

“They knew they could not outrun us… we have been chasing them for three days now and they could not lose us. When we got here, we had them cornered outside an Ion Nebula and… when they determined they could not get away from us they did the one thing I did not expect?” Devra said. 

“What?” Nirilo asked.

“They jumped Nirilo.” Arduri answered. “They jumped past the Orion Spur.”

“What?” Nirilo gasped as Dutkne got to his feet now.

“Excuse me… Regent Devra… where did they get the coordinates to do this?” He asked. “No Orionis pirate is going to make a blind jump into unknown space, you know that as well as I.”
Devra shook her head. “I do not know… Dutkne is it?”

Dutkne nodded. “Yes.”

“I do not know.” Devra replied again. “We were trying to determine where they went when you arrived. We…”

Nirilo looked at Dutkne. “Dutkne… they…”

Dutkne didn’t hesitate in the least. “Bring them onboard.”

Nirilo nodded and turned back to his mother. “Mother… plot a course to join with us and use the port docking coupler!” He spoke.

“Nirilo… I can not ask you to get involved.” She spoke. “This… what we have done could very well jeopardize your standing with…”

“Caliria is my sister as well damn it!” He barked. “I have never cared what color her hair is and I will never care! I am not my father in that regard and I do not believe as he does! Now dock with the TALON so that we can figure out where these bastards have gone and we can follow them!”
“No one but you has ever set foot on a Protectorate ship Nirilo.” Devra spoke. “I did not think…”

“Regent Re Mydala…” Dutkne spoke stepped closer to Nirilo. “Your son is a friend to me and to the Protectorate. No other Vanari has set foot on one of our ships by Vanari choice. Not ours. It is your Board that has held us at arm’s length, not us. I offer whatever help we can give to you. I urged you to take it.”

“Mother… we have talked of this before. Dutkne and the Lycavorians are not like what father and the others say. At some point we are going to need to let them prove that to us!” Nirilo spoke.

He saw Arduri looked at their mother and smirked. “I told you mother.” She said. “We should have come to him first.”

Devra smiled as she looked at her and then turned to him. “We will see you in a few minutes my son.”


Devra relished in the feel of her taller son’s arms as he squeezed her tightly. She had missed him these last months. They stood in the large room that appeared to be some sort of lounge with several tables and comfortable chairs. One large table dominated the room and it was surrounded by high backed chairs as well. Devra had been amazed when they left the docking ring and were escorted by two burly Lycavorians through the corridors of the ship. For some reason she had expected to see something entirely different. She expected disheveled men with long hair, laughing and gawking at her and her daughters as they walked. Her security team was made up of six Vanari females; all of them superbly trained and exceptionally beautiful even by Vanari standards, but what they received in way of greeting was nothing what she had expected. The two Lycavorians were very well groomed with short hair and clean shaven. Though they were both armed, their weapons were slung across their backs. They did not blink that her security team was armed or that they carried their weapons in such a way that would provide instant use. Devra did not know if that was because they viewed them as friends or whether they simply did not fear the Vanari. The ship itself was not only immaculate in its appearance, it was a marvel of design and sophistication that the Vanari did not think the Lycavorians had yet achieved. Obviously they were very wrong.

Nirilo looked at his mother as he held her at arm’s length and she saw his dark eyes glimmer in happiness.


“You should have contacted me immediately mother.” He stated as he leaned over and first kissed her cheek and then gently rubbed their cheeks together in greeting. He glanced at Arduri and Naesta and turned to face them. “And you two should have made her contact me.” He said sternly.


Arduri chortled at her older brother with a smile and stepped into his arms, followed quickly by Naesta. Nirilo rubbed his cheek against theirs in the traditional greeting among Vanari that were family. He held Arduri’s hand as he turned and faced his mother. “I welcome you to the Protectorate Cruiser TALON OF JUSTICE.” He stated. “Allow me to introduce Director General of the Protectorate Dutkne.”


Dutkne stepped forward now and bowed his head to Devra. “It is an honor to finally meet you Regent Re Mydala. Nirilo has spoke of you often.”


Devra looked at Nirilo quickly and the surprise was evident on her face. She turned back to Dutkne and nodded her own head slowly. “Thank you General Director.” She stammered.


Dutkne rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Just Dutkne please.” He said. “My people have seen fit to change my title four times in the last five hundred years and I can not keep track of what my title is. Dutkne is fine please.” He turned and motioned with his hand. “I’m sure you know my grandfather Wayonn.” 


Devra smiled brightly this time as the man stepped forward with his own smile. “Indeed I do.” She stated. “There are not many who do not know who Wayonn is, and like myself are in awe of him.”


Wayonn chuckled softly as he took her hand and bent over to kiss her back of her hand in greeting. “Ah… you are looking ravishing as ever Devra.” He said. 


Dutkne motioned to the large table. “Please… everyone take a seat. We are… we are in somewhat of a hurry ourselves and perhaps we can help each other.”


Devra looked at Nirilo as he directed her to a chair. “Nirilo… what are you and your friends doing out here?” She asked. “I know that the Protectorate has not come out this far even though they are more daring than the rest of us.”


Dutkne looked at Wayonn as he sat down and he saw his grandfather shrug and nod his head. “They will discover it soon enough and it may be better if they are aware of it before it happens.”


Arduri took the chair next to her mother with Naesta on her left side and she watched as Nirilo took the chair on her right side. She looked first at her brother and then across to Wayonn before her eyes moved back to Nirilo. “What… what des he mean Nirilo?” She asked. “Before what happens?”


Nirilo looked at his mother. “Some things have taken place within the last few weeks… things we have discovered that will change the face of the Lycavorian people mother.”


Devra met his eyes. “What things?”


Wayonn leaned forward in his chair. “Devra… you are among a handful of your Board of Regents that are aware of certain things regarding the history of our people.”


Devra nodded. “Yes… I’m aware of that. You gave us a wealth of historical data scrolls on the Lycavorians and the Pralors to study and read Wayonn and only a handful of us have taken the time and interest to do that. It just goes to show we are not as open minded as many of us would like to believe.”


Wayonn shrugged his broad shoulders. “Be that as it may… our future is about to take a very different course I believe.”


Devra looked at him and then to Dutkne and Nirilo. Finally her stunning green eyes moved back to Wayonn. “Ok… I shall bite on the bait.” She stated evenly. “Would you care to elaborate?”


“Your Board of Regents is aware of the Pralors and what role they played in shaping the course of history for the Lycavorians.” Wayonn said. “I also gave to you information as to what our capabilities were when our ship crashed on Lycavore, and the condition of that ship.”

Devra nodded. “Yes… I know. Your advanced technology and your ability to use what you call Mindvoicing. I believe the technology of your ship is part of the reason the Vanari of the older caste do not trust you. You would not share this technology except for simple devices when you first arrived and colonized your homeworld.”


“The Vanari were far more advanced then they led us to believe Devra and you know that.” Wayonn spoke. “After our initial contact with your species things did not go well for many years.”


Devra nodded. “I know… and I would have counseled against what happened had I even been born. But that is neither here nor there Wayonn. We have gone beyond that now and while we are not friends in the manner many of us wish to be, we are certainly not enemies.”


“Mutually neutral antagonists.” Dutkne spoke from his chair. “Something I have never understood. We are not at war… we do not have adjoining borders… we have even collaborated on several operations throughout the centuries… but still we are not friends. We are neutral antagonists of each other.”


“I do not agree with the majority Dutkne… but that is the problem.” Devra said. “The majority do not trust your people for reasons which make no sense. I and others…”

“They do not trust them because they consider them too savage mother.” Naesta spoke quickly. “To quick to violence and too quick to use military means to solve the problems they have! The way they dealt with the Alderbaran Raiders is the perfect example.” 

“Naesta!” Devra exclaimed turning to look at her.

Dutkne shrugged his shoulders indifferently. “The Alderbaran Raiders were scum of the worst sort! A smaller offshoot of the Orionis Syndicate and fully sanctioned by them. They were capturing our transport ships and stealing trade goods meant for our trade partners. Some of them meant for the Vanari. They killed fourteen of my people! I asked the Orionis leadership to cease this action and stop supporting them. They refused.”

“The Protectorate obliterated thirty-seven ships with nearly two hundred thousand lives on them!” Naesta continued. “Then you destroyed their settlement on Tarkon Three. I’d say that was a little overkill wouldn’t you?”

Dutkne shook his head. “I warned them… they refused to heed that warning. Had they not killed our people I would have probably just added more escort ships to the trade routes to discourage them in their actions. I do not like conflict Naesta Re Mydala… but I will draw the line when it concerns the lives of my people.”
“I still think it was overkill.” Naesta snapped. “There were other ways to deal with them that did not involve wiping them out!”

Dutkne nodded. “Perhaps… but they would have led to only one conclusion and that is the situation the Vanari have with the Orionis Syndicate. It has gotten better through the years I’ll grant you that, but even to this day your Board of Regents turns a blind eye when Vanari females are captured and sold into slavery. I will not allow that to happen to my people! Ever!”   
Devra reached over and placed her hand on Naesta’s arm before she could respond. Her daughter hated the Syndicate for their actions and she hated the fact that the Board of regents did nothing to stop it. As with other items, the Board of Regents did look the other way in this regard because the memories of the Vanari people’s bloody history during their escape from the Syndicate oppression was very fresh in some minds. Devra Re Mydala also knew the history of the Lycavorians as given to her by Wayonn in his data scrolls. She knew of the barbaric and brutal oppression they suffered under for so many thousands of years under the High Coven. It was a history that was known by only a few and Devra realized now that perhaps it was time for that history to come out so that her daughter and others understood why the Lycavorians were as quick to violence as she said. 

“We have been trying to change that… but thousands of years of habit do not get tossed aside so readily Dutkne. Naesta is very passionate in that regard, but she still does not care for wanton loss of life. No Vanari does.”


Dutkne nodded. “That I do understand.” He stated. “But to demean us for our actions is also not the way to gain any friends among my people either. And if you wish to believe our actions towards the Alderbarans in some way reinforce your idea that my people are barbaric and savage then that is your decision. As much as I hate to resort to violence, even I know that sometimes it is the only course of action left.” 

Naesta took a deep breath and nodded once. “Forgive me.” She stated.


“There is nothing to forgive.” Dutkne said. “You are entitled to your beliefs, however wrong I think they may be.”


“So what is happening now that makes you come all the way out here as if you are heading coreward of the Orion Spur?” Arduri asked now wanting to change the subject and keep her sister from losing her temper once more. She and Naesta shared the same distained for unprovoked violence and going further than needed. “That is where you are going isn’t it?”


Devra looked at Nirilo and then Dutkne. Her green eyes shifted back and forth between them and then to Wayonn before she reached into the small belt pouch she wore around her Vanari Commando Armor. She removed the data chip and passed it to Dutkne on the table. “We were able to extrapolate their course. We think.” She stated as Dutkne picked it up. “There have been rumors circulating in the back hallways that the Orionis Syndicate had found new… that they had found new customers for their slaves. Customers that no one could identify. Those same rumors indicated that these new customers were beyond the Perseus Arm. After chasing them out here for the last three days, I believe those rumors may be true.”


Dutkne picked up the data chip and plugged it into the console on the top of the table. A small holo star chart rose from the console and traced a blue line across the chart between the Outer Arm of known space where the Vanari system was, directly to their current location. He watched as the solid blue line became a broken blue line that ended directly where he had hoped it didn’t end. He looked first at Nirilo, then Drey and finally turned to his grandfather.

Devra leaned closer. “What is wrong?” She asked. “Why do you look like that? Nirilo?”

“Grandfather?” Dutkne asked.

Wayonn sat back in his chair. “We would be fools to think that it would never happen.” He stated. “They had expanded as much as possible coreward and it stands to reason they would have started spaceward of the Orion Spur and the Perseus Arm.”

Naesta leaned forward now. “We know this is where the other branch of your people are. The Lycavorian Union it is called. Do you look like this because it is Lycavorians who are trading in slaves now! Trading in our sisters? In our sister Caliria!”

Wayonn got to his feet and turned to look at the large view window behind them. “Martin Leonidas would never allow slavery of any type to take place within the borders of the Union young lady!” He spoke firmly but with a touch of anger in his voice. “Believe me I know. He has squashed more than one group who attempted to partake in the trade of elf females!” 

Devra’s eyes grew a little wider as she sat back in her chair and items of interest flashed through her mind. “Leonidas?” She said softly. “I have heard that name before Wayonn.” She said looking at Wayonn’s back. “Where have I heard that name be… the scrolls you gave me?” She gasped. “They spoke of a man… a Lycavorian who fought this High Coven and died. He was a King on some planet… his actions spurred the rebellion against the Coven to new heights.” Devra’s eyes grew wider as it all came back to her. “He was the son of the Lycavorian Resumar who was in turn the son of Sumar. The Pralor Sumar!”

Wayonn turned back to look at her. “Your memory is as sharp as it has ever been Devra. I applaud you.”

Devra looked at her son quickly and then to Dutkne. “Where are you going?” She asked. “Why are you all the way out here?”

Nirilo leaned forward in his chair. “This Pralor ship mother… the one that Wayonn told you crashed on Lycavore?”

Devra looked at him. “What of it?” She asked. “Your scrolls said it was damaged and only a descendant of this Pralor Sumar or your son Canth could activate its Mindvoice powered security measures. The scrolls said…” Devra stopped. “Leonidas? This… this man you speak of… this Martin Leonidas. He is a descendant of Resumar’s son isn’t he? The King who died?”

Wayonn looked at her. “He is the son of King Leonidas.” Wayonn told her.

“The son?” Devra gasped. “The one that…”

Wayonn shook his head quickly. “No… Pleistarchus he is not. Resumar’s son Leonidas had a second child… an unborn son who was still within his mother’s womb when he died.”

Devra came to her feet now. “Your scrolls say that child died Wayonn.” She stated. “You told me this yourself. You said the only pureblood descendant of Resumar was this Lycavorian you call Pleistarchus. A man who betrayed his own people!”

Wayonn nodded. “That is what I thought as well up until twenty six years ago. That is when I discovered that the child we thought dead was in fact very much alive. It is he who now rules the Lycavorian Union. And it is he who went to Lycavore, activated City Ship 41 and guided it back to Earth.”
Devra’s eyes were wide now as she moved around the table to stand in front of him. “This… this Pralor ship is no longer on Lycavore?” She asked in disbelief.

Wayonn shook his head. “It hasn’t been for over two decades. It has been on Earth since Martin discovered it and guided it there. Lycavore is now nothing more than a ghost planet. The High Coven prison there is gone, and every Lycavorian that was enslaved there returned with Martin.”

Arduri and Naesta looked at one another and then back to their mother. “Mother… what does this have to do with Caliria?” Arduri was the one to ask the question. “If they will not help us we should plot our jump as close as we can and leave.”

“That would be a grave mistake.” Dutkne spoke now.
“We are capable enough to plot our own courses you know! We have been flying since we were children!” Naesta snapped. “And we have the engines to get there! You do not!”
Dutkne looked at Nirilo. “You never told me your sisters were so forceful Nirilo.” He said with a grin.

Nirilo looked at his sisters as they sat there. “Nor did I know they were so disrespectful of their betters.” He snapped.
“Our betters!” Naesta barked. “You believe them to be better than us Nirilo?”

“I believe them to be far more accepting of things they do not understand or know!” He barked back at her. “They are my friends! And they are far more advanced than you know sister so I suggest you mind your tongue!”

Dutkne got to his feet now as well. “Enough of this.” He stated. “We are not here to argue with each other. Yes we are preparing to execute our last jump that will place us in what is referred to as The Wilds. Here.” He stated pointing to a position on the small holo chart.

Arduri and Naesta leaned forward. “The course we plotted takes us directly into this Lycavorian Union.” Arduri said now. “Why can’t we use our coordinates?” She asked in a neutral voice. “We extrapolated the course of the Syndicate ship down to the meter. They can not maneuver during a jump. No ship can.”

“Your coordinates would end our jump in one of the most densely travelled areas of Union space.” Dutkne said. “The syndicate ship did not jump there.”

“How do you know that?” Naesta snapped. “My calculations were perfect!”

“If the syndicate ship is dealing with new customers as your mother stated, then they will have coordinates to jump past the Orion Spur and into this area.” Dutkne said.
“Yes… so? We know that!” Naesta continued.

“Did your calculations include variances for gravity displacement and the cosmic shift variables of moving coreward?” Dutkne asked calmly.
Naesta looked at him and her eyes narrowed slightly. “Of… of course they did.” She hissed. 

“Did you compensate for the passage of time and space?” He asked.

Naesta looked at Arduri and then her mother. “No. Why should I do that?”

“How old are your charts Naesta Re Mydala?” Drey asked now.

It was Arduri who saw first where they were going with their questions. “They are the same charts we have had for centuries.” She spoke. “Naesta… he is right.”

“How do we know that?” Naesta asked.

Dutkne leaned forward and pressed some buttons on the small console. They watched as the broken blue line shifted it end point several degrees. “It is a common mistake Naesta Re Mydala… especially when plotting a jump this far. Had you jumped on the course you plotted you would have ended up inside Union space as I said.”

Devra looked at him. “Why does that matter Dutkne?”

Dutkne looked at her. “It matters because once your ship was detected, and it would have been detected almost immediately mind you, once it was detected, the Union fleet would have localized your position, chased you down and blown you to smithereens.”
“This only proves that Lycavorians are just as my father says!” Naesta spoke. “And in order to destroy us they would have to find and catch us!”
“Enough Naesta!” Arduri barked this time losing patience with her sister’s arrogant attitude now as well.
“I’m right Arduri!” Naesta spat. “What he just told us only proves it! Why would they attack and destroy us if they don’t know us? Unless they were the ones the Syndicate is working with!”

“They would have attacked and destroyed you for only one reason.” Dutkne said with a smile. “Though your attitude would probably have given them enough reason. They would have attacked and destroyed you Naesta Re Mydala because less than thirty-six hours ago the species known as the Kavalians may have killed the King we are on our way to meet.” Dutkne leaned closer to her. 
“You would have jumped directly into what could very well be a war zone by now sister. They lost one King over three thousand years ago and they did not have the means to avenge his death. They have the means now and if he is dead, war can be the only result.” Nirilo spoke softly.

Devra looked at Wayonn. “What does he mean Wayonn?”

Wayonn took her arm. “Come with me and I will explain. Our paths lie in the same direction Devra and we may as well pool our resources. This is not the time to be pulling away from each other.”

Drey turned when the door to the conference room opened and the female Lycavorian came him and handed him the pad. He nodded and turned back to Dutkne and held out the data pad. “Quantum Fusion Coils are at full capacity Dutkne.” He spoke. “We can jump whenever we are ready.”

Dutkne looked at Naesta and saw her look of surprise. “We have the engines to get there as well Naesta Re Mydala.” He said with a smile. He turned to Devra. “Do you trust us enough to go together, or should we let you go on your own?”

Devra looked at Wayonn and then back to him. “I want my daughter back.” She stated firmly. “If traveling with you furthers that goal then yes.”

Dutkne nodded and turned to Drey. “Secure the Vanari V9 and then order the jump Drey. We have a lot of territory to cover. Arrange quarters for our guests and make sure our people know they can go where they wish.” He turned back to Devra. “If it is to begin… then I intend to see it begins now. With us.”

Devra nodded her head. “As do I.”

CABELIR

PREFECT KELERU’S OFFICE


“…calm yourself Pusintin.” Keleru spoke as calmly as he could while looking at the transmission. He was on his ship heading for the rendezvous with the Puma Bane team that had captured the elf Queen. Both of them were monitoring every tidbit of news that was coming out of the Union, most of it being filtered through the Hadarian capital since in their haste to leave the Lycavorians had forgotten to disable the transmitters and receivers that linked the civilian network. They had watched the Union Netnews reporting on the recovery efforts in Sparta and Keleru took great joy in watching as the huge number of dead from the collapsed building rose almost every hour. He had been pouring himself another glass of ale when the scene shifted and another group of reporters broke in. His dark eyes grew a little wider when he saw the burning building and the Netnews began reporting that the Crown Prime Androcles Leonidas had just obliterated the clinic that held the remains of his father and his dragon. Keleru got to watch it live in fact as they showed him upon his own dragon hovering above the burning clinic while his dragon directed a stream of concentrated fire into the structure below. He saw Androcles throw what appeared to be some sort of bombs from his hands down into the top of the clinic only to see the walls and portion of the ceiling that remained to fall inward and crash in upon itself.

Keleru knew Pusintin would have been watching the same intelligence channel and he expected the transmission from him. Exactly thirty-four seconds after he had begun to watch the report begin to repeat itself, Pusintin was calling.


“He is supposed to be dead Keleru!” Pusintin hissed.


Keleru nodded. “Yes… but we did factor this possibility into our plans. It may or may not make things more difficult, but ultimately it won’t matter. He can not stop your ascension to the throne now. And if he attempts to… we will eliminate him and make sure we get it right this time.” He stated calmly. “I’m more concerned with the fact that this provides more evidence that Phy'iad’s report was accurate.” 


Keleru watched Pusintin take a deep breath and get his anger back under control. Pusintin nodded slowly. “If what he says is true.” Pusintin spoke. “We won’t know that until our recon ship gets close enough to report or Admiral Ocarsh reports in.”

Keleru looked at the timepiece on his wall. “He is seven hours overdue now Pusintin.” He spoke turning back to him. 


Pusintin shook his head as he reverted back to military officer. “Even if it is true… the only real damage done will be that they may discover we have taken out their Drow outposts sooner than we had expected.” He spoke. “We planned for at least a week before they recovered enough from Martin’s death to discover this. It really does not hamper our efforts since we are not planning a full scale invasion. With that fool Armetus dead or at least out of the picture temporarily… the Krypteria will be unguided and unfocused. They will concentrate on trying to determine if any more attacks are coming, not making contact with the Drow.”


Keleru nodded slowly. “You are right. We can work around that. I am preparing envoys to the Union Senate now in case they attack and destroy the embassy. Matuarr and Qurot are expendable if that happens.” 

“We should expect that.” Pusintin said. “If Androcles has survived then he will no doubt want revenge. The first and easiest place to exact that revenge are the people at the embassy.”


Keleru turned when the door to his office opened and his aide came in. He held up his hand to signal silence and to wait and he turned back to Pusintin. “Where will you go when you have the elf Queen?”


“Probably Nefoa.” Pusintin answered. “It’s close enough to Belid to maintain a clear transmission for what we have planned and it will allow me to respond to many different areas if the need arises.”


Keleru nodded. “Reinforce our orders with the commander of Nefoa. No contact with any Lycavorian forces. None! We do not want to instigate a full scale war unless it is necessary. We can do this without it costing us anything more than it has as long as our Pride Leaders follow our instructions to the letter.”


Pusintin nodded. “Don’t worry… I will make that very clear.” He said. “I will contact you when I have her and it is done.”


Keleru nodded and did not respond as the transmission faded. He turned to the young officer now. “Yes.”


“Prefect… the Puma Bane Team you sent to Iraruzu has reported in.” The officer stated softly. “Their commander is standing by to report directly to you.”

“Very well… route the transmission here.” Keleru spoke as he settled into his chair. The aide moved to the desk and manipulated the control panel there. The holo disc came alive with the image of the Puma Bane officer. He stood in front of what appeared to be a large home and Keleru could see smoke rising in the background. “It was the Deutrino fields wasn’t it?” Keleru asked as he poured himself more ale.


“Prefect… Prefect… Leruk is… Leruk is dead. The entire company is dead.” The officer answered as Keleru stopped pouring and looked up.


Keleru came to his feet slowly unable to believe the officer’s words. “Tell me… tell me you are joking Commander.” Keleru said even though he knew the man would never do that.


“Forgive me Prefect…” The officer spoke. “We are still trying to… we are still trying to gather information. There were local scum here at the Drow estate when we arrived. They were stripping the bodies of our men. I killed most of them and interrogated three others. They all say the same thing.”


“What do they say?” Keleru roared. 


“They saw the Crown Prince of the Union came here with others.” The officer spoke. “They say he had at least three dragons with him. One local was watching from a nearby ridge and he tells me that the Prince dropped out of the sky above our men as they were assaulting the Drow estate and he savaged almost thirty of them by himself. They say his dragon destroyed the others while a vampire female riding a dragon took out the mortars our team had set up. We have searched the area Prefect, and it… it appears this Limian is telling the truth based on what we have discovered.”

“Leruk?” Keleru asked.


“We found him… we found him inside the building on the first floor Prefect.” The officer stated. “He…”


“What?” Keleru screamed.


“He did not die well Prefect.” The man replied. “Multiply fractures of his body and… there is… there is a hole through his head Prefect. It… it looks as if someone rammed some sort of red hot pipe through his entire head. I could… I could look through…”


“Enough!” Keleru barked.


“We found no Drow dead Prefect.” The man continued quickly. “Their store in the city was destroyed and it appears as if the Drow bodies were removed, both here and from the store. We have also found many dragon prints Prefect, at least three different sizes in the area. As well as the scorch marks of a Union STRIKER DT and possibly a MENKLA Transport. Our ship in orbit of Iraruzu is also missing.”


“Leruk?” Keleru muttered softly. He returned to his chair and sat down slowly.


“Prefect what are your orders?” The officer asked.


Keleru looked up quickly. “Burn the bodies Commander! Burn all of them until there is nothing left but ash!”


The commander looked horrified at the prospect of doing this but he nodded his head. “As you… as you order Prefect.”


“When you have completed that task return here to Cabelir and report directly to me.” Keleru spoke.


The officer nodded. “Yes Prefect.”


Keleru stabbed his finger down on the controls and the transmission faded. He stared at the wall for a long moment and then turned to meet the eyes of his aide. The officer was the youngest son of one of his brothers and was fanatically loyal to him and him alone. “Kattu… make arrangements for when the Commander’s team returns.” He spoke.


“Do we… do we inform Marshall Pusintin Uncle?” The young Kavalian asked. 

Keleru shook his head. “No!” He exclaimed. “At least not until after our plans are set in motion! He will go berserk if he discovers his youngest son has been killed by the Union. He will demand retribution!” Keleru came to his feet once more. “No! We need to keep this from him for as long as possible. If what the team has discovered…” Keleru looked at Kattu. “This Androcles… he is like his father Kattu. He has the ability to… to form things that he can throw and extend from his hands. The wound the commander describes can only be something that he inflicted. If Pusintin discovers this he will want nothing more than to go after him. We must insure he does not discover Leruk is dead until after he has impregnated the elf Queen. At least then he will not kill her until after she has given birth to his son.”


“That will not be easy Uncle... keeping him from finding out I mean.” Kattu spoke.


“I know… that is why I want you to insure when that Puma Bane Team returns you dispose of them quietly and quickly.” Keleru said. “I will not allow Pusintin’s anger to ruin our ultimate goals.” He looked at his nephew. “Ever since his brother defeated him on Earth he has had major issues with controlling his anger.”


“You have allowed him to garner much support and loyalty Uncle.” Kattu spoke. “Was that wise?”


Keleru looked at his nephew. “He is a superior warrior Kattu, never forget that. And he has led us to many great victories. He is loyal to us… we are his family now and he has embraced that far more than some of the younger Pride Leaders. We just need to learn how to focus that anger for our own gains.”


“I will make the preparations Uncle.” Kattu spoke. He held out the data pad. “This is the most recent report from our field teams searching for Nikkei. They have finished their search of Galnti Three, Pride Nruarani’s homeworld. They found nothing. The main Nruarani home was completely striped bare, the entire city emptied. Our teams said it appeared ghostly.”


Keleru took it from him. “I did not expect they would.” Keleru spoke. “This confirms then that the Nruarani Pride has dispersed? They were a nomadic Pride to begin with… leaving in such a hurry would be nothing new to them. The only regret I have is losing his expertise.”


Kattu looked at him oddly. “Uncle?” 


Keleru smiled. “You will come to discover that you may respect a may but not like him Kattu. Pian’Nruarani was and is a masterful leader of men. Something happened that turned him from a haggard nomadic Pride leader into what he is now. He became educated and very well groomed. His fellow officers ridiculed him for it, but he never relented. I suspect it most likely has something to do with Jalersi. He has always wanted her… even before I gave her to Pusintin as a mate.”


“He is a traitor to our people Uncle.” Kattu said.


Keleru nodded. “Yes he is… but he is a supremely dangerous traitor.” He answered easily. “His tactical skill is nearly on a par with Pusintin and unlike many of the other Pride Leaders now, he actually cares for the men under his command.” Keleru moved to the window. “I have been getting reports for some years now that he was allowing females to serve on his Pride’s ship. That he has led his Pride away from the traditions our people have always honored and followed. I was going to move against him sooner or later, now it appears I will not have to.” Keleru looked at him. “If they have abandoned Galnti Three then they have taken to the stars on the fringes of our border near the edges of the Orion Spur. Perhaps even beyond. We will deal with Pride Nruarani… but for now they are not a threat.”

“As you order uncle.” Kattu said.


“I take it nothing has come up on the Scribe Mother Demahra either.” Keleru asked.


“No uncle… I would inform you immediately if it had.” Kattu answered.


“I should have seen what that wench was doing a long time ago.” Keleru spat angrily. “I would not be surprised if she had a hand in Nikkei disappearing. That will teach me to trust any woman who comes to me and says she has discovered new cloning technology.” He turned to Kattu. “Make sure we are ready to receive the Commander. There can be no mistakes.”


Kattu bowed his head. “I will see to it Uncle.”

SPARTA
ROYAL ESTATE VILLA
Earth Year 2564


“…Beloved! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
Aricia cried out in unabashed ecstasy and shuddered violently in another staggering orgasm. She rested in Martin’s lap, his immense cock buried completely within her depths, his large hands holding tightly to her breasts and crushing her back to his broad and powerful chest as she basked in the glow of her tenth volcanic orgasm this night. Her body was sizzling hot, every single nerve ending screaming out in carnal delight. The nipples of her firm breasts were painfully hard, and standing out proudly on her ample chest. Her legs were quivering in the grip of yet one more titanic explosion, her long raven black hair drenched in sweat and plastered to her face and shoulders. Her lean, flat and powerful abdomen undulated repeatedly in the grips of her orgasm, the walls of her velvet tightness clamping down almost painfully on Martin’s huge cock as For'mya’s elven tongue battered her insanely aroused clit endlessly.

It had been a night like no other as his mates.


They did not know what had possessed him that night, but with Dysea and Isabella on Elear and Anja shuttling back to Hadaria the night before, that left only her and For'mya to solely experience the intense passion of their husband and mate. And experience it they did, going on into the sixth hour now of nearly endless explosions and unmitigated passion. Their room was swathed in their combined auras, the full moon filling their room with an dreamlike glow, only adding to the charged atmosphere. Her head fell back onto his shoulders, her eyes fully changed and her lips parted in a breathless cry exposing her wolf fangs, as she rode her orgasm for all it was worth. It was not often that the three of them were alone like this, and he had returned from a meeting with his senior advisors early in the evening. They had been sitting in the main room of the villa going over flight training protocols and planning a trip for all of them when they returned to Apo Prime next month. They had felt his aura even before he landed on Torma, and the moment he stepped through the large double doors to the rear patio, both of their female bodies went crazy. He had such a special talent, able to manipulate his male aura and direct it in such a way as to hit Aricia with the full force of his aura and For'mya with just enough to send her female wolf hormones into overdrive. He had taken Aricia first, right there in the middle of the main room, uncaring if anyone was home besides them. If there were others present they would sense and smell what was happening and avoid the area completely. He had not been patient, tearing their flimsy night robes from their bodies. As Aricia cried out her passion and he pummeled her body the exact way she loved so much, his lips were locked with For'mya in a searing kiss of love and passion. Her lithe elven body, so gloriously firm and tasty, was alive and singing with her desire. The nipples of her smaller, but no less firm and enticing breasts were harder than Aricia had ever seen them. She knew then he must have been hitting her with enough of his aura to take her right to the very edge of control. For'mya’s sweet orchid scent mixed with her own lavender and coco scent to saturate the air and inflame their Alpha Wolf husband to even greater heights.


The memories of that night were perfect in their design. He had taken them both with such fervor and desire more times than she could remember. His aura spurred them to new heights and his lips and hands and tongue never stopped. It wasn’t the fact that his aura burned only for them that night; it wasn't the fact that he had made them feel things neither had felt before; it wasn't even the fact that he pulled them both tightly to him and they all felt the flicker of life in Aricia’s womb as Nara and Deion were conceived. It was the pure, unrestrained and unfettered clarity of his love for them that made that night so special. Aricia and For'mya did not hesitate to reach out within their minds and share that feeling and those sensations with Anja and Dysea and Isabella through Mindvoice. When they were connected with him, they could touch their other lovers with so much ease. Yet it wasn’t all of these things that only made them love him more. It was what he had said to them as they cuddled together under the moonlight, their passions still willing, but their bodies exhausted.


Martin had pulled them both tightly to him, Aricia on his right and For'mya on his left. Their heads rested on his broad chest, their raven black and golden blond locks mingled together as they intertwined their fingers as one and gazed at each other with utter blissful contentment in their eyes. The cool breeze swept across their naked bodies, but did nothing to diminish the desire that permeated the air. 


Saaraurano… the light of my soul. He whispered within Mindvoice as he nuzzled Aricia’s head and then For'mya’s. And Kinsoaurgai… the voice of my heart. Without you I am nothing. Without all of you I am nothing. I will never forsake you, never leave you and I will always come for you. On my father’s spirit I swear this to you. To all of you.

Aricia and For'mya felt the warmth of his aura surround them tightly, they felt him reach across the stars to Anja and Dysea and Isabella and wrap them within that same embrace. They felt the joy and love from Anja and Dysea more since they were wolf as well, but there was no mistaking the feelings from Bella either and the six of them bathed in these feelings and sensations until sleep took all of them into its sweet embrace.

SPARTA

Present day  


Saaraurano! Saaraurano! Wake up! It is not your time! Wake up Little Wolf! You must go on!
Aricia’s azure blue eyes sprang open then. “Beloved!” She screamed, her voice echoing in the room and into the corridor.
“Mother!” She heard his voice. “Mother!”

Aricia’s wide eyes blinked several times and she was able to focus them finally and in front of her she saw the handsome face of her first born son. She saw the culmination of the love she and her Beloved shared.

“An… Andro!” She gasped.

Androcles leaned closer to his mother, taking her hand in his tightly. Sadi and Ne'Veha stood on one side of the room, Carisia and Lu'ria on the other. Helen sat in the chair at the foot of the bed watching intently all that was happening. A stern looking Hadarian doctor stood near the door, two Hadarian nurses in the rear corner of the room. Riall stood in the room as well by the window, Danny holding a teary eyed Anuk on one side and an equally distraught Nayeca on the other.  
“It is me mother.” He whispered softly. “I am here.”

“Androcles… your father… Martin… he… Andro no!” Aricia gasped as if in physical pain.

Andro pulled up their hands, squeezing her slim fingers tightly as his other hand came up and he stroked the side of her cheek. “Mother!” He hissed. “Look at me!”

Aricia shook her head slowly. “My… my Anome is gone!” She gasped as tears flooded her eyes. “My… my reason and purpose is gone. I… I can not feel… I can not feel Melda Min or our Kinsoaurgai. I can not feel them Andro!”

“Look at me!” Andro barked loudly, startling everyone in the room except Sadi. It was a reaction… or non-reaction that only Helen noticed and she turned to look at her. Sadi’s jungle green eyes fell on her but quickly looked away.
“Andro I…”

“You live mother.” He spoke.
“I… I can not be without him my son!” She sobbed softly. “I do not want to be without him. I can not… I can not be without them. Oh For'mya… Dysea…”

“Mother…”

“I do not… I do not want to wither… to wither away without them my son!” Aricia spoke softly. “Without him. It… it would be too painful.”

“Look at me mother.” Andro said gently. 

“Andro… Andro please… I…”

“Look at me… please mother.” He asked again in that same soft tone. “Look into my eyes and let me say goodbye to you then.”

Aricia’s azure eyes focused on the identical colored eyes of her son and she felt him squeeze her hand even harder. She looked briefly at their hands and then back to his face and watched him hold up the small capsule.

“Protrilene mother.” He said softly as he lowered it to her lips. Aricia didn’t hesitate and she parted her lips to allow him to place it on her tongue. Andro watched her swallow it and she lifted her hand to place her palm on his cheek. She could hear Helen sobbing softly at the foot of the bed and she smiled up at him. “I will miss you mother.” Andro croaked out the words. “Tell father… tell father I will carry on in his stead.” He watched Aricia nod slowly and he reached up to place his fingers on her eyelids. “You will not wither away and die because you have lost your Anome mother. You will die on your own terms and join him just as beautiful as you are now.” Andro looked at her face. “Sleep now mother. Sleep.”
Andro sat up slowly as Aricia’s face lost its tense expression and her breathing became shallow. It took less than a minute for the Protrilene to work. It was a fast acting drug and it was the only drug known to exist that worked far too fast for the Lycavorian healing system to compensate for. Andro glanced up at the monitors that showed his mother’s vitals dropping rapidly.

“Remove these machines from her!” He demanded.

The doctor stepped forward quickly. “Milord Prince… this is wrong!” He spoke. “There is no medical evidence that she could not have survived. She would have recovered fully!”

“She would not have recovered from losing her Anome.” Helen spoke softly. “And she would have died a long and arduous death.”

“There is no medical evidence to prove this!” The doctor insisted. “I must remind…”

Andro moved far faster than anyone had ever witnessed and his hand snatched the front of the doctor’s clothes pulling him down to eye level. His azure eyes changed quickly and Andro barred his savage looking dual fangs. “That is because you do not know my people!” He snarled viciously. “That is because you do not have faith! Now you will either disconnect these infernal machines or you will join my mother and father in the afterlife!”
The doctor couldn’t move fast enough then and in less than thirty seconds the monitors that told the story of Aricia Leonidas were disconnected and silent. Andro shoved to shorter doctor out of his way and peeled back the sheet that covered his mother. He bent down and easily lifted her body into his arms just as the sounds of five dragons drowned out all other noise from five stories below them and their trumpets of sorrow cascaded across the ground causing hundreds to look up and take notice, and some to even move away. Andro turned and looked at Helen as she got to her feet.

“I am going to lay her beside my father’s remains at Thermopylae Feravomir. She will rest there after her essence flies one last time with Isheeni.” He stated.

Helen nodded. “I will have the Durcunusaan clear the way for you.” She said softly. “We will… we will join you there after we retrieved Gorgo and Dasha.”

Androcles Leonidas paused briefly, meeting the eyes of each of the women who he now cherished above all others, and then he turned to exit the room. The two Hadarian nurses began to move to follow him but Helen lifted her hand.

“Leave him be!” She snapped. “There will be enough eyes watching him as he leaves. He needs to do this alone.”

Helen ignored the nurses then and turned to Sadi. She reached out and took Sadi’s and Carisia’s hands without question. They moved closer to her and Helen noticed how the four of them did not release each other. As if they were drawing strength from each other during all this. Helen nodded to herself. They were learning quickly what Aricia and the others had learned long ago when all of them had finally come together. Their unique strength lay in being together, and seeing the determination in Sadi’s eyes Helen knew she was the glue just as Aricia had been. Even Lu'ria of the Drow, so recently turned by Androcles, even she was growing in confidence and strength every hour she was together with them. As her eyes fell on Ne'Veha she felt the desire to be like the man she so loved now and Helen knew Andro would turn her soon if only so that she could experience his love completely. More than likely it would be Sadi who convinced him of this for she held a connection with Andro and she more than anyone would be able to harness and direct the man she so adored. Helen let her eyes settle back on Sadi and nodded to herself once more. Yes indeed Sadi was powerful, almost as bright a light within Mindvoice as Aricia. And like Aricia Helen determined, it would be Sadi’s influence that guided them all.

“Your STRIKER is nearby?” She asked.

Sadi nodded slowly, her jungle green eyes moist. “At the Durcunusaan airfield.” 
“Then walk with me…” Helen spoke pulling them close to her and smiling gently as even Lu'ria stepped closer without hesitation. It appeared as if Lu'ria had accepted her transformation to wolf completely in only a few short days and she was learning quickly that wolves, unlike the Drow in many cases, did not shy away from each other. “I will need to instruct the wives and mates of the new King on what to do. You are Queens now.”

Lu'ria shook her head as she clung to Carisia’s hand. “I… I do not wish to be a Queen.” She stammered softly. “Not in this way First Oracle.”

Helen turned as the doorway suddenly filled with both Durcunusaan and newly arrived Drow security officers. The Drow detachment sent by Aihola had arrived only moments ago, their white hair and amber eyes being filmed by the many Netnews crews outside the hospital as they entered in crisp fashion and were not even challenged by the Durcunusaan guarding the doorway into the hospital. There was no fight over who would command with the Durcunusaan men and women. These Drow elves, many of them, had worked together with the Durcunusaan before in providing security while the royal family spent their six months on Earth. Vengal knew well the near fanatical loyalty that Martin commanded among the Drow for his actions towards them, and these Drow security forces were the only men and women outside of normal Durcunusaan troops to be allowed anywhere near the royal villa or places they frequented.
There would be no competition here. All of them had only one goal now… and that was to see nothing happened to the new King and Queens of the Lycavorian Union.


Helen turned back to Lu'ria. “Yet you are Queens now. And soon you will need to act it as well.”
KRANEK
IMMORTAL SETTLEMENT
   

“…depart whenever you are ready sir.” The Union engineer on the monitor answered Cha'talla’s question.
“What are we taking?” Cha'talla asked.

Vollenth sat outside the still damaged command center, the doorway and part of the wall still missing. He and Viera were conversing with Jeth and Aradace while their children bounded happily across the backs of all the dragons and marveled at Jeth’s size.

Denali turned from the console he and Arrarn stood at. “Just NORMYA’S LIGHT and her Strike Wing. Admiral Thodias is cramming as many fighters into the ships as he can without leaving the rest of the Fleet Group short.”

“We’ve stripped ten of the STRIKERs we brought with us of everything but their weapons and each of them can now carry three dragons and fifty troops.” Arrarn spoke as he turned as well. “My mother’s Fleet Group had only two VIPERs assigned to it and we are taking one. The engineers have finished equipping her with two Shroud generators. They won’t be as good as the ones integrated into our warships, but it will get us close enough I think. A thousand of your Immortals…” Arrarn stopped and looked at him. “A thousand of our tribe’s Akruxian troops and a thousand Union Spartans are already on board and settling in. How many troops do you think this Phy'iad has Cha'talla?”

Cha'talla met his eyes and found himself smiling at Arrarn Leonidas’s correction of himself. It appeared as if they had embraced his tribe just as much as his tribe had already embraced them. His expression quickly changed back to one of seriousness. “He’s has had two decades to build his numbers from those Akruxian who have deserted the High Coven. There is no telling how many he could have on his base. Lynom’s last report indicated three to four thousand at least.”

Arrarn nodded. “So we’ll have them outnumbered.” He stated. “Cool. That always helps.”

Cha'talla’s expression did not change this time, but deep down he wondered to himself if these children of Martin Leonidas feared anything. All of them were incensed by what had essentially torn their family apart, yet they were directing that anger and making it work for them and he had no doubts that they had every intention of getting their mother back.

“Normya and Tir'ut were able to communicate with Lynom from here when they had Iriral assisting them.” Cha'talla said. “Would you be able to touch him when we got close enough?”

Denali nodded. “More than likely.”

“Then we will have updated intelligence once we arrived in Belid’s system.” Cha'talla said. “He and his Ssin'urn 'anon have been outside their base for nearly a week hiding and waiting for us to come get them. He will have the answers for us.”

“And that is why we are going too.” The new voice spoke and they all turned to see As'hia’s mother and father walk slowly into the center.

Ta’lon stepped forward first dressed in a Union Flight suit and pilot armor. “I will fly the VIPER.” He stated. “You need an experienced ground support pilot to land the VIPER as close to the base as you can. I have nearly two hundred years of experience flying Heavy Troop Transports. It is what I did before transferring to fighters. You tell me where to land it and I will put it down.”

Danarla stepped up next to him. “The ground plan that we have so far says we strike this mercenary base from three sides. I will take one third of the Spartans and one third of the Akruxian troops, all of them familiar with heavy weapons and move to the northern side here.” She moved up to the chart table and placed her finger down on the spot of the blueprint that was showing. “We will be better able to hold a position here while the rest divide and assault the base from the other two directions. When they try to retreat they will walk into a hailstorm that will make it appear as if the Letha rie Jorbhe have opened before them.”

Cha'talla couldn’t help but grin and look at Ta'lon. “I see now where my son says his Ssin'urn 'anon gets her will from.” He stated.

Ta’lon nodded. “That she does.” He said. 
“Narice and I will have command of the Coven dragons.” Lisisa continued now. “We are leaving half here to help with hunting down the last of the Kavalian animals who escaped into the mountains. Toria and Arrarn will coordinate air support with the STRIKERs while we hit the west side. I imagine you and Denali will lead the assault on the east?”

Cha'talla nodded. “It is the main entrance according to Lynom and I doubt very much they will expect a frontal assault. The only question is the thickness of the door. We don’t know how much explosive power will be necessary.”

The door will not matter. Jeth’s voice broke into their minds in Mindvoice and they all turned to see him leaning close to the entrance. Secure a position around that door for us Cha'talla and then call Lisisa. We will not need explosives.

Why? Cha'talla asked still amazed at how easily his Mindvoice communication came now.

 Vollenth turned his head to gaze at his Bonded Brother. Because Cha'talla my Brother… Jeth, Aradace and I will melt it into slag. He snarled happily.
And then some. Aradace agreed.

Denali nodded his head. “Then I suggest we head to our ships.” He spoke. “It’s time to get some payback.”

CURILA 6
4.7 LY from Earth

Background music; Arrival to Earth, Transformers ST


A lush temperate world with towering snow covered mountains and gorgeous green plains and crystal clear lakes. A little known gem of a planet that Martin Leonidas had found during a training exercise some fifteen years ago. Only slightly smaller than Earth, it had an abundance of natural wildlife very similar to Earth and was just what he had been looking for in a planet. A place to bring his entire family and get away from the hustle and bustle of life within Sparta and on Apo Prime. A place where they could run as wolves or walk as men and women and not worry about the Netnews popping up everywhere. A place where they could leave everything behind and just be themselves.

To that end, the Durcunusaan had contracted with the 1st Elven Engineering Corp and the Leonidas Retreat was born. Four sprawling kilometers backed up to a massive stand of timber and mountains. Nearly a hundred single story structures built in a fashion that reminded them of Spartan architecture from three thousand years ago. The temperature was always constant and never varying much from eighty to eighty-five degrees during the day and a very pleasant mid sixty degrees in the evening. None of the structures had windows, though all were as modern as they could possibly be. As the Leonidas children grew older they branched out into the empty apartments and made them their own. There were three structures in the center of this sprawling compound; one a fully staffed and operating medical clinic that was set up and run by the most gruff and knowledgeable Hadarian Anja could find. Another of the structures was the building where the family took all their meals. It was set up almost like a restaurant with dozens of large tables and chairs and a full time staff of men and women who cooked for them when they were here and who cooked for the three hundred Durcunusaan troops and their families that called Curila 6 home. The last building was a fully equipped staff and school.


This is what Zaniai and Ceuma gazed upon in wonder as they walked down the long granite path from the landing pad. Zaniai had never been here before, he had not known it even existed, and this facility was not in the memories from Anja that Ceuma had inherited through the cloning process. He moved past Fuleos and up next to Eurin as they walked.


“Eurin… Eurin what is this place?” He gasped.


“The Leonidas Retreat.” Eurin answered him moving as fast as her legs could carry her to keep up with Anja and Atropos. “This is where they come to be a family. This is where they come to get away from everything.”


“It’s beautiful.” Ceuma spoke in awe from just behind her.


Joci nodded. “Yes it is.” He answered. “And extremely well defended as well.” He said as his keenly trained eyes were able to just make out the many defensive positions that blended seamlessly with the terrain whether it be flat and green or covered with trees as it was in the distance.

“I… I have never heard of this place.” Zaniai continued as he walked gazing at the large birds circling in the distant sky.


“Less than a thousand people do.” Eurin answered him. “The Durcunusaan who are stationed here, their families, the staff and their families and then only those that Martin chooses to tell.”


“You… you knew of this place?” He asked.


Eurin nodded. “I have been here several times. It is one of the most relaxing places in the universe… and that is how Martin wanted it.”


They stopped talking as the Durcunusaan troop marched towards them along the path. He didn’t pause and fell in beside Anja between Atropos and Miath.


“We have assigned quarters for those with you Milady.” He began to report. “The staff has prepared a full meal and snacks in case anyone is hungry. The entire compound is on alert and all defensives are active. Admiral Omore will be arriving after he insures the Strike Wing is situated. I see he stubbornly refused to allow you to come on a STRIKER?” 


Anja rolled her eyes. “Like it matters what happens to me now.” She said in an almost defeatist tone. “Where is Yuriko?”


“The Medical Center with Doctor Emhat.” The officer answered.


“What is going on Colonel?” Anja asked. “Why did I need to come here so badly? I should be on Earth with Andro and my children. That is where I am needed.”


The officer didn’t answer her question and she stopped to look at him. He shrugged his broad shoulders. “Princess Yuriko can explain it better Milady.” He spoke. “I will see to your STRIKER.”


Anja watched him move away quickly and she turned to Atropos who had a similar look of confusion on his face. “Atropos?” She asked softly.

Atropos hook his head. “I have no idea.” He told her honestly. He took her arm gently. “Let’s find Yuriko… the more time that passes, the more nervous I become.”


Atropos, Anja and Miath quickly outdistanced the others, though they tried to keep up as best they could. As they drew closer to the Medical Center Anja saw Yuriko standing outside the entrance and she broke into a run towards her. Yuriko met her half way and the two women came together in an embrace of love and family. 


“Yuriko… why… why did I need to come here?” Anja finally gasped out between the fresh tears. “We should be… we should be helping the rest of our family!”


Yuriko nodded her head quickly as she wiped her own tears away. “I know… but this is more important mother.”


Anja shook her head. “Why? What are you doing here? What did you mean only I could do this?”


Yuriko took her hand tightly. “Because you are the only one who can mother.” She stated quickly. “I will show you. Come.”


Yuriko began to practically drag her towards the entrance but Miath’s voice in Anja’s head stopped her cold.

Anja my sister?


Anja turned to look at him and saw his muzzle pointed to the distance. Miath?

Sister… what is that? He asked.


Anja followed his gaze across the plains and saw the tiny black dot low in the blue sky. A tiny black dot that was rapidly growing larger. Anja stepped away from Yuriko slowly her jade green eyes narrowing. Everyone else saw where she was looking and they turned as well. Anja stepped up next to Miath, looking ridiculously tiny standing beside his massive body and she placed her hand on his smooth scales.


Miath… Miath that…


It… it can’t… it can’t be! Miath gasped.


Thud


Thud


The black dot was growing larger with each passing second and it was rapidly taking shape into one that could not be mistaken. It was a dragon. A huge dragon with obsidian colored scales. A dragon that could never be erroneously identified.


Thud


Thud


Atropos stepped up next to Anja now his eyes wide as the powerful reverberations in the atmosphere were unmistakable. “By all the gods that we hold holy!” He spoke softly causing Eurin and Zaniai to look at him.

“What is it Atropos?” Eurin asked quickly as fear gripped her. “Are we under attack even here?”

There was only one dragon who could move with the same speed and graceful motion that they witnessed racing towards them. Only one dragon that could push the envelope in every way and always reach beyond. Only one dragon that could elicit the sense of awe and power that this one could. 
As Torma rocketed over the top of them at nearly a hundred kilometers per hour and released a trumpet that caused them to cringe Atropos’s head whipped around to look at his Queen for he felt the enormously powerful tremors in Mindvoice as well. Mindvoice tremors that could only be from one individual. He saw her diminutive form already running into the clinic heedless of any danger that could possibly exist to her. 

“Anja! Wait!” He shouted causing the others to turn. He broke into a run after her when he heard her voice from inside.
“MARTIN!”

Anja’s wide eyes cut back and forth as she stumbled into the clinic. He was here! The moment Torma opened his mind to her she could feel him like a burning sun. Staff members of the clinic got out of her way as she ran first in one direction and then another. His wonderful mint scent permeated the building overriding everything else and she could not focus enough to follow it to its source. Her heart was slamming into her chest, her blood on fire and she kept screaming for him.

“MARTIN!! MARTIN!!”

As first Sivana and then Ceuma burst into the clinic right behind Atropos to try and help her they saw her head come up and she sprinted off down the corridor. 

“Go! Go!” Atropos barked as he followed.

Sivana and Ceuma were in such a hurry that they slammed into Atropos’s body as they came around the corner and found him standing like a tree truck in the middle of the corridor. Sivana looked up into his face to snarl at him and caught her words. 

She saw tears in his eyes. 

Her head snapped around to where he was looking and her intake of breath caused Ceuma to turn just as quickly and push up against her as the others came around the corner led by Eurin who was moving with surprising speed for a woman her age. As Eurin moved around and gripped Atropos’s arm, her eyes wide in disbelief she looked up at him.

“Atropos is that…”

Yuriko was beside them as she stopped blurring from where she had run in a different direction.

“Yes.” She stated confidently. “It is… it is my father. And this is why I needed my mother to come here. Something… something is wrong.”

Atropos and the others tore their eyes away from a sobbing Anja as she stood beside the bed he was laying in and could not stop touching him, almost like she was insuring that she wasn’t being tortured for something and that he was real.

“What do you mean Yuriko?” Atropos asked quickly.

“What is wrong?” Sivana asked.

“He is… he is stuck in some sort of Mindvoice loop.” She told them as tears came to her dark eyes now. “At least that is what I think it is. His injuries… his injuries have healed… but his mind is trapped somewhere and I can’t pull him out. I did the only thing I could think of. I disregarded security protocol and called mother.”

“Why?” Eurin asked.

Yuriko looked at her. “It is very simple Divine One. There is only one person who has reached within Mindvoice and brought father out of such a condition before. She did it just before father discovered who he truly was. She saved him then. She saved my mother Dysea as well. She is the only one who has ever done this before. Even the Feravomir says this. I’m hoping…” Yuriko turned and looked at her in the room through the glass partition. “I am hoping she can do it again.”

