CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE

RITAAH


Channa had endured more savage beatings and rapes than she could remember during her time in that Kavalian prison waiting for death. She had been cast aside by her family and her Pride because the biogenic experiments she had undergone did not completely alter her outward appearance. She had no part in that decision by her father to make her part of the program, and she had no part in his decision to toss her aside like a piece of meat when the treatments did not take fully. The treatments had removed the fine coat of black hair from her body except for her long silky mane, but they left her with her normal, vertically slit and stunning blue feline eyes and her long and very dexterous tail. And for that Channa had been condemned to death and sent to a prison to be passed around as a whore among the guards and even other inmates while she waited for death to come to her. Mican’s actions had saved her from that fate, and his and Na’lia’s love had brought her back from the brink of despair and turned her life into something. They gave her purpose and reason and freedom to do as she choose; to live her life the way she wanted to. They showed her that what was done to her only made her better, not worse. She owed them so much for what they had given her, and she now owed them for giving her the will and determination to survive so that she could experience and feel what she had just felt for the last magical four hours.


Channa purred reflexively and her mouth curled into a contented smile as she felt his soft lips and warm tongue flutter across the back of her taut thigh and slowly work their way up the curve of her incredibly firm ass. She felt his hot tongue drag deliciously along the contour of her ass cheek, causing her long tail to twitch madly in unabashed delight. When his lips found that supersensitive spot at the small of her back where her tail entered her spine, she sighed in blissful enchantment but slapped his shoulder playfully with her tail as she rolled over to face him. Every time his fingers or lips had touched her there in the last four hours it had ended up with her wailing out her delight, and she was just too tired now. He was diligent in his actions and it amazed her that he was still willing. Her feline blue eyes gazed at him adoringly, but he didn’t pause and he lowered his lips to her firm abdomen, tracing his talented tongue around her bellybutton and using his nose and lips to nuzzle every centimeter of her skin. He was doing exactly what he had promised her that he would do. Channa let her eyes wander over his broad shoulders and powerful arms, the muscular definition exquisite in its detail. Dario was not the largest man that Channa had ever taken, Kavalian men were built much larger, but Channa could not the deny the complete rapture that seared her body as his still impressive ten inch cock had caused her to feel things she had never experienced. He didn’t just make love to her; Dario consumed her completely. He had taken her like this the first time, refusing to allow her to be submissive to him. He had stared into her eyes as he sank into her completely, eliciting a groan of utter fulfillment from Channa. He stretched her in such a way it caused her body to vibrate in desire and need. He had not pounded her body into the bed as Kavalian men did, trying to prove their dominance over her. He had stroked into her body with power and slow, sensuous movements that had her crying out his name in short order, clutching him tightly as the first orgasm she had not brought upon herself cascaded through her. And it hadn’t stopped for nearly four hours.


His stamina was superior in every way and Channa relished in using her tongue to give him her version of a tongue bath. She lavished his pulsating cock with attention, using her lips and tongue and her breasts in ways that had Dario squirming on the bed. He allowed her to be demanding and forceful when she wanted, using her long tail to slap him teasingly while she rode him with tight hard movements of her hips. He allowed her to nibble him almost painfully, but he returned this action tenfold on her when he had licked her pussy that first time. Channa thought her muscles would rip through her skin at that first electric jolt when his tongue danced across her clit and with his wolf fangs extended; it sent her pleasure meter through the ceiling. Their lovemaking had been rough at times, Channa reveling in the pleasure as he took her from behind in such a way as to make her feel in control but still allowed him to dominate her after a fashion. His large hands never stopped moving or caressing her skin and he made it a point to constantly brush his fingers across that spot on the base of her tail.


Whatever pain and humiliation she had experienced in her young life, Channa had felt it all falling away in the last few weeks. Discovering her bond with Mirra and feeling it grow stronger every hour, and then this incredibly delectable man. She watched as he nuzzled her ribcage and her forearms, hitting every part of her body that held scent glands she knew. She lifted her hands to his face as he finally stopped with his chest above hers, his hard, naked body stretched out on top of her but holding his upper body suspended above her. It was just close enough that her rock hard nipples teased his warm skin and sent ripples of delight skittering across her flesh. She lifted her head quickly and kissed him hard, giddiness coursing through her as he returned the powerful kiss with equal ardor. Channa nibbled on his lower lip with her teeth, tugging on it gently as she pulled away after a moment and stared into his soft green eyes.


Dario smiled as he gazed at her. “Hi there.” He spoke softly.


Channa pulled him down on her, her hands spreading across his powerful back as she felt his weight press her into the bed and make her feel so secure and wanted. She drew her long legs up along the outside of his hips feeling his scrumptious, semi hard cock press against her opening as her tail extended out and draped across his lower back and tight ass cheeks. “You… you are… you are so very different.” She spoke softly.


“Well… I hope that’s a good thing.” He answered her.


“Am I your woman now?” She asked with a impish smile.


“You are… you are whatever you want to be Channa.” He said with a twinkle in his own eyes. “I would prefer to court you in the ways of my people… make you see that I am the man for you.”


Channa tilted her head a little and gazed at him. “Why?” She said. “When I already know this to be true. What you have made me feel… it is beyond wonderful Dario.”


“You… you have never been outside Kavalian space.” Dario said hesitantly. “It would not be fair for me to claim you when you have not seen all that you could have.”


“You… you don’t want to claim me?” She asked feeling suddenly concerned.


Dario chuckled softly and shook his head. “Woman… I want to scent you so bad it makes my blood burn. My father… my father raised me to be a proper Spartan. A gentlemen. It would not be suitable for me to claim you when you have not seen all that you could have. All that the universe has to offer to you.”


“Including other men?” She asked.


Dario nodded and lowered his eyes. “Yes… other men too.”


“And they would treat me like you do?” She asked him.


“They would honor you yes. You would be an equal to them… not a piece of property. My people… Spartans… we cherished our wives and mates.” Dario replied reaching up with a hand and brushing some strands of long black hair from her face. 
“But would they treat me as you do? Would they make me feel what you make me feel?” She asked him.

“You… you are beautiful Channa. You are beautiful and you smell so very good. You would have many alpha wolves after you.” Dario said.
“But would they make me feel what you do?” She asked again. “I am not foolish Dario. I know even if we go back with you now, because the Prefect has… because they have done so much to bring harm to Resumar’s family… I know we will not be looked upon as you and the others look at us. At least not right away. I do not wish to lose what you have made me feel, even for an instant. So I ask you again… will they make me feel what you do?”

Dario gazed at her eyes, knowing what she wanted him to say because her scent was calling to him without holding back in the least. “No.” He stated.

Channa grinned now and she pulled him tighter to her feeling blissfully warm at his words and how her body molded to his. Her blue eyes were alive with happiness and desire. “Then I am very lucky you found me first aren’t I.” She stated confidently.

Dario looked into her stunning blue eyes and smiled. “I think that makes me the lucky one.”

“I have… I have never known what you make me feel Dario.” She said softly. “I… I never thought I would be desirable after all that was done to me. I…”

Dario put a finger to her lips and quieted her words as he leaned over and nuzzled the side of her neck and just behind her earlobe. Her arms tightened around his back as she purred in contentment. “Never question who you are Channa.” He whispered to her. “You are as desirable a woman as I have ever seen and when I am done scenting you, no male will come within a quarter mile of you.”

Channa laughed at his words. “Then you will have your work cut out for you.” She stated. “I can be a handful.”
“Somehow that prospect doesn’t frighten me in the least.” He stated confidently lowering his head to firmly nuzzle her throat.

“Then we should start right…” The muffled explosion was enough to cut off her words and make both of them look towards the door.

“They… your cousin would not begin destroying the ship if we were still on it would he Dario?” Channa asked knowing it was a stupid question.

“No!” Dario barked as he began to rise off the bed.

“Then that is something else!” She echoed as he was scrambling to his feet and reaching for where their clothes lay on the deck.


Resumar burst into what would have been the bridge of VORTEX Cruiser 341 had it been a Union ship, Athani right on his heels. He gripped his Nehtes tightly in his hand, Athani clutching the K14 KM expertly.


“Avi… 341… talk to me!” Resumar barked out.

-There has been an explosion in the aft quarter of deck twenty-one- Avi answered almost immediately.  

“Well sibfla Avi!” Resumar snapped. “Tell me something I don’t know. One of our charges didn’t fizzle on us did it?”

-Negative son of the descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar- 341 answered. –This was not as large an explosion as one of the charges we have built and put in place. This was something else-

“Ok… so we can be happy a large chunk of the mountain didn’t blow outwards 341.” Resumar barked. “Now what the hell was it?”

Athani looked at her husband with happy eyes. No matter the pain he was in knowing that his father was dead and possibly one or more of his mothers, he had not lost the will and determination that had first attracted her to him so completely. He had not lost the confidence and purpose, nor his ability to command. 

-We have a security breach- 341 answered.

“Security breach?” Res spat. “Who the hell could break into this ship?”

- Section seventeen. Deck twenty-one. Starboard side…grid three four. Incredible- 341 exclaimed.

“What?” Resumar came up next to him.

-Internal ship sensors have been taken offline- He said with what sounded like surprise in his pseudo mechanical voice. -Avi… transfer power to grid two one- 341 spoke.

-Transferred- Avi responded instantly.

Resumar leaned closer as the monitor showed a smoking hole in the mountain plateau that was above them. “Is that what I think it is?” He asked.

-Affirmative. I have alternate exterior sensors placed along the entire length of VORTEX Cruiser 341. We are viewing the breach from one of those sensors. Someone has managed to breach the exterior hull-

“341… we are buried in a mountain!” Athani complained as she moved up beside his hulking form. “How could they breach the damn hull?”
-Affirmative Athani Little One- 341 answered. –However… the exterior crust is thinnest in this location as a result of VORTEX Cruiser 341’s design. Only one point six meters thick to be precise-

“The Coven!” Resumar hissed.

Athani turned to face her husband. “How would they have the knowledge of how to breach the ship Resumar? On where to breach the ship where it was weakest for that matter?”
-Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon- Avi replied turning to look at them.

“Impossible!” Resumar barked. “If the time frame you and 341 have told me is accurate this ship is at least twenty thousand years younger than him Avi! How could he possibly know this information? How would he…” Resumar stopped talking and his eyes grew wider as his mind worked. “Sonofabitch!” He swore. “I didn’t think of that!”

“Resumar what?” Athani blurted.

341 turned to face her. –All Pralor City Ships and Warships were built with the same superior alloy and material Athani Little One. Phased Exogenic Composite Vantronium- He spoke. –Even VORTEX Cruiser 341. It was the most durable and widely used ship building material that we had in Pralor space. It is one of the things other species wanted from us that we did not give. The process by which we made this material. If Chief Elder Pralor Xaxon was able to pass this information to his descendants as he did with other information, by infecting them with his essence, then this would also be included. As well as the means to penetrate the outer hull-

“Are you saying the Coven is loose on this ship?” Athani declared.

-It would seem so- Avi answered. –And considering the location they chose to breach the hull, they must have some sort of device that allows them to scan the hull even inside the mountain-
-Even as advanced as my sensors are… I will be unable to determine how many of them are actually onboard. I cannot see into the shadows as it appears those of your uncle’s species so like to use- 341 spoke.

“They can’t possibly think they can steal this ship will all of us on it.” Resumar stated.

“Could they be going after the explosive packages?” Athani asked.

-Unlikely- Avi answered. –They will not know where we have placed them-

“They are damn well here for something!” Resumar barked. “We…”

Avatar 341 turned abruptly and looked at the myriad of control panels around where he stood. Avi moved closer to him noticing this behavior. Resumar also detected the odd reaction.

“341?” He questioned.

-Avi is correct that they will not know where the explosive charges have been placed throughout the ship. The likelihood they are here to steal the ship is remote-

“Then what?” Athani asked.

341 turned quickly and looked at them. –I have in my Quantum Neural Processors every bit of knowledge that this ship holds Resumar Leonidas. Just as Avi now does-

“Yeah… so!” Resumar snapped.

-As do the other four copies of myself currently in storage- 341 answered. –The sealed chambers to the Avatar Alcoves have been breached in the same manner as the outer hull. I can no longer transfer data to the copies of myself. It appears the High Coven is not here to steal the ship. They are here to steal me-

“Ah… fuck me!” Resumar spat as he began to turn. “Aryschanne… stay here with Avi and 341! Seal this compartment just in case! Dario… Mican… the Coven is loose on the ship! They are trying to steal the extra Avatars! Deck twenty-one! Section seventeen! Go! Go! Go!”

LEONIDAS RETREAT


“…how Yuriko?” Sivana gasped.


Yuriko got up from the table they were all sitting at and moved to the dispenser to get more tea. Eurin, Zaniai, Sivana and Ceuma sat at the table, while Atropos, Joci and Belen stood along the wall. Atropos stood in such a way that he could keep one or both of his eyes on Anja in the room across the hall as she was examining Martin with the second Hadarian doctor in the room with her. Filrian pulled the mug out for Yuriko and she smiled at her husband as she took it from him. She hadn’t slept in more hours than she cared to recall and it was quickly catching up to her. She took a long sip of the tea as she turned back and returned to the chair and she looked at her adopted aunt.


“Father… he has been putting this plan together for over a year with Avi.” She stated softly.


“Avi?” Eurin asked stunned.


Yuriko nodded as she took a deep breath and finally was able to let go of what she alone had been holding in for so many years. “I don’t know all of the details of how it started, but I know that Armetus discovered something at the end of the Evolli War. What happened between father and I seven years ago was staged Divine One. It wasn’t real. We did it so when I took command of my OMEN ship I would have complete freedom and not have to be concerned with the Netnews hounding my every step as they do the rest of my family. Initially I was tasked with monitoring the High Coven but that quickly became monitoring the Kavalians as they conquered more and more of High Coven space. Armetus discovered something at the end of the Evolli War, something that linked the Kavalians to the reason the Evolli War started.”


“Wait… the Evolli started the war by invading Union territory and capturing Divruih and Ucurua.” Zaniai spoke quickly. “They slaughtered over four hundred thousand men, women and children! That is and has always been the reason the war started.”


Yuriko nodded. “That is what almost everyone thinks Zaniai, but the Evolli were only the front people. The fodder for the Kavalians to gain their goals. Whatever Armetus found proved that the Kavalians were behind it. They were the ones who financed the Evolli effort from behind the scenes. They were the ones who provided the Evolli with much of their initial intelligence in regards to the Union. It is why they were so successful at the beginning of the war.”


“Yuriko…” Belen spoke now. “We all fought in that war. Every part of it. We never saw anything that indicated a Kavalian influence.”


Yuriko nodded. “I know. They were very careful to not have anyone discover how deep their involvement was. What I do know is that they began a brand new criminal organization that became their front company so to speak. Through this criminal organization they were able to channel funds and intelligence to the Evolli and keep their involvement covered behind layers of criminal practice and dozens of pirates and mercenaries. The Kavalians did not want father discovering their actions because they knew he would have come after them without hesitation and they could not fight two wars on two fronts no matter how many clones they created.”


Eurin looked at her. “That… that doesn’t explain all this.” She said motioning with her hand to where Martin laid in the bed across the corridor.


Yuriko leaned back in the chair. “My father is not the senseless brute that many people take him for Divine One. You of all people should know this. Many consider him politically inept and he has done nothing to dispel this attitude. He prefers to work behind the scenes and many of those he has worked with have appreciated his involvement. Aunt Deia would often use him as the one who worked the back channels while she or my mothers took point on the political stage. In some respects it was her way of protecting father… keeping him out of the lime light and doing what he does best. Talking bluntly and giving his word.”


“Believe me… I know that first hand.” Eurin stated. “Those of us who looked behind the surface of the agreement with the Chuvoi ten years ago and we saw his imprint all over it. It took some masterful negotiations to convince those rock headed people to do what he wanted them to do, and he did it in a way that his involvement was never brought up.”


Yuriko nodded. “And now one part of our border is forever secure and no one would dare attempt to cross our borders there. The Chuvoi are supremely loyal to father… and not even the Kavalians would dare cross them.”


Eurin lifted her hand and waved it around. “And this?” She asked once again.


Yuriko sipped her tea slowly. “Whatever it is that Armetus discovered at the end of the war caused father to come up with the idea of this plan. He has always felt that he bore at least some responsibility and shame for the actions of his brother Divine One, especially since he is the one that let him go.”


“He bears no shame for not killing his brother under the eyes of their mother!” Atropos barked loudly. “To Spartans… that would have been an even more grievous crime!”


Yuriko nodded. “He feels he does however Uncle Atropos… because he is King.” She said softly. “He did nothing for years because he did not want it to appear as if he was being vindictive or allowing his feelings for his brother to make his decisions for him. If… if things were different, Pleistarchus would be King of the Union Uncle, you know this. He is the oldest. Father has always fought with how to balance his own guilt and shame for letting him go and ways to keep the Union safe from his influence.”


Atropos looked at her with surprise in his eyes. “I… we… we never knew that.” He stated softly.


Yuriko nodded. “Only Andro, me and our mothers know that.” She said. “He told no one else… not even grandmother Gorgo.”


“But Pleistarchus has no claim to the Union throne.” Sivana spoke heatedly. “Not after what he has done through the years! He abandoned the Spartan people three thousand years ago, not the other way around!”


“I am only telling you what I know to be true.  My father is … he is a very complex man and only my mothers can truly understand him.” Yuriko said softly. “At the end of the Evolli War he ordered Armetus to confirm as much as possible of what he suspected. He wanted firm, irrefutable intelligence that the Kavalians had indeed had a hand in the Evolli War. When Armetus brought it to him a little more than a year ago, father began setting this plan in motion with Avi.”


“What plan?” Joci asked as he moved up behind Ceuma and placed his large hands on her shoulders.


“Faking his own death.” Yuriko answered confidently looking at them. “He was going to fake his own death… and those of my mothers For'mya and Aricia. He had planned for them all to die in a STRIKER accident. With a team of Drow that have been specially trained by Lynwe and Aihola and a squad of Durcunusaan troops trained by Uncle Andreus, he was going to go into Kavalian space, find his brother and kill him along with the Kavalian Prefect and as many of their Pride Leaders as possible.”


“Tukannupaee!” Joci gasped softly with wide eyes.


Yuriko nodded. “Yes… that is what I said when he first came to me and told me about it. No one else knew… not even Andro… and that is why I knew I would play a part in it.”


“Yuriko… that doesn’t explain how he is here.” Sivana spoke. “We… we watched him die as we were leaving Hadaria. It… it was broadcast live across the Union. We watched him and Torma die in Sparta! Anja… Anja could no longer feel him within Mindvoice! It affected her physically!”


“I will come to that part… but first… seven years ago… shortly after I took command of OMEN THREE… we received reports of a secret High Coven Cloning facility. Armetus had known it was there for sometime and so did my father and they knew what its purpose was, but until the OMEN ships came into being we never really had the ability to get close to it.” Yuriko explained. “It was the very first mission we had back then and while we suspected what its true purpose was as I said… we did not know for sure until more recently when the Hadarian Arch Ministry called mother back to Hadaria to face those ridiculous charges. Well… we did not know for sure, but I now believe father did know and that is why he ordered Filrian and I on our mission.”


“What do you mean?” Eurin asked.


“It was a cloning facility Divine One.” Yuriko told them seeing their eyes go wide. “A very advanced cloning facility that was using procedures and advanced technology that the High Coven gained from the section of the Mindvoice ship that crashed on Nuwaroa. They were making clones. Clones of my father’s old SEAL Team… clones of my mothers… and they were trying to make clones of Uncle Daniel and… of father.” She looked at Ceuma. “That is… it is where you came from Ceuma.”

“By the gods!” Eurin gasped as she sat back.

“We had an idea of what they were doing there, just not the entire scope and complexity of it.” Yuriko continued. “Father knew I think and he contacted me before they left for Hadaria and gave me new orders. Pirates or mercenaries had assaulted the facility just after we began to actively monitor it seven years ago. We did not know what they had taken until we ourselves destroyed the facility several months ago, but after the Chief Minister demanded mother return I think father figured it out completely. Filrian and I only confirmed it for him when we attacked and destroyed the facility. They…”

“These pirates? They took me.” Ceuma said softly.

Yuriko met her eyes and nodded. “Yes. It appears that was the case.” She stated. “The clones were all in sealed Cryo chambers, so your chamber must have been kept somewhere that they could maintain it all of this time until their plan was ready for full implementation.”

“Kavalian space probably.” Filrian spoke now as he moved up behind Yuriko and placed his hand on her shoulder. “Aside from the High Coven they are the only ones with the cloning capabilities to maintain a Cryo chamber for any length of time. At least until they were ready to use its contents.”

“They… they had me all that time?” Ceuma asked softly.

“It would appear so. When Buonau and Wiktor were ready to move against mother they woke you up.” Yuriko said.    
“Damn that woman for defying nature and everything holy by delving into such things!” Eurin snarled. “We are not gods and we should not act like it!”

“Father came up with this plan over a year ago as I said.” Yuriko said continued. “The Coven had improved their cloning process through the years Divine One. Far in advanced of what they did with grandmother Gorgo. Armetus and father determined after talking with Avi that they had somehow managed to make some discoveries from the remains of their Mindvoice ship. Looking at the data after we destroyed the facility, we discovered they had devised a way to clone a Lycavorian and insure that his or her scent would match almost exactly. Mother believed they had somehow tapped into the genetic code of the actual scent gland itself and discovered how to replicate it. Then they were implanted surgically into the new clones and acted as any normal scent gland would.”

“Yuriko… this would explain the exacting nature of Ceuma perhaps… why she is so nearly perfect in every way to Anja, but…” Eurin started.

Yuriko looked at the near identical twin to her mother. “According to the data cores we got from the facility prior to its destruction, you were from an earlier batch of clones Ceuma. Before mother was turned by father and before they had mastered implanting the new scent glands.”

“Lucky me.” She stated disdainfully.

“There is no way Aikiro could have cloned your father Yuriko. It was determined long ago that your father’s blood is too pure. Too powerful. The cohesiveness could not be sustained in a clone. Your mother Aricia as well… not too mention Daniel Simpson and a handful of others.” Eurin said.

“That does not mean she did not try Divine One.” Yuriko said. “That is what Filrian and I took from the facility before we destroyed it. An incomplete clone of father.”

“Incomplete how?” Sivana asked.

Filrian nodded now. “Exceptionally deformed… both physically and mentally but with the exact proportions we needed.” He answered. “How he knew there were clones of himself there I don’t know. To be honest I don’t know if I want to discover that.”

“He spent far more time with Avi than most people realize. Andro as well.” Atropos said. “He… Avi seemed to gravitate to them quite a bit. Perhaps this is where he determined it. By speaking with Avi.”

Sivana nodded her head. “That would fit with things Anja has told me through the years about Avi and the vast knowledge he held.”

“You said exact proportions. Exact proportions needed for what?” Joci asked now thoroughly enthralled.

“To use the SGT.” Yuriko answered. “The Ship to Ground Teleporter.”

“Ship to ground teleporter!” Atropos gasped. “That never… that program never left the test phase! Your mother deemed it too dangerous! Only the short range teleporters in the Mark Eleven saddles made it past her scrutiny enough to be put into service.”
Yuriko met his eyes. “Atropos… you more than any of us should know that my father is stubborn to a fault. He had Avi and Ben continue working on the program and they obviously got it to a working prototype because that is what we have on OMEN THREE. After everything went down at SODRAG, father contacted me. I don’t know what he found out but he ordered me to standby in orbit under Shroud and wait for his signal. We had the clone, and while it was deformed it still carried enough of a mint like scent similar to father to pass muster at least initially.”

Sivana leaned forward in her chair. “You… you teleported Torma Yuriko! How… what did you put in his place?”

Eurin looked at her from across the table. “Your father cloned him didn’t he?” She spoke disapprovingly.

Yuriko shook her head. “Actually… we have Andro and Elynth to thank for that.” She stated.
“I don’t understand.” Eurin said. “I thought they did not know of this.”

“They didn’t.” Yuriko said. “The original plan was to have the STRIKER accident as I said. After SODRAG father changed it. He had us remove the body of Naruth from SODRAG. Javier Moran’s dragon. The one Andro and Elynth killed during the battle there. We… we dyed his scales with an irreversible obsidian color to match Torma’s scales and…”
“Wait… I saw this Naruth!” Atropos spoke. “He did not match Torma in size. He was not even close!”

Yuriko nodded. “Torma was going to die in an explosion at SODRAG.” She explained. “We were going to teleport Torma out just as we teleported Naruth’s corpse in. The explosion would account for… it would account for why not all parts of him would be discovered. It would certainly pass a cursory inspection. At least until Isheeni or Aurith realized it wasn't him. By that time… father would have already made contact with them via Mindvoice and let them know what was going on. It just so happens that it was Andro and Elynth who discovered it at the same time they realized it wasn't our father that was killed. Isheeni hasn’t left Aurith’s side at the remains of the Senate building waiting for the rescuers to find Aunt Deia and our mother but by now they both know that Torma is alive.”

“Anja… Aricia… none of them knew this?” Eurin gasped.

“Oh no… they knew what father’s plan was. He would never keep something like this from them. Two of my mothers were to be part of it.” Yuriko answered. “I don’t think they knew to what extent he had advanced the plan though. He didn’t foresee that his brother would strike so soon and he did not have time to inform them of what was happening. He thought he had months to continue planning before Pusintin would come after him directly. He made the decision obviously during the battle by Aunt Tarifa’s home when things looked their worst. He more than likely deduced they would slack off their attack if they thought they had killed him. This would give Colonel Fache and Uncle Danny enough time to mount a counterattack and get those he loved to safety.” Yuriko grew silent for a long moment. “He underestimated just how far Pusintin… how far his brother would actually go to kill him obviously.”

“You said his injuries were healed?” Eurin asked.

Yuriko nodded. “The timing had to be perfect or else others would detect what happen.” She explained. “Once father activated the signal we maintained a constant sensor lock on his position. The grenades that were fired hit at the exact time we were teleporting him which we didn’t plan for. We actually teleported eight pieces of shrapnel along with him. He suffered severe abdominal lacerations and one large piece of shrapnel punched through his thigh cutting his artery when he rematerialized here on OMEN THREE. Filrian was able to stabilize him immediately… but ever since we brought him on board he has been comatose like you see. I can feel the tremors of his resonance within Mindvoice but I have never experienced or seen shields like he has up now... if they are even shields at all.”

“What do you mean?” Atropos asked.

“They don’t feel like shields Atropos.” Yuriko said looking at him knowing he would have more knowledge of Mindvoice then the others. “It… it feels like a large seamless wall. Smooth… unblemished. Polished.”

“Torma cannot help him?” Eurin asked. 

Yuriko shook her head. “Torma is just as confused as we are. He is conscious inside his mind… but he is not retreating out of Mindvoice for some reason. Even Torma cannot draw him out. That is why I sent for mother. She has drawn him out of something similar in the past. I only hope… I only hope she can do it again.”

“Your brother Yuriko!” Eurin gasped as her eyes went wide. “He…”

Yuriko looked at her. “What Divine One?”

“We saw it on the Netnews just before we arrived.” Sivana spoke softly knowing what Eurin was going to say. “He… he destroyed the clinic where the clones of Martin and Torma were. The reports said there… there was nothing left of the building.”

Yuriko nodded. “Father touched him then.” She said confidently. “Father said Andro would be the first to realize it and Andro would not have allowed anyone to examine the bodies once he discovered the truth.”

“Yuriko… your father and mother are Anomes.” Zaniai spoke now. “The Netnews… the reports say he… they say Andro…”

“He gave her Protrilene.” Sivana said softly. “To speed her death because her anome was gone.”
Yuriko nodded once more. “Yes I know Tenna.” She said. “Andro contacted me via Mindvoice using a Mark II booster as you were landing. Mother is on a STRIKER and will arrive here in five hours.” She said to the stunned looks of almost everyone.
“Yuriko… who else knows all this?” Atropos asked while the others looked at her in shock.

“Aside from those of us in this room and Andro… no one.” She replied. “He will more than likely tell Sadi if she does not know already. Like father he will keep nothing from his anome or his other mates. The Feravomir too. We did not speak for very long…”

“Does he know what is wrong with your father?” Ceuma asked.

“I gave him a short description… but I was not able to go into as great a detail as I was with all of you.” Yuriko answered. “When I told him mother was arriving he only nodded and said she was the one who would bring him out.”
“Yuriko… we must let everyone know!” Eurin said suddenly. “They must know your father lives!”

Yuriko came to her feet slowly. “No.” She stated plainly. “Androcles will agree with me on this Eurin. These attacks against our family… they were well planned and executed. The Kavalians had inside knowledge of our movements, our schedules, what we would do. They knew where our mother Dysea was, and with her Normya as well. No one outside of our family and the Durcunusaan had that information. And the Durcunusaan would never betray us. Not to mention that we do not know if what occurred on Hadaria is in some way tied together with these attempts. I believe they are in some manner and I think Andro does as well.” Yuriko shook her head as she moved to the glass next to Atropos and looked across the corridor at where her adopted mother was standing beside her father’s bed holding his hand tightly within both of hers. She finally turned her eyes to look at Atropos. “Father must remain dead for now. If only to give Andro the time he needs to find out who among our own people have helped the Kavalians, and to make sure that no Kavalians remain hidden, waiting to strike again. Next time they may very well succeed.”

“Aovi.” Atropos spoke softly.

“It will not look odd if mother does not return to Earth right away. She is the only Queen who is not dead, injured or out of touch.” Yuriko spoke turning back around. “The Netnews knows Andro will want to keep her safe until things return to some form of normalcy.”
“Then you believe that For'mya is…” Sivana spoke softly.

“I believe what my brother believes.” Yuriko said softly in a pained voice. “We can no longer feel her within Mindvoice Aunt Sivana. If… if she was alive we should be able to detect even the barest tremors of her aura within Mindvoice as we do with all our family no matter the distance. We cannot feel her… and that does not bode well.”

“Will she be able to help him Yuriko? Can she pull him out of this state he is in?” Eurin asked finally.

“She has done it before Divine One. She is the only one to have done this. Andro believes this as well.” Yuriko said. “All of you consider her to be the most powerful Healer in the Union and she is, but what you don’t realize is that behind only my father, my brother and my mother Aricia, she is perhaps the strongest Mindvoicer in our family. Certainly on a par with the Feravomir. Not many realize that. She has saved him before and that was before she was turned and had all the training and experience she does now.” 
Yuriko turned back to look at Anja through the glass. “She will save him again. She has too… for if she doesn’t, my brother will unleash a living hell upon the universe on his path to retribution for all the wrongs people have committed against our family. Nothing will stand in his path and he will not stop until our uncle lies at his feet for what he has done and the High Coven and the Kavalian Federation are nothing but vague memories floating on the wind. And believe me when I say that is something none of us want to experience, for if you believe my father has a temper...” Yuriko turned back and looked at them. “You have not experienced anger like I have felt coming from my brother these last hours. He is holding it in… controlling it now and Sadi is helping him. Father being alive has curbed that anger somewhat… but we do not want to see it come out Divine One. Ever.”
“Yuriko you must…” Eurin began to speak.

Yuriko’s eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “No Divine One… I will not control it! The Kavalians have attacked us personally! They have killed nearly a thousand of our people! They have helped to usurp my mother from her rightful place as Queen! If the Kavalians have killed our mothers… if they have killed our mothers then there is not a force in this universe that will stop my father and brother from making them pay! And there is not a Leonidas alive that will not stand with them! That is what you should fear Divine One. That is what you should fear and pray does not happen.”
TALON OF JUSTICE

THE WILDS

NEAR THE CONSORTIUM BORDER

“Helm… position report!” Dutkne asked from his command chair as the last vestiges of their final jump passed and the stars became normal again as they looked out the two view windows at the front of the bridge of the TALON. 
“Six three nine four one point seven! Exactly as we plotted!” The man answered.

Dutkne got to his feet. “Then we are in The Wilds?” He stated softly.

“Yes sir! The Lycavorian Union border is 19.2 light years from our current location! The Kavalian border is 36.9 light years to starboard, and The Consortium is 64.1 light years to our port!”

“How… how do you know that?” Devra gasped from where she stood.

Devra stood with Nirilo and his sisters off the left side of where Dutkne stood in the right center of the bridge. Wayonn stood slightly behind Dutkne to his right next to Drey and Caia. The last few hours had been quite eye opening for Devra and she was still trying to catch up with everything that was happening. Just a week ago she would never have imagined she would be aboard a Lycavorian ship in an area of space that no Vanari had ever been to before. She had to say; the professionalism showed by the men and women on Dutkne’s ship was somewhat of a surprise to her. They had treated her and Arduri and Naesta with the utmost respect and honor, something that her former husband and others on the Board of Regents said they did not possess or display. Even Naesta, who was more militant towards the Lycavorians because of her father Coren’s influence, was much more subdued by what she saw. Naesta had spent more time with Coren than Nirilo, Caliria or Arduri while she grew. It was only after she became a member of the military and a Vanari Commando that her ideals had begun to change. The Vanari military had a much higher level of respect for the Lycavorians and what they had accomplished as well as what they could do. Those teachings had affected Naesta and now they were beginning to come out.
Dutkne looked at her. “Grandfather was given the charts of this area of space some years ago. He has had a contact here feeding him information about the Union. It was Martin who gave him updated charts when they spoke last within Mindvoice. ”

Devra turned with wide eyes to where Wayonn stood. “Wayonn is this true?” Her stunning green eyes narrowed as she saw the look on Wayonn’s face. “Wayonn… are you alright?”

Dutkne turned to look at his grandfather. “Grandfather?” He spoke in a worried voice as he moved up next to him. “Grandfather… what is it? Androcles? Martin?”

Wayonn reached out and grasped Dutkne's shoulder tightly and looked at him with a grim smile. “He is alive Dutkne.” He stammered as Drey and Caia also came up next to him. “Martin is alive.”

“You are sure grandfather?” Caia spoke her voice filled with renewed hope as she moved up next to him to provide him the support of her body if he needed it.

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. He has… he is deep within Mindvoice Dutkne and there is some sort of shield he has risen. I’ve never seen or felt anything like it. It’s so powerful I could not sense him until we entered the system. I doubt… I doubt I would have detected it if I had not been actively searching. It is almost as if he is in one of the…” Wayonn’s eyes grew slightly wider. “Oh Martin my boy…” He exclaimed softly. “Oh that… I would never have thought you could do that.”
Dutkne shook his head slowly looking at him. “I feel nothing grandfather.” He said. “I can feel nothing but…”
Wayonn looked at him. “Reach out boy. Your shields Dutkne… bring them to my level.” He stated. “We are close enough now for you to feel Androcles at least. I am more attuned to Martin because I have already touched him and I can sense Canth’s imprint as well as Helen’s on him. Follow what I taught you and you will feel him. He is not as angry now… he’s more focused… but still burning brightly with emotion.”
“You can… you can feel them… even from here?” Arduri asked in surprise. “How can you do this?”
Caia looked at her. “It is possible for those with powerful strands of Pralor blood to sense one another across great distances within Mindvoice Arduri Re Mydala.” She explained to all of them. “It is stronger between family members with the same blood, just as it is for Lycavorians. When you combine the two… yes… it’s very possible for those with my grandfather and Dutkne’s advanced abilities within Mindvoice.”

Devra looked surprised and she glanced at Nirilo and then her daughters before turning back to Caia. “We… we did not know this ability of yours was so strong.”

Caia nodded. “The purer the blood… the stronger the individual. Martin Leonidas and his son are descended directly from Sumar and another of the six bloodlines… so not only is their Pralor blood purest of all… but their Lycavorian blood is the purest of any Lycavorian who lives today. They will no doubt be much stronger. My grandfather has said they have the ability to focus enough and bring their psychic abilities into physical manifestation. It is what Sumar was able to do… and King Resumar.” 

Dutkne closed his eyes and lowered his shields to the same level as his grandfather and his face grew semi tense as he felt the myriad of tremors within Mindvoice as he reached out tentatively. He let his grandfather lead him past the minor ones until he too saw the dozen plus burning points within Mindvoice and his forehead relaxed as he allowed the essence and resonance of the minds he felt to course over him. Three or four of those minds were easily as powerful if not more so than his own and his grandfather which stunned him as he realized for the first time that he and Wayonn were no longer the strongest Mindvoicers. He could also detect the lack of focused ability to shield from many of them, and while that may have been sufficient against those they had faced up until now, it would not do against some of the more powerful Mindvoicers within the Protectorate. Without thinking Dutkne began to run through the skills he could teach Androcles and the others in regards to this. “Grandfather… there are… so many.”

Wayonn nodded his head slowly and drew on Dutkne's own powerful presence within the tremors of Mindvoice to steady and focus himself as well. “Yes… Aricia, Sadi and Helen are three of them. The others… we are still too far away for me to determine who they are for I have never felt them before. More than likely their Bonded Ones and their other mates if I had to guess.”
Dutkne opened his eyes and looked at Wayonn. [Should we tell them grandfather? About their Bonded Ones I mean?]
Wayonn shook his head slightly. [No. Nirilo knows and that is enough for now. They will discover it soon enough. I may trust them to a great extent… but I do not wish to reveal too much too soon. It protects them as well as us.]
[Why?]

[I have told you what type of man Martin is Dutkne. Androcles is very similar. They will need to make their own impression and decisions. I have no doubts they will get the help they need to find Caliria but…] Wayonn spoke confidently. [How Devra and her daughters act will play a large role in that. We need the Vanari on our side… but I will not dismiss my people or our history because of them.]

Dutkne nodded. [Neither will I.]

Wayonn smiled slowly. [You are beginning to feel it aren’t you? The closer we get the stronger it will become you know.]

[I may feel it grandfather, but that does not mean I have to accept it.] Dutkne said with a shake of his head.

Wayonn smiled and squeezed his shoulder. [We are strangers in a strange land Dutkne. They know this area of space and the species in it. We will need to tread very carefully while we are here grandson.] Wayonn said. [I am fine. Feeling Martin once more was abrupt. I am not as used to his aura as I am yours.] Wayonn squeezed his shoulder once more. “I am fine.” He stated out loud this time. He turned to Devra then. “Do you have an idea where the Syndicate ship has gone Devra?”
Devra looked at Nirilo and her daughters and then turned back to him. “No.” She stated sheepishly.

Naesta took a deep breath. “I did not factor in the time variable and the corresponding quotients.” She admitted. “The trail we were following would not have been the correct one once we jumped here.”

“I will not give up looking for her!” Devra snapped firmly. “I don’t care where we are! Give us the updated charts that you have of this area of space and we will make our own way Wayonn.”

Wayonn shook his head. “Coreward of the Perseus Arm is unlike anything you have ever experienced Devra. And many of the races here make the Orionis Syndicate appear as children when it comes to violence and their treatment of others. Trust me on this… I have visited this area of space several times through the years. We need help.”

“We can take care of ourselves.” Arduri stated confidently.

Dutkne turned to face her now. “No one doubts your skill Arduri Re Mydala. Or yours Naesta.” He stated. “You have come here with us and for me to just let you go off on your own is not only stupid… but tactically unsound for any number of reasons.”

Nirilo nodded. “He’s right mother.” He said. “Father will discover where you have gone eventually and if something happens to you or my sisters while you are with us he will blame the Protectorate. He may even send a force here looking for you.”

Devra met his eyes for a long moment and then finally nodded. “What… what do you propose Wayonn?”

Wayonn stepped forward. “Come with us.” He said. “You will find that the Lycavorian Union has an exceptionally foul disposition towards slavery of any kind Devra. They always have and it only grew more intense when Martin reclaimed the throne of his grandfather. Two of his mates are elves and there are many who consider female elves great prizes. For some of the same reasons as Vanari females.”

“They learned this distaste from the millennia under the thumb of the Coven didn’t they Wayonn?” She said softly.

Wayonn nodded. “Yes. If it is help you need Devra… help you will find with them. They will not turn you away.”

“Dutkne!” The woman barked from her station turning in her chair. “We’re picking up an open transmission from within Lycavorian Union space! One of their Netnews channels! You and Wayonn need to see this!”

Dutkne looked at Wayonn who nodded. He turned to the female. “Put it up on the main holomonitor!” He ordered. “What is it?”

“Some sort of news transmission.” She answered.

“Let’s see it.” Dutkne said.

The main monitor on the right shifted its view to that of a single story structure. They could see hundreds of men, women and children milling about as darkness began to fall on wherever this was being transmitted from.

“Where is this from?” Wayonn asked quickly.

“The origin of the signal is Sparta on Earth.” She replied quickly. “It’s being bounced between repeater beacons but if I have the time distortion right it took place only a few hours ago.”
“…was the scene at the Western Medical Clinic near the Royal Estate Villa only a few moments ago.” The female voice spoke in the background. “Hundreds have gathered here where General Simpson brought the bodies of the King and Torma. As you can see below us, there is an active and very heavy Durcunusaan presence around the entire facility as the Crown Prince landed only moments ago on Elynth. He spoke briefly…”

Devra moved up next to Wayonn. “Durcunusaan?” She asked him softly. 

Wayonn nodded to her. “Wolves of the Blood in our ancient language. The Lycavorian Spartan Hippies Selda is part of their ranks. The Royal Guard.” He told her. “Those with the purest Lycavorian blood within the Union as they measure it; combined with the strongest of the turned species. Elves. Human. Of all the Union forces they are the most well trained and led and they are who you do not want angry at you. For any reason. If what I saw in Martin’s mind is accurate there are even many vampires in their ranks.”

“Vampires?” Arduri asked quickly. “I thought… I thought your people hated vampires. Of any kind.”

Wayonn shook his head. “Many millions of former High Coven citizens deserted them over the years. They were accepted into the Union as friends and allies and are trusted. They have built homes and futures where before they had none within the Coven. There have been many interspecies marriages between Lycavorian wolf and vampire through the years as well. One of Martin’s five wives and mates is a pureblood vampire named Isabella. His first born son Androcles’s second mate is a pureblood vampire. They are much more accepting of others than their ancestors and this has made them stronger through the years.”

“Five?” Devra asked softly.

Wayonn nodded. “Martin has five mates; his son Androcles three when I last touched Martin.”

“Are they not satisfied with just one?” Arduri quipped.

Wayonn looked at her. “They would be if that is what destiny dictated they have Arduri Re Mydala. Martin and his mates have been together for over twenty-five years and their love for each other as well as Martin is famous within the Lycavorian Union.”

“Each other?” Naesta asked as she moved up beside her sister. “His wives… they…?”

Wayonn nodded his head. “They love and share each other without question. Just as they do Martin. They are bound to each other in ways it is hard even for me to understand. Androcles and his new mates as well. Do not judge them by the number of mates they have Arduri, for it is not the norm among our people. For Martin and his sons and some of those close to him it is preordained though.”

“I just don’t see how they could truly love more than one woman.” Arduri said her voice neutral.

Wayonn smiled at her. “They can… and they do. Intensely.” He stated turning back to the monitor to watch.

“…been roughly six hours since the attacks began and those of us here in Sparta are still trying to come to terms with what has happened. For many of us who are younger, King Leonidas is the only King we have ever known. We have grown with him since his return to our people. We have lived his life with him. I dare say he has surpassed even the popularity of his father’s memory, a man who is revered across the entire Union for his sacrifice and for being the catalyst that finally forged the Union into what it is today. We have watched the birth of all his children with his beloved wives and mates and many of the men and women you see around me arrived here crying. They have come here to say their goodbyes to a King that was perhaps the most approachable leader in history, of any society. We all remember his walks among the streets of Sparta with Queen Dysea or Queen Aricia. Playing with children in the street or simply shopping with the Feravomir. We remember the few times he and Queen Anja were caught arguing in public about one thing or another as cherished mates will always do, and how it always seemed that she won the arguments handily and we would laugh as our King bowed to her will. We remember the times he would chase his children through the streets of Sparta in wolf form, giving the Durcunusaan fits as they tried to protect him. We remember all these things and now we must say goodbye to a King who has been taken from us far too soon. We…”
They watched the picture shift quickly back to the building and they paid rapt attention.

“…don’t know!” The female voice echoed as she was talking to someone out of their picture. “Something is happening at the clinic! The Durcunusaan are running away from the building! We can not hear what is being yelled, but General Simpson is waving his arms frantically. I am only a Tier Four yet… yet I can feel the incredible power within Mindvoice building! I have never felt anything like it… it SON VADA CARIANS!”
Wayonn and the others on Dutkne’s ship stood frozen in their spots as the scene shifted to the single story building again just as nearly the entire roof of the structure blew outwards and they watched the massive monstrosity rise from the flaming pyre below with huge flaps of a dozen meters long wingspan. Wrapped in some kind of gleaming armor they could only watch in awe as the armored leviathan stopped in mid air above the structure and began to direct a stream of flame tinged superheated breath back into the facility below. They watched as the armored shape of the man lifted his hands and as the focus shifted they could see two glowing azure blue eyes as two glimmering silver balls of incredible psychic power formed and then he sent them hurtling back earthward to smash into the building below. The explosion that followed was devastating.

“By the Grace of the Four Prophets!” Devra gasped as she watched, moving closer to the main monitor.

“…vada carians! Crown Prince Androcles has just destroyed the clinic holding the remains of his father and Torma!” The female voice shouted. “He used… he used huge Mindvoice balls of power to obliterate the entire structure while it still burns from his Bonded Sister’s flame stream! Nothing… nothing could survive that!”  

The transmission stopped abruptly and Dutkne turned to her with wide eyes. “Chief!” He barked.
She was trying to adjust her consoles but shook her head. “It’s gone!” She announced. “It was an old transmission Dutkne! Bouncing between different repeater stations! I…”

Dutkne turned to Wayonn. “Grandfather! They said Androcles destroyed the remains of his father! They are speaking as if he is dead!”

Wayonn shook his head. “I don’t know what is going on Dutkne!” He spoke quickly. “I can feel him! He is not dead! You felt it yourself! I swear to you!”
Devra looked at Arduri and Naesta as they stepped up to her. “What was that?” Arduri gasped looking at Wayonn. “What manner of beast was that? It breathed… it shot fire from its mouth! What… what did he throw from his hands? Who was that?”

Dutkne stepped up to his grandfather ignoring Arduri's questions. “Grandfather?” He asked as Caia took his arm and looked at him.

Wayonn shook his head once more. “Martin Leonidas is not dead Dutkne.” He stated firmly.

“Then why do our people believe him to be?” Caia asked softly.

“I don’t know.” Wayonn answered. “Something must have happened since I touched him last and that is why his condition is such. Why I felt intense anger and hate from Androcles before we departed.”

“Answer my sister’s questions!” Naesta barked now.

Nirilo moved up next to Dutkne and Drey now. “Could what happened before be why you staggered earlier Wayonn?” He asked.

Wayonn looked at him and nodded. “It must be. I gave Martin some information in regards to his brother and plans against their family but I thought he had months before anything happened. My contact… Shiria… she told me she expected any sort of action was months away!” Wayonn turned to Dutkne. “Apparently it has already happened. We must make all haste to Earth Dutkne.”

Dutkne didn’t hesitate and turned to his crew. “Helm plot a course to Earth! Engage Trans-Quantum drive and increase speed to maximum! And spool up the Spatial Distorter! I don’t want anyone to know we are coming! At least not yet!”

Drey grabbed his arm. “Dutkne is that wise?” He asked. “The SD will render us invisible to their scanners, but once we enter Union space that could be taken for hostile action if we are seen by one of their ships.” Drey said.  
“Grandfather?” Dutkne said.

“He’s right.” Wayonn spoke. “How long until we reach the border?”

“Seven hours.” Dutkne answered.

“The closer we, get the stronger our connection will be with them.” Wayonn said. “When we reach the border we can attempt to contact Androcles or Helen and let them know we are coming.”

“Will they listen?” Dutkne asked.

“I hope so.” Wayonn replied.

“Excuse me!” Devra exclaimed loudly causing everyone to look at her. “Will someone explain to me what we just saw? What was that creature? And how was that man able to do that?”

RIZON FOUR

OUTER EDGE OF KAVALIAN SPACE

.07 LY FROM BORDER OF THE WILDS

She stepped from the large bedroom onto the balcony and gazed across the land beneath her dressed only in the light blue floor length robe. She was naked underneath and as she lifted the finely crafted mug to her lips and sipped the tea, the cool morning breeze felt good on her skin. This had been her home on and off for the last ten thousand five hundred and six years though she appeared to be no more than her late twenties or early thirties in age. Her skin was smooth and flawless in nature, deeply tanned and supple. Her flowing dark brown hair fell to the middle of her back, cascading around her face and accenting high cheekbones and full, soft lips. She let her dark eyes reach out across the landscape before her to the west, taking in the towering thousand foot waterfall that stretched across one side of her mountain retreat. Steam rose in the cool air from the waterfall as the sun began its lazy journey up into the sky. The edges of the waterfall stretched for six hundred meters on one side of her ancient palace and for a thousand meters on the other. Trying to scale the cliffs would be a suicide mission considering their height, the vegetation growth and the hundreds of creatures that lived along the precarious outcroppings. None of them were very friendly in the least and anyone who attempted to climb the cliffs would not survive. For ten twisting and turning kilometers in either direction the valley stretched with no portion of it less than a thousand meters across. Essentially, it was the perfect natural barricade to any kind of assault by men or machine, and she had defenses for any assault from the air. Any ground attack would need to come from the east, and she had defenses for that as well.

This mountain retreat had been here when she first arrived, nothing but animals and insects with her. She had been happy at first to escape the slaughter of her people, but soon she grew lonely and sought out others. It was the Kavalian people she discovered. So barbaric and cruel in their practices. She had convinced Keleru’s father before him, and then Keleru himself that she was some sort of Scribe Mother, hence the name they gave to her. 
Scribe Mother Demahra. 

She guided them in many endeavors over the years, offering advice and even some of the technology she had to maintain her intricate façade that she was something much more than just a female. Through the years however she had gathered many to her cause. A cause and path she had settled upon after witnessing the violent gang rape of a Kavalian female by six rutting males as a means of punishment. She had counseled Keleru’s father against allowing such a thing to take place but he ignored her. They had savaged the poor female because she had refused the attention of one, and while her father and brothers looked on as she cried out for them to help her, they had raped her repeatedly for her actions. When they were done her body and mind were destroyed and she had watched as the young woman’s father killed her in the street like some animal. 
She knew then what she had to do, and through the many centuries she had chosen her followers covertly and well. Many of those same individuals had taken part in the biogenic treatments started by Keleru and his cronies and scores of of them were now situated within the corridors of power. While they were not many in numbers, they were secreted away within the fabric of Kavalian society armed with knowledge as well as a few powerful surprises.

She knew the end game was approaching when Athani’Puat had come to her so many years ago. A young woman who wanted more than the life she was born into. The youngest daughter of the Prefect. She had prepared for years for this day, and the moment she was informed that Athani’Puat had defected and married the half elven son of Martin Leonidas she knew it was time. She knew who Martin was of course. She had known from the first moment she had sensed him come to Apo Prime. The pureness of his Pralor blood surpassed even her own and she was herself a pureblood Pralor. The pureness of his Lycavorian blood was without question, and when mingled together she doubted very much that anyone would supplant him. That mindset was only reinforced when she discovered who he had taken as his Lycavorian bride, and the pureness of her Pralor and Lycavorian bloodlines was also without equal. She knew there were other females who shared his life, and those he turned were exceptionally powerful in their own right because of him.

It was her that contacted Wayonn and helped him to set up the account in The Wilds. She knew of course who Pusintin was, and the blood he carried within his veins, and he was the reason she had helped Wayonn. When they saw what kind of man he was however, they knew he would not fulfill the destiny that both of them foresaw. It was the unborn son that eventually came to power, the child that everyone thought dead. It became apparent to her when Martin came back to his people that it was not going to be an easy feat to kill this man, and that gave her renewed purpose for what she hoped to accomplish. She felt him once more, as she had the last time they were together and she wondered what would have brought him out of his area of space so brazenly.

Those who followed her now, nearly five complete Prides numbering several million, they held different ideals that the Kavalians of old. They knew that in order to survive the future they had to change and adapt. The Nruarani Pride being the largest and most highly regarded. Maysi, the mother of the leader of Pride Nruarani and Pusintin’s own daughter Nikkei resided here with her now, and she had no intention of allowing harm to come to them. She had been schooling Nikkei almost everyday since she had arrived, allowing her to see what most Kavalian women knew instinctively. She had been protected most of her life because of who her parents were, and upon discovering what Demahra had told her, Nikkei and rapidly pulled her pure Kavalian female friends that much closer in an almost protective manner. She was the image of her mother in her natural beauty, and after learning what she had, Nikkei had grasped the fact that her mother now loved a man who treated her as she should be treated.


They called her Scribe Mother Demahra… yet her given name… her Pralor name was Shiria.


She turned from the flocks of birds that orbited the river below looking for food as she heard the soft whine of the door open and then close. She watched as the six legged metallic drone moved across the stone floor of her huge bedroom beside the lithe frame of the Kavalian female. This drone was one of nearly forty that she had taken from VORTEX Cruiser 341 when she left that ship buried in the mountains on Ritaah. They had helped her to rebuild this palace into what it was now. The one that skittered across the floor was her personal drone and the female was one of two sisters who knew who and what she really was. They were her most promising students and now her most experienced agents and they had proved their loyalty to her and the cause they had all fought for countless times in the past. Shiria trusted them with her life, and after so many years depending on no one but herself and her own wits, Shiria was so very happy she finally had those she could call friends. Ckaoa and Poysha’Miatt were as close to her as anyone had ever been in her nearly eleven thousand years of life, and to Shiria that meant more than anything else. Their father had given them to her some four hundred years ago as a gift to her position as Scribe Mother of the Kavalian people. He was a traditional Kavalian male, but he was one of only a few forward thinkers back then. He had given them to her as a means to save them from the life he knew they would have to endure. Ten years ago, he had been assassinated by members of the Puma Bane Pride for speaking out against Prefect Keleru and the course of the war with the High Coven. 

The biogenic treatments they had undergone had altered their appearance from when she had first seen them as young Kavalian females of six and seven years of age, but it had not altered their dedication and loyalty to her, especially since the death of their father, mother and many members of the Miatt Pride. Ckaoa’Miatt was the more cerebral of the two sisters while Poysha was one of the most skilled fighters Shiria had ever seen. They both were exquisitely beautiful for Kavalian females even before the biogenic treatments had removed all the hair from their bodies. Now they were downright breathtaking. They were as opposite as sisters could get, but the deaths of their parents and so many members of their Pride made them love each other that much more intensely. There was nothing that they would not do for each other.
The young woman bowed her head in reverence. “Good morning Scribe Mother.” She said softly with a touch of humor. “Forgive us for disturbing you.”
Shiria heard the small, half meter high drone emit several high pitch whistles and squeaks in its greeting to her and she chuckled. “Good morning to you as well Tantra One three.” Shiria answered. “What brings you and my sarcastic young aide Ckaoa here at this early hour?”

 “Forgive me… Shiria.” The young female spoke shyly. “I’m still somewhat tired.”
Shiria smiled and waved her hand. “You were up late last night with Nikkei going over the Scrolls of the Chief Elder Ckaoa. I want to know why you are awake so early now.”

“Tantra 13 did not want to disturb you initially Shiria so he came to me.” The young woman spoke.

“Did not want to disturb me in regards to what?” Shiria asked.

Ckaoa held out the data pad. “It appears as if Prefect Keleru and Marshall Pusintin have made their move against the Union. Poysha received this from an intercepted transmission to the Prefect’s nephew Kattu.”

Shiria took the pad and began reading, her eyes going wider as she read. She turned back to Ckaoa quickly. “This… this is why I felt him!” She gasped.

“Felt who Shiria?” Ckaoa asked.

“Wayonn!” She announced in a loud whisper. “He has returned Coreward of the Perseus Arm Ckaoa! I felt him very briefly only a short time ago and then his shields went back up!” She stated. “I was confused because he was not trying to touch me. This is why!”

“If those reports are accurate Shiria then it would explain why he is here.” Ckaoa spoke. “If they have succeeded in killing…”

Shiria lifted her hand dismissively. “Pusintin and Keleru’Puat could not kill Martin Leonidas if he himself loaded the weapon for them and then stood like a mountain right before their eyes!” She barked.

“Poysha says it was shown live all over the Union Netnews Shiria! The Federation run Information Bureau is beginning to run it as well.” Ckaoa said. “Tantra 13 tapped into the open military channels and confirmed this.”

Shiria shook her head. “No!” She stated. “I refuse to believe they were able to kill him! Wayonn has told me he has too much of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar in him to be caught off guard by idiots like Pusintin and Keleru! Something else entirely is going on!”

“Can you feel him now Shiria?” Ckaoa asked.

Shiria shook her head. “No… and I have never tried. I gave my word to Wayonn I would not. If I lowered my shields enough to touch him… even fleetingly… Wayonn said he would detect me instantly.”
“He is that powerful?” Ckaoa asked.

Shiria nodded. “He is the descendant of Sumar Ckaoa. As is his son. You and Poysha are the only ones I have allowed to know this. To know all that I know. It is… it is because you lost everything just as I did. That is why I did this.”

Ckaoa moved closer to her. “We have known why for some time Shiria.” She stated softly. “We do not need to dredge up painful memories now.”

“There were none stronger than Sumar and Xaxon Ckaoa… my own teachings to you and Poysha explained this. It is why the Council of Elder Pralors allowed Sumar to try and redeem his brother in the fashion they did, with the City Ship Mission. Wayonn is right in that regard… Martin Leonidas would have detected me almost immediately. When he did… he would have tossed caution to the wind to try and retrieve me, rescue me and keep me safe. His damnable honor would have made him do this.” Shiria smiled and shook her head. “There are days when I curse Dustha for choosing the Spartan people to be the ones to bring the Ten Thousand to. And then there are days I bless her every action. She may not have Pralor blood in her, but she has the essence of Canth and it is just the same. If Martin were to have discovered I live, he would have invaded Kavalian space to come and get me and it would have caused a war much sooner than we anticipated.”

Ckaoa shook her head. “War may already be upon us Shiria. Poysha said there were more reports coming in. She spoke of attacks in The Wilds on Drow outposts. An attack against a planet called Kranek that apparently held the first elven Queen Dysea.” Ckaoa said. “She was moving very carefully… but she said she would have more for us this evening. And there is more.” Ckaoa said.

Shiria looked at her. “What else could there be?” She gasped. “This… this tells me that Keleru and Pusintin have put their plan into action. Whatever that plan is! And we did not see it coming! He is obviously more devious than I gave him credit for all these years.”

“Tantra 13 has lost the homing signal he was monitoring for you Shiria… the one from VORTEX Cruiser 341.” She spoke.
Shiria looked at the drone quickly. “Lost? What do you mean lost?”

“The signal was lost twenty-eight minutes ago.” Ckaoa told her. “We checked to make sure our receiver was operating and it is. When he came to me I immediately ran a diagnostic of all the ship’s systems and I discovered they were all active!”
“Active?” Shiria asked stepping closer to her.

“For the last week.” She said with a nod.
“A week!” Shiria exclaimed. “Why didn’t the security protocols activate? Why didn’t you come to us with this sooner Tantra 13?”

The drone bounced up and down on its legs and the room filled with more whistles and beeps. Shiria gasped. 

“341 told you not to!” She called out. “You have been in touch with 341? When? For what purpose? I forbade you to contact him.”

The drone continued to beep and whistle and Ckaoa looked even more confused. She turned to Shiria. “Protocol Nine One?” She asked seeing Shiria's eyes grow even wider. “What is Protocol Nine One?” Shiria turned away quickly deep in thought and Ckaoa drew closer to her. “Shiria?”
Shiria turned back around and met her eyes. “Protocol Nine One was… it is only to be used if someone of sufficient Etheric abilities and bloodline enters the ship.”

“Bloodline?” Ckaoa asked.

“Before I left Ritaah… I programmed Avatar 341 to not allow activation of the ship’s systems unless someone of Sumar’s bloodline or I entered. It is similar to what Sumar himself did before they sealed City Ship 41 according to Wayonn. Only… only someone of Sumar’s bloodline could activate VORTEX Cruiser 341 Ckaoa. The Avatar would never have responded to anyone else!” Shiria told her trusted aide.

Tantra 13 beeped and whistled more and she turned to face him. “Tantra 13… are you certain?”

Confirming beeps and whistles followed.

“Shiria?” Ckaoa asked.

“It appears as if the Avatar 341 took it upon himself to act. Somehow he detected that a descendant was coming and he took it upon himself to work around the security protocols he is programmed with.’ Shiria stated.

“Worked around?”

Shiria nodded. “There are Kavalian rebels on Ritaah Ckaoa.”

“Yes we knew that.” Ckaoa answered. “Keleru’s oldest child. The son he tossed aside and the band he leads.”
“Well apparently… Avatar 341 discovered someone of sufficient Etheric abilities within that group of rebels. He used her to activate small portions of VORTEX Cruiser’s core systems. Enough to allow him to contact the descendant through another avatar as they approached.”

“Another Avatar?” Ckaoa gasped.

Shiria nodded. “It must be Avatar 41… from Sumar’s ship! It makes sense now!” She exclaimed with wide eyes. “When Martin Leonidas discovered that ship on Lycavore he must have activated Avatar 41 when he entered. That would explain how he was able to move it so easily and quickly back to Earth!” 

“What does that mean?” Ckaoa asked. “Are you saying someone with the blood of Leonidas is on VORTEX Cruiser 341?”
Shiria looked at her and nodded. “Yes. It means that one or more of Martin Leonidas’s children… perhaps Martin himself… is on VORTEX Cruiser 341 and the Avatar will no longer accept my orders. By his very programming he will follow the commands of the senior Pralor.” Shiria answered. “Somehow he discovered the ship existed!”

“But… you would be senior to any descendant of Sumar! Wouldn’t you?” Ckaoa asked surprised.

Shiria shook her head. “When I left I was only an acolyte Ckaoa. Any descendant of Sumar would immediately trump my authority in 341’s programming.” She replied. 

More beeps and whistles sounded from Tantra 13.

“Breached?” Shiria asked quickly. “Who could breach it? There are only three of us who know it even exists!”

“There has been unusual activity in the region over the last few weeks and Marshall Pusintin just deployed a Squadron of Destroyers to that sector.” Ckaoa told her quickly. “That information came in just last night from Poysha as well. A different contact that she has within the military. Contact was lost with a Kavalian Science Ship not far from Ritaah some twelve days ago as they moved to investigate a strange explosion, and it seems the Marshall is finally getting around to checking it. Perhaps it is they who have discovered and breached the ship now.”

Shiria looked at her. “After two weeks?” She spat. “That is not like Pusintin.”
“I found this odd as well.” Ckaoa told her. “Perhaps if you are correct… perhaps he has been focused on whatever plan they are currently conducting.”
“Do you still have contact with 341 Tantra 13?’ Shiria asked the drone.

The drone bounced on its legs as more whistles and beeps followed while Ckaoa and Shiria gazed at him. Shiria’s eyes narrowed when he finished. “The other Avatars have been activated?” She spoke. “But why?”
Tantra went on another barrage of beeps and whistles for a good twenty seconds before he stopped.

“The Elder Mystics preserve us!” She gasped.

Ckaoa looked at her with that same confused expression. “They came to destroy it?” She spoke.

Shiria nodded her head slowly. “And now someone is attempting to stop them or steal whatever knowledge they can from its data cores! It is the only reason all the Avatars would be activated at once. Security Protocol dictated that only one Avatar would be active at any one time. If the other three are now active it could only mean that someone else is on that ship with them.”
“How would they have…?” Ckaoa began to ask.

Tantra 13 beeped more and Shiria’s eyes grew wider still. “According to the data he has exchanged with 341 in the last week, it appears as if it was a joint mission with the High Coven. I… I can’t believe he would have trusted her.” Shiria said as the listened to the drone’s series of whistles and beeps. “The Coven attacked them as they were landing but they fought them off. It seems they did not leave however. It must be them! No Kavalian science team would have the knowledge to breach the ship!”

“The High Coven?” Ckaoa asked. “But only Empress Aikiro would have such knowledge wouldn’t she? And she is dead!”

“Yes… which means Xaxon’s vile presence has somehow overpowered her daughter Yuri and given information to these Coven troops on what to look for and how to breach the hull when they find it.” Shiria said as she turned and moved back to her balcony but remained just inside the door as she stared out over the terrain far below. She finally spoke after a long moment. “Ckaoa… how long would it take for us to reach Ritaah from here if we took my ship?”
“Your ship?” Ckaoa asked in shock. “Shiria… you haven’t used your ship in over three hundred years. And they almost caught you the last time when you went to meet with Wayonn in The Wilds!”
Shiria turned to look at her. “That was because I tried to plot the course myself and you were not with me. One of Pride Nruarani’s ships perhaps?”

Ckaoa shook her head quickly. “It would take a full twenty-four hours at least, even on one of their new fast destroyers. Probably two since every Federation ship would be looking for them now and a direct course is out of the question. Keleru no doubt knows that it was Pride Nruarani that took Nikkei and they will be looking for them.”

“My ship it is then.” Shiria said.

“Shiria… this is a great risk!” Ckaoa spoke. “As advanced as your ship is… if it is captured or tracked it will…”
“And if the High Coven or Keleru gets their hands on even a small part of VORTEX Cruiser 341’s advanced technology, it could change the face of the universe. Martin Leonidas knows that and that is why he risks discovery to destroy it! We must take risks as well. The High Coven or Keleru would not use this technology for peaceful means as the Union has… you know that Ckaoa.” Shiria said. “It could very well bring them here that much quicker! My ship will mean little then!”

Ckaoa paused for only a moment for she knew who Shiria meant. “I will prepare the ship. We can depart in ten minutes.” She stated softly.

“Have Maysi choose six of Pride Nruarani’s finest to accompany us with Nikkei.” Shiria said.

Ckaoa looked at her. “Nikkei? Why?”

Shiria smiled. “I have studied all the information Wayonn has passed to me about Martin Leonidas and his family. I have studied it extensively. Unless I miss my guess… the only one of his sons that he would trust or that would have enough experience in this sort of mission behind Androcles, is Resumar. And if it is Resumar Leonidas… then Athani will be with him as well. He would not leave her behind.”

“She would return to Kavalian space! Knowing the danger that act posed to her?” Ckaoa gasped in surprise.

Shiria nodded. “Athani is many things Ckaoa… timid is not one of them. You should know that. She spent too much time with us to cower before anything. She left us to find love and a future and she has found it with Resumar Leonidas! She will never allow that to slip from her fingers now. Not even if it means returning to Kavalian space knowing there is a death sentence on her head.”

Ckaoa nodded her head after a moment. “I will see to it. I will meet you in the launch bay in ten minutes.”

“How long?” Shiria asked turning to meet her gaze. “We must leave quickly Ckaoa. I feel… I feel our place is with them now. The balance is shifting and we need to be with them to insure it maintains some semblance of order.”
Ckaoa shrugged her shoulders. “A single Phased Quantum Fusion Jump plotted precisely will put us there in less than thirty minutes.” She said easily. “We’ll cross through a portion of The Wilds and what used to be Consortium Space before Keleru annexed it, but we will remain out of the main Kavalian travel corridors for the most part.”

Shiria nodded. “Quickly Ckaoa.” She said.

RITAAH
VORTEX CRUISER 341


Dario ducked back behind the edge of the corridor as rounds from High Coven weapons ricocheted by his head and began reloading his P190. His eyes fell on Channa as she lay on the deck in front of him, her own hands filled with two K12 KMs as she was ripping shots down the corridor.


Dario tapped his jaw and activated his implant. “Res… we got big problems here cousin! The High Coven has come to visit!”


“It’s worst than that!” Resumar’s voice filled both of their implants. Dario’s eyes dropped to Channa as Resumar continued. “Somehow they have activated the other four Avatars Dario! Avi and 341 believe they are here to steal one or all of them!”


“So what?” Dario barked as he reached out and stuck the barrel of his 190 around the corner and let loose a long burst. “We have 341!”

“The other four avatars were connected to 341!” Resumar’s voice snapped. “They’ll know everything he does! About everything! Including this ship and everything we have talked about!”


“Sibfla!” Dario snapped.


“Mican is moving down an adjoining corridor parallel to your position!” Resumar’s voice echoed. “I’m moving up behind you and Channa!”


“The corridor here is too small for Sorran or Mirra to maneuver!” Dario exclaimed as Channa reached around and fired once more. 


“I’ve sent Cemath to their entry point! They won’t be going out the way they came in!” Resumar declared. “There are only two ways out of that section of the ship now! We’ll have both of them covered in seconds!”


“What about the avatars?” Channa screamed out after tapping her own implant. She Mican and all the other rebels had been very excited to get the advanced COM implants and use them. They had them implanted within the first two days for the ease of communication with everyone and it also showed them that Resumar Leonidas was very serious about what he said. “Do we destroy them too Resumar?”


Avatar 341’s deep mechanical voice broke into their implants now.


-The other Avatars must not be allowed to leave the ship Channa- His voice spoke. –The followers of Xaxon must not gain the knowledge we possess-


“341… considering your size and the material used to build you… how exactly do we stop the other avatars?” Dario snapped.


-Your projectile weapons will not suffice to penetrate the outer shells of our bodies Dario. You must take very careful aim and shoot them through the eye sockets. This will be sufficient to fully penetrate the core motor functions in our processors and cause them to cease operation- 341 answered.


“That’s the only way?” Dario barked.

-Affirmative-


Dario looked at Channa. “Shoot them through the eye!” He barked. “No problem! And I’m sure they will just let us shoot them in the nubous eye!”

“It could be worse!” Channa announced as she ducked back behind the corner just as a fusillade of weapons fire impacted the wall where her head had been milliseconds before. She looked up at Dario with a brilliant smile and beautiful blue eyes.


“Yeah? How’s that?” Dario snapped back at her.


“You might not have had me here watching over you if you hadn’t decided to finally assault me while I was studying with Mirra!” She yelled over the sound of weapons.


“I did not assault you!” Dario screamed.


“What do you call it?” Channa quipped back.


“Making my intentions known!”


“By sticking your tongue down my throat?” Channa gasped.


“It worked didn’t it?” He snarled back with a grin. “Can we just kill these fools and get back home please! I would like to introduce my new mate to my mother while I am still alive!”

He lifted his left arm and called forth his Shi Viska. Channa watched in some amazement as the gleaming shield appeared almost magically and she could hear the unnatural hum as if it was alive. Sorran! Our shields my brother!

Mirra! Channa called out as well within Mindvoice.


It took only a second for both of them to watch as the light blue psychic shields activated and engulfed their bodies. Channa scrambled to her feet and fell in next to Dario as she finished reloading.


“Ready?” He barked out.


Channa nodded. “Ready!”


“Here we go!” He screamed just before bringing his Shi Viska up in front of them as a shield and sprint walking down the corridor with Channa crouched low behind his taller and wider body, her hands holding the two K12s on either side of them as she sent projectile rounds sizzling down the corridor at an alarming rate.


The High Coven sergeant swore as he worked on the inert figure of one of the Avatars. Weapons fire was still as intense as it was since the first Lycavorian arrived several minutes ago and he was working as fast as his vampire speed allowed. He turned as the senior officer left alive blurred into the room.

“How much longer?” He hissed the question.


“I don’t know xsa ol! This is the last one and it seems to have more data than the others, but it also is downloading slower!” The sergeant barked. “I’ve never done this before and I’m only following the instructions given to us by the Empress!” (Damn it!)

“What were they?” The officer barked.


“To plug the data pad in, initiate the signal and wait for the download to finish!” The man snarled back. “They never said how long it would take for each one! And they didn’t say we’d be under fire while I was doing it! This is a delicate operation! These are the most advanced pieces of machinery I have ever seen and we were supposed to have killed all the vithin Lycavorians by now!!”


“We can’t hold them forever!” The officer complained as he reloaded his assault rifle. “The extraction ship is already inbound! We’ll only get one shot at this!”

“I can turn the other three back on!” The sergeant offered. “Their secure data cores have been breached and the Empress said they will go into defensive mode. They should attack anything that it deems a threat!”


“That means us too!” The officer shouted.


The sergeant shook his head quickly. “The Empress said the download also included a small program that would be uploaded at the same time that marks us as friendly. It’s why the other three didn’t attack us when we unhooked them from the main core! It will still be active! Turn them back on and let them go!”


“Are you sure?” The officer screamed.


“No… I’m not fucking sure! It may just buy us the extra time we need though! These things can’t be killed by regular weapons! And they might be able to clear us a path out of here!” The sergeant barked.


“Shu! Xun ol!” The officer barked. (Shit! Do it!)

The coven sergeant turned and took a small console from the floor, his fingers dancing across the control pad. They heard several beeps and turned as the near seven foot avatars sat up instantly.


-Systems Core Security Breach! Activating defensive monitoring-


-Multiple targets confirmed-


-Engaging protection mode-

-Eliminate infiltrating lifeforms-

The officer and sergeant watched as the three avatars got to their feet, split up and exited the alcove room on either side.

“I told you!” The sergeant barked. “Now let me finish!”

Avatar 341’s head came up so abruptly that Athani turned to look at him from where she stood between the two huge cyborg avatars from different ships.


“341?” She asked quickly. “341… what is wrong?”


-Someone has activated the defensive protocols of three of my fellow avatars-


Athani’s eyes grew wider. “What? What does that mean?” She demanded.


341 moved to a different console. –It means they will eliminate anything they perceive to be a threat. By any means possible-


“Well… well shut them down!” She snapped loudly.


-I am trying Athani Little One- He answered instantly. –An evasive program has been introduced into their Quantum Neural Processor nodes- He dropped his hands and looked at her. –I am unable to override it but I have slowed the download of the last avatar-
Athani reached up and tapped her jaw. “Resumar! Resumar three of those avatars have been turned loose in full defensive mode!” She hissed. “341 says it is some sort of evasive program! He can’t shut them down from here!”

“And? So?” Resumar’s voice filled the large bridge area.

-They will target anyone they have been programmed to perceive as a threat Resumar Leonidas- 341 spoke out loud. –I hypothesize that would not include the High Coven personnel currently infecting VORTEX Cruiser 341-
“Nubou! That’s just nubous wonderful!” Resumar’s voice declared. “Any other good news I ought to know 341?”

-There is no alternative now Resumar Leonidas. You must destroy the avatars in the manner I described-

“Avi?” Athani turned to look at him.

-341’s logic is accurate Resumar- Avi answered. –There is no longer an option to save them. This program is of a coalescing nature. It will continue to infect the Quantum nodes of the avatar processors until the entire network is destroyed-

“341?” Resumar spoke. “Will you be infected?”
-There is a possibility of feedback Resumar Leonidas- 341 answered.

“Then disconnect yourself from the network!” Resumar ordered. “Both of you Avi! Take yourselves out of the network until we have destroyed them!”
-Resumar Leonidas… if we do that we will be unable to provide you and Mican’s team vital information except for our internal sensors. Even at maximum output our internal sensors can not cover all of VORTEX Cruiser 341- Avi replied. –Essentially you will be half blind-

“Screw it!” Resumar snapped loudly through the bridge COM. “Losing even one of you is not worth the risk Avi! Disconnect yourselves now and feed us whatever information you can via your internal sensors! Aryschanne… once they are disconnected… take them and get down to the deck where the Kavalian rebels are. Keep them from leaving the area! I don’t want to risk their children being injured!”
“On our way!” Athani replied. 
“Mican?” Resumar barked out.

“Na’lia has begun gathering the children and older ones into several rooms and forming a defensive perimeter!” Mican’s voice answered. “Thank you Resumar.”

“Thank me when we get the hell off this rock!” Resumar answered. “Mican… shift your team to Dario’s position! We’re going to come down the opposite corridor and move in behind them!”

“As you order. Athani?” Athani’s head came up from where she was pulling data pads from slots. “Insure… insure my family is safe sister. And that includes you. I do not wish to lose you so soon after discovering you.”

Athani felt concern and warmth spread through her at his words. Her brother. A brother she never knew she had until coming here. “And I don’t wish to lose my brother either.” She answered. “We will be fine.” Athani turned as Avi and 341 unhooked several cables from their arms and shut down their two consoles. “We’re moving now!”

341 moved to the door first and after scanning the immediate area with his internal sensors he turned back to Athani.

-This way-  


Their combined shield was strong enough to deflect and rounds thrown at them as they advanced behind Dario's Shi Viska. Both of them could feel Sorran and Mirra concentrating intently on them from the deck below them which was much larger and wider, allowing them to move along unimpeded. So unimpeded in fact that they both walked right through an area of VORTEX Cruiser 341 that did not allow for Mindvoice communication. It did not shut down their body shields, but it kept Sorran and Mirra from realizing that four High Coven soldiers burst from an open doorway under full blur and slammed into Dario and Channa at full speed.

The collision separated them completely with one High Coven soldier picking Channa up and continuing into another large room and two lodging Dario between them as they blurred into the same room. All the Coven troops came to abrupt halts while releasing Dario and Channa, who continue to fly through the air. Dario smashed into a half dozen piled metal crates and flipped over the top disappearing behind them with a loud grunt of pain.


Channa slammed full force into the far wall and only a flick of her long tail kept her from crushing her skull by turning her body in midair. She fell to the floor dazed as she staggered on her knees and shook her head to chase away the fuzziness.

“Kavalian whore!” The voice roared.

Channa looked up just in time to catch the full brunt of the punch to her face. The blow impacted against her jaw and sent her head snapping around to smash into the wall causing stars to fill her eyes. She gasped at the pain but maintained enough sense to reach down with her tail and snatch the small blade she always kept secured in her boot top. The Coven soldier pulled back his hand to hit her again, fury stretched across his face, but leaving himself exposed from the neck up. This is where Channa struck. She had endured far more pain at the hands of her own people to allow this fool vampire to best her. She had survived and found more than she ever hoped for in a future that had yet to be written with Mirra and Dario. This fueled her and caused her mind to clear instantly and the knife flashed up at unbelievable speed. The Coven troop stopped in his tracks as the blade whistled through the space between them held only by her tail and opened his neck to the air as it sliced through muscle and arteries. As he gagged on his own blood flooding his mouth he staggered back grabbing for his neck as blood erupted from the mortal wound in powerful squirts.

The second Kavalian trooper was more experienced and he didn’t hesitate. He snapped out with vampire speed and caught her tail before she could bring it whipping back around. Using his abnormal strength he heaved Channa off the floor with a cry of pain and surprise and whirled her around to slam violently into the wall once more. The impact knocked the knife from her tail and caused her to cry out as several ribs broke. He didn’t pause and dropped on top of her and began pummeling her with his fists.

“Whore!” He screamed. “I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you.” So intent upon his rant he did not hear the savage animal like snarl or the cries of his fellow Coven soldiers from the other side of the room. “Bitch! You Kavalian bitch!”

Channa attempted to block as many blows as she could, but the impact against the wall had truly knocked the wind out of her and her strength was fading fast. Her blue eyes were wide as another punch hit her in the mouth. She saw the flash of steel and brought her hands up to catch the wrist of the Coven trooper as he tried to bring the blade ramming down into her heart.

“Die bitch!” The Coven troop screamed only inches from her face as his superior weight began pushing the blade lower to her heaving chest. “Die you Kavalian bitch!”

Channa began whipping her tail back and forth striking the trooper with wicked blows, each one carrying enough force to break the skin of his face and neck and bring blood. Fear and anger fueled her own strength now. Anger at what had been done to her without her voice. Anger that her family and Pride had so quickly tossed her aside through no fault of her own. Fear of dying and losing all she had gained up until this point.

“No!” Channa screamed fighting back with renewed strength, her fingers tightening on the troop’s wrist and exerting more pressure back. The point of the blade rose a few centimeters from her chest but the energy she had expended during her hours with Dario had weakened her. The incredible impacts had stunned her, and now her broken ribs were sending searing pain through her chest and stealing her breath away.
“Yes!” The Coven soldier screamed back leaning forward even more and his spittle flying into her face. The veins in his neck were bulging in effort, his cobalt blue eyes wide in savage anger. “You will die!”

Channa felt it then. Mirra’s own mind reaching out to her, fueling her with added reserves and in doing so she felt Sorran as well, powerful, and clear and dominating. And then she almost gasped as she felt the warmth and influence of his aura surround her, course through her and becoming part of her. She relished in the strength it sent surging through her and her blue eyes narrowed as she gazed into the Coven trooper’s face. Her fingers tightened even more on the man’s wrist, his eyes going a little wider as he felt her fighting him back with renewed strength. “I… I will not… die this day!” Channa snarled viciously. “But… but you will.”

The deep rumbling growl that came next only seemed to reinforce that and the Coven soldier looked up to stare directly at the huge muzzle of the dark blond haired wolf. Blood dripped from its long flesh shredding fangs, its lips curled back to expose gums and even more teeth further back. Its yellow eyes, sprinkled generously with green, held nothing but horror in them.

“My mate does… my mate does not like you being on top of me!” Channa shouted happily. “That… that is a position… only he uses!”
The Coven soldier looked down at her with wide eyes and then back up to the snarling muzzle. “Mate?” He gasped.

It would be the last sound he uttered as Dario’s jaws opened wide and snapped shut on his face. Channa sat up quickly as Dario’s two hundred and forty pound wolf body propelled him forward and with one motion swept the Coven soldier from atop her. She heard the muffled cries of the Coven troop and saw the madly twitching legs as Dario’s jaws sawed back and forth until Channa heard his skull crack open. She felt hands grab her from behind and she turned quickly and saw a wide eyed Mican and several other Kavalian rebels behind them as he pulled her further away.

The silver/white flash of light startled all of them and then Dario was standing over the Coven soldier in human form.

“No one touches my mate!” Dario screamed savagely. “No one you Coven bastard!”

Channa watched him turn around quickly as he detected the other scents. She felt Mican’s hands leave her arm as they saw Dario’s wolf eyes and fangs exposed for all to see. Blood coated his lower jaw and the front of his uniform and Mican would later say he looked like something from a child’s worst possible nightmare. He turned his head quickly and saw two Coven bodies a short distance away that looked as if an animal with great power and razor sharp claws had shredded their bodies. Mican looked back to Dario and realized one had. He stood slowly as Channa got to her feet and moved cautiously forward, holding her arm tightly to her side over her broken ribs. To Channa his wolf features were a thing of unequaled beauty and as she stepped up to him she smiled for she knew they belonged only to her. Mican and the others watched as Dario drew her close and leaned over to nuzzle her neck and cheek. They saw Channa’s tail quiver as it wrapped around his waist possessively.

“It… it took you long enough!” She spoke as she pressed her face into his chest.

“Sorry.” He whispered.

“I will… I will let you make it up to me later.” She purred.

“I will do that and so much…”

They all whirled around when the door at the opposite side of the huge room they had been thrown into burst inward under what could only be something with massive strength. The two seven foot tall avatars marched through the smoky doorway, their red eyes focused on them completely.
“Shit!” Dario snapped. “Shoot it! Shoot it!”

Mican and five other Kavalians began to unload their weapons at the oncoming horrors that were out of control avatars. Their projectile rounds slammed into their bodies with deep thuds, chunks of the false flesh erupting away from the bodies to expose the shiny exoskeletons beneath and still the avatars kept coming. One lifted its arm and they saw its hand fold back and the small cylinder appear. 
“Cover!” Mican screamed as he dove for the crates that Dario had been tossed behind. Three of the men with him made it as well… but the single red pulse of light erupted from the avatar’s hand and caught the last Kavalian full in the chest. He didn’t scream, didn’t cry out. His body was flung back against the wall with a sickening crunch and a gaping hole in the center of his chest that still was smoking. The two avatars now directed their fire at the crates Mican and his men were behind and the red flashes began to impact the crates with increasing frequency, blowing huge holes in them and whittling them down to nothing. It took only a dozen or so shots from those weapons before there was no more protection for Mican and the others and they watched the two avatars moved closer and begin to raise their arms to target them intently even as they pumped projectile rounds into them at an alarming rate.

They would never know which one fired the shot, but the head on the avatar to their right snapped back viciously just as he was about to fire. There was a loud sizzling sound as the projectile tore through the unarmored eye and drove deep into its Quantum Core. Sparks flew out of its now destroyed eye socket and quickly moved to both as the left eye blew outwards in a ghastly display and the avatar fell backwards and flopped to the floor stiff as a board. The second avatar paused to watch his counterpart fall and then turned back to face Mican and the others. He lifted his arm to take aim and sent the command to fire.

The avatar never saw the two hands grasp his own and with a powerful heave yank his firing arm upward sending two energy blasts into the ceiling of the massive storage room. He turned his head to look at Dario gripping his arm and brought his other arm up to smash him in the head when Channa used her tail to propel herself around Dario’s tall body. She gripped the Nehtes in her hand tightly and with all of her remaining strength and ignoring the pain ripping through her from her broken ribs she rammed the Nehtes into the left eye socket of the avatar. She depressed the extension button just as Dario released his arm and grabbed her around the waist to throw them away from the monstrous machine. The Nehtes followed its own command and extended. The Dragon Armor coated spear erupted from the back of the avatar’s head, punching out armor and circuitry in front of it and rendering what was once a sophisticated computer brain into a mass of wire and oozing liquid. Channa fell on top of Dario as they dropped to the floor, their eyes on the avatar as it to crashed to the deck just like the other. It’s second eye blew outward as well, showering both Dario and Channa with bits of false flesh and reddish white blood.  
The room fell silent and all they could hear was the muffled hammering of other weapons fire from somewhere else. Mican and the others rushed forward to where they lay on the deck, Channa’s head resting on Dario’s chest, both of them heaving in exertion.

“You know…” Dario gasped as Channa lifted her head and looked at him. “This is not exactly how I had envisioned meeting and spending the first few days with the woman that has claimed my heart.” He looked at her stunning feline blue eyes. “Fighting giant machine people and dodging the High Coven is really beginning to piss me off!” He barked loudly.

Mican looked at him as the others kept watch for any other dangers. “You will come to find out… as I have over the years with Na'lia… nothing ever goes the way you want it to go.” He stated plainly. “Now let us move out of here before we have more company.”

Dario looked at Channa and saw her smiling at him. “I told you I would keep you on your toes.” She stated.

“Yeah… yeah…” Dario spoke as he got to his feet and helped her up gingerly watching her face wince slightly at her broken ribs. “Promises... promises! Let’s get the hell gone from here. Then we’ll talk about that.” 

“Something is slowing the download!” The sergeant screamed out.


“What do you mean slowing?”


“There’s new security walls up! The program is having to fight through them in order to get to the last bit of information!” The man barked out.


“Can’t you bypass them?”


“I can’t do anything.” The sergeant snapped. “It’s a self modulating program!”


“How much do we have?” The officer asked.


“One pad per avatar! Star charts and sensor designs! Weapons and tactical systems! Medical advances and data on some species that I have never even heard of before! This pad has shields and propulsion but it’s moving slower! The last avatar must have initiated a reverse algorithm.”


“Fuck it!” The officer snapped. “Our ship is six minutes out and we need to go! Pull the pad right now!”


“We don’t have everything!”


“We won’t have anything if we don’t leave now! Yank the pad and tell this machine to smash us a hole in the hull or something so we can make it to the landing zone!” The officer demanded. “Do it now!”


The sergeant turned back and entered several commands into the control panel before gripping the sides of the data pad. He waited several seconds and then yanked it out. “I hope it works!” He barked.


The last avatar sat up quickly, its red eyes sweeping the room around him. –Security Protocols altered. Main programming changed. Initiate emergency debarkation of VORTEX Cruiser 341-


The two vampires stepped back as the massive machine got to its feet. 


-Internal sensors off line. Three of five VORTEX Cruiser 341 avatars are offline. Initiating evacuation sequence 491. Proceed to emergency exits and blow the hatches-


The vampire officer watched as the avatar turned and headed for the door. “That’s more like it!” He lifted his wrist mounted COM unit. “Fall back! Fall back to the control room! We are leaving!”

“…killed two of them!” Dario’s voice sounded in his implant. “I don’t know where the third one is! Mican’s portable motion sensor has the Coven falling back to the Avatar Control Room! We’re following… but it’s slow going. We lost one man and Channa and I are banged up pretty good! Mican has the lead… but we need to be cautious Res. These things can fire some pretty powerful energy beams from their hands!”

Resumar held up his hand to the five Durcunusaan troops that followed him and they spread out quickly on either side of the huge corridor. 

“Energy beams?” Resumar gasped.

“Yeah! And they are four times as strong as us!” Dario continued. “Channa and I barely killed the one… and someone got a lucky shot into the other’s eye socket! They dropped… just like 341 said they would… but it wasn't fucking easy I’ll tell you that!”


“Are they headed back for their entry point?” Resumar asked.


“Negative! The complete opposite direction! Headed to port!”


“We are one section over portside from the Avatar Control Room!” Resumar barked.


“Then they are coming right for you cousin!”


“Hold what you have Dario!” He barked. “Can you give me numbers?” Resumar began motioning with his hands, positioning the Durcunusaan troops. The moment the first one stepped away from the wall, weapons fire began whizzing by their heads, bouncing off the bulkheads and ricocheting along the empty corridors.


“Well… we killed four for sure! Maybe two more! We don’t know how many survived though! Or how many got on the ship!”


“They’re here now!” Resumar screamed as he dropped to one knee and began firing down the corridor. 


Through the millennia Union Spartans had learned how to keep the vampires from wrapping the shadows around them in the middle of a firefight and disappearing and this was a tactic that they employed now in the confines of the corridor. Controlled bursts were sent downrange at measured intervals on different degrees of trajectory. Any vampire that was wrapped in the shadows would be hit by the concentrated fusillade of weapons fire, and many of the more experienced vampire troops had long ago forgo using the shadows when facing the Union in open conflict. Resumar was able to count nearly seven of them at least between bursts from his 190 and he was rapidly trying to determine how to adjust their position while keeping the Coven from leaving the ship.


Cemath! He screamed out within Mindvoice.


I am coming to you! His Bonded Brother’s familiar voice filled his head now.

Their entry point! Resumar barked.


I have sealed it with boulders and fire! Cemath answered. They are not leaving that way! I will enter on the port side lower hatch Resumar!


Come up to my level by the entrance! There is plenty of room for you to maneuver! See if you can’t move in behind them!


Resumar… Vonis is moving with a small team from the science ship! He will be to your position…


Resumar’s head snapped around just as the large form of his adopted uncle skidded to a halt next to him and four rebel Kavalians took up positions by the Durcunusaan troops and immediately began pouring fire down the corridor.


He’s here now! Hurry Cemath!


Vonis scrambled to put his back to the wall and look at his nephew. “I thought you might need some help!” He screamed over the din of weapons fire. “Apparently I was correct!”


“They’re trying to steal data from the avatars uncle!” Resumar barked. “I think they got what they want and they’ve turned loose those avatars on us! Dario and Channa killed two but they are injured!”


“We entered from the port hatch above the trees!” Vonis exclaimed. “We saw nothing moving here!”

“If the plans of this ship were accurate… there is a large escape hatch only two hundred meters down that corridor!” Resumar motioned with his head to the one they sat across from. “We need to keep them away from there!”


“How many?” Vonis asked.


“We don’t know!”


Vonis shifted his 190 and ducked his head around the corner for what was only an single instant. He sat back just as quickly and looked at his nephew. Fifteen hundred plus years of training and fighting within the shadows gave him an insight his nephew did not have. He looked at Resumar. “Nine!” He barked. “Four on the starboard side and five on the port! They have wrapped the shadows around them only partially, to keep from being detected on sensors but also to keep from being caught by your weapons fire while in the shadows!”


“Are you sure?” Resumar asked.


Vonis nodded. “It is a standard tactic for the Elite High Coven Commandos Res!” He replied calmly. “Where is Dario now?”


Resumar shook his head. “They lost one man and he and Channa were pretty banged up! I told him to hold position!”


Vonis nodded in approval at the order. “We should…” His words were drowned out by the screeching of metal and the cracking sound of a door being smashed from its hinges. Their eyes shifted down the corridor to starboard and the lone figure of the massive avatar appeared from an adjoining corridor.

-Unauthorized lifeforms detected-


-Initiating Cleansing Protocols- 

-Eliminate all non-Pralor lifeforms-
“Nubou!” Resumar screamed with wide eyes. “The head! Shoot at his head! Aim for the eye sockets!”


A total of nine Durcunusaan and Kavalian rebels turned the full force of their weapons on the advancing seven foot tall avatar without hesitation. As when Dario and his team fired upon the two avatars, the projectiles began to impact the avatar’s body, quickly shredding the false skin around his head and exposing the gleaming armor alloy underneath. The avatar’s gray coveralls quickly became soaked with blood from the living tissue over his armored form, and still the machine continued to advance.

“It’s not stopping!”  A Durcunusaan troop screamed.


“Keep firing!” Resumar bellowed. “Don’t stop!”


The avatar had slowed somewhat but continued its advance. It’s head was now almost void of any covering skin, its red eyes gleaming in the corridor and making aiming easy. The only problem was that the eye socket was sunken in and not an easy target in the least, even for the skilled marksmen that the Durcunusaan were. As the avatar came up next to one of the Kavalians that had come with his uncle, Resumar Leonidas did the only thing he could think of. In the blink of an eye he reached down, grabbed his Nehtes from its position on his right thigh, extending it in that same motion as he cocked his arm back and let fly with all of his strength. As with all Nehtes made by the great elven weapons master, Resumar’s was coated with a micro layer of Dragon Armor increasing its durability to untold portions. The spearhead drove right through the center of the avatar’s chest, penetrating the armor alloy with little pause and exploding out his back bringing with it wiring and circuits. This action caused the avatar to stop in its motion of reaching down to grab the Kavalian and instead it lifted its arm. Resumar and the others watched as if in slow motion the entire hand folded back and inward and the small cylinder extended slightly. The avatar raised its arm and leveled the energy weapon at Resumar and then stopped. It’s red eyes were centered on Resumar, its armored head tilting sideways somewhat.

-Error. Internal Protocol conflict. Error-

-Unit 341 A is targeting sub species Lycavorian and Elf combination- 

-Deep tissue scan of target lifeform indicates molecular DNA and blood composition comparable to Chief Elder Pralor Sumar-

-High Etheric Levels of target lifeform detected. Echelon Thirteen. Scanning. Main ship sensors offline. Internal sensors indicating presence of four Echelon Eleven lifeforms within scanning radius of sensors and one Echelon Twelve. Additional Echelon Thirteen, Cretvore Draconius species lifeform closing rapidly. Scans indicate Cretvore Draconius species with Etheric connection to target lifeform-  


-Probability that target lifeform is Third Generation Descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar 99.7%-

-Supposition that descendant of Chief Elder Pralor Sumar has returned to claim VORTEX Cruiser 341 97.3%-

-Activating Secure Protocol One-


-Activating Secure Protocol One-

-Purging all commands entered into Neural Processing Central Core after unit 341 A was awaken-


-Internal sensors indicate Unit 341 is active. 341 A Terminating function at this time- 


 Resumar and the others watched as the avatar’s red eyes went from bright points of light to totally void of anything. The avatar’s arm remained locked in position, extended upward however, and Resumar breathed deeply as he stepped out of the way of the energy cylinder that was aimed at his chest.

Vonis lowered his weapon slowly, his own cobalt blue eyes wide in shock. “Ok… what just happen?” He stammered.


Resumar shook his head slowly. “I don’t know.”

“Resumar!” Dario’s voice burst over their implants. “Better get out here quick cousin!”


Resumar and Vonis heard the enraged roar of not one, but two dragons and the sound of weapons fire. “Sibfla!” Resumar swore. “Now what?”


He and Vonis and the other members of their combined team turned to see that the corridor where they had pinned the High Coven troops was now very empty. Resumar’s eyes grew wider then. 

“Nubou lae!” Resumar cursed even louder as he broke into a run heading for where he knew the large escape hatch was. The Coven troops had slipped out behind them while their attention was focused on the avatar, and now they were gone. And with them was a wealth of information that could very well tip the balance of power in this quadrant.


 Resumar Leonidas sprang from the top of the ten meter high ramp completely changed and not in a very good mood. His wolf eyes immediately detected Dario and Channa standing with Mican and several other Kavalian rebels, all of them holding weapons on the group of men and women Resumar didn’t recognize. Six Kavalian soldiers and four females who were wearing civilian clothes. As his two hundred and sixty pounds of wolf muscle and teeth touched the ground below, quickly followed by four other wolves and five Kavalians. In five very fast flashes of white/silver light five wolves became men before the wide eyes of all the men and women who were held at weapons length by Dario. Resumar’s changed eyes swept across the clearing and saw the seven bodies of Coven troops laying sprawled on the ground their bodies cooling quickly. Sorran and Mirra were crouched on the ground behind Dario and Mirra, their heads and eyes directed at the newcomers and their legs cocked under them as if waiting to pounce.

“Dario?” Resumar barked.


“I have no idea!” He echoed back. “We were trying to cut off the Coven troops and headed out here. Just as we got to the top of the foot ramp we heard weapons fire and then we found them. They whacked seven of the Coven, but two made it off into the timber. Probably headed for whatever ship was supposed to be picking them up!”


Resumar’s eyes were focused on the solitary figure that was dressed all in ivory and earth tone brown garb. The hood was drawn up over the figure’s head but considering the way the clothes hugged the very lush frame, it was obviously a female. He turned quickly to his senior Durcunusaan enlisted Hyperetes. “Janez hel!” He spat. “Cuia!” (Track them. Go.)


The equivalent to his First Sergeant nodded, pointed to two others and they immediately shifted back into wolves before plunging into the timber surrounding them. The eyes of the ten newcomers were wide as they watched and then slowly returned to where Resumar stood. His eyes returned to the lone figure and he took a step closer. Vonis grabbed his arm quickly. 


“We don’t know who they are Res.” He spoke quickly.


“Not to mention they whacked the Coven commandos pretty easily.” Dario agreed never taking his eyes off the dark haired Kavalian female who held the blade in her hand still, but palm up with the knife resting in it.


“Yet he knows that he does not need to fear us.” The female voice spoke gently, but loud enough for her tones to carry. “Don’t you Resumar Leonidas?” Resumar watched as she lifted her hands slowly and drew back the cowl to let it drop on her shoulders. “You can feel it deep within your mind.”


Resumar watched as she stepped towards him but her eyes grew wider when Resumar felt Cemath swoop in low over the ground and flare his wings at the last possible moment, landing behind his Bonded Brother. This caused the Kavalians wearing KFI uniforms to back up quite voluntarily, their murmurs of concern very audible. All except the young Kavalian female next to the woman who stood still without an ounce of fear in her eyes. Resumar continued to stare at the woman intently. Something inside him was screaming out, almost rejoicing and Shiria smiled as she noticed it.


“Your blood can feel who I am.” She stated softly. “You… you are far more skilled than I ever thought… but I can still feel your blood rejoicing Resumar Leonidas. Just as mine is now doing the same thing!”


“Resumar… we should secure them in a cell somewhere!” Mican spoke quickly stepping up to him. “Just because they kill Coven troops does not make them friends of us. They wear the uniforms of the KFI Fleet! They kill Coven soldiers too!”


“He’s got a point Resumar.” Vonis spoke holding himself ready to spring into action at the first hint of trouble or a threat to his nephew.


Shiria watched this exchange in surprise for the man she knew as Mican was deferring to Resumar without question and she looked between the two men. “Mican’Puat… it certainly has been a long time.” She stated finally.


Mican’s eyes cut to where she stood. “I do not know you woman!” He snapped.


“But I know you.” Shiria stated calmly. “I counseled your father to not discard you as his son. I told him he was being a fool for such an action. He did not listen to me… not that I ever expected him too. I sincerely hope you have revealed to Athani who you are.”


“What do you know of my father?” Mican snarled.


Resumar reached out and took Mican’s arm. “Wait.” He said softly.


Mican looked at him with wide eyes. “They wear uniforms of the fleet and they know my father Resumar. This does not bode well for us.”


“We do not serve the Kavalian Federation!” Maysi barked out stepping forward. “We follow one Pride… and that is Pride Nruarani!”


“Scribe Mother!” Athani’s voice hissed from behind them as she rushed down the ramp to come up beside Resumar. She too had heard Dario’s transmission and after leaving Avi and 341 to insure the defensive were set she took off to find her husband, two Durcunusaan soldiers trying very hard to keep up with her. “Scribe Mother Demahra! Ckaoa! What… what are you doing here?”


“Athani!” The second female voice broke the silence of the clearing and Nikkei pushed her way between two of the Kavalian troops from the Nruarani Pride that had been assigned to protect her. “Aunt Athani!”

“Nikkei!” Athani gasped again as her eyes fell on her niece. Resumar’s eyes never left Shiria’s as he held Athani’s arm tightly. “Resumar my love… it is Jalersi’s daughter Nikkei! It is my niece!” She spoke turning back to him when he would not release her arm.


Resumar looked at her slowly his wolf eyes still very prominent. They were eyes that Athani would never be afraid of. [Aryschanne you are certain?] He spoke within the heavily shielded Mindvoice connection that only the two of them shared.


Athani looked at him oddly her eyes narrowing in confusion but she nodded her head. [I am sure my love.] She answered. [I would know her anywhere.]


Resumar nodded to her after a moment and then released her arm to watch her run over to the younger woman and embrace her tightly within her arms. Resumar turned back to Shiria and stepped closer to her. “Who are you?” He asked.

“Who do you think I am Resumar?” Shiria asked with a gentle smile.


“Do not fence with me women!” Resumar barked. “I am not in the mood!”


Ckaoa stepped closer to Shiria. “This is the Scribe Mother Demahra!” She popped. “You will show respect to her for she is…”


The sound of the Nehtes extending was nearly deafening in the silence of the clearing with nothing but birds singing and insects chirping in the background. Ckaoa’s words were cut off when she felt the tip of the Nehtes press against the underside of her throat and Resumar’s wolf eyes turned to look at her with something akin to hunger in them.


“I show respect where it is earned! Not because you say so woman! I asked her who she was!” Resumar snarled. “If I had wanted your voice I would have asked for it!”


Shiria lifted her hand with a smile and placed it on the shaft of the Nehtes. “We… we are not your enemies Resumar Leonidas.”


“So you say.” Resumar snapped.


“And what does your blood tell you son of Leonidas?” She asked softly. [Your blood tells you who I am even without your words Resumar. And I can not begin to tell you how happy that makes me. I had thought… I had thought I was all alone out here for so long.] She spoke within Mindvoice. 

Resumar’s eyes widened at the ease with which she spoke to him and how her words seemed so very soothing and filtered across the shields he had up without actually trying to penetrate them. Only a very skilled Mindvoicer could do what she had just done, allowing her voice to appear as if it was an echo against his shields and therefore speaking directly to him.

[You can feel who I am without me answering can’t you Resumar.] She spoke.

[I can… I can feel it. It’s… it is very familiar… but I have never met you.] He answered her.

Shiria turned and looked at Ckaoa. “Stand down Ckaoa.” She said softly.

“Shiria they…” Ckaoa began to protest but felt the tip of the Nehtes against her throat press ever so closer.

“I am in no danger here Ckaoa.” Shiria said. “And even with all the training I have given you and your sister, you would not stand a chance against Resumar… and even less of a chance against his brother Androcles. Stand down.” Shiria looked back to Resumar. “We are among friends.”

Ckaoa kept her eyes on Resumar as she slowly stepped back. She tried not to show the relief she felt when Resumar instantly depressed the button on the shaft of the Nehtes and it contracted back to its portable size instantly. She watched him as he stepped closer to Shiria and leaned over beside her, inhaling deeply to catch her scent. She watched Shiria stand there with a small smile on her face; a smile of discovery and happiness that she had never seen before. It appeared there was more to this trip here than Ckaoa realized. She had never questioned Shiria on anything; she was so wise and understanding and calm. What she had not realized until this very moment was that Shiria was lonely. For so long she had thought she was the only Pralor alive and then when she discovered Wayonn lived she appeared more animated and happy. Yet now it was so very apparent. Right here in their own quadrant of space were descendants of the most powerful and respected Pralor to live according to Shiria, and their blood was so strong and pure that she could freely detect that without any effort.
Ckaoa cut her eyes when she saw Athani step up behind Resumar holding tightly to Nikkei’s hand but with an odd expression on her face as she looked at her husband sniffing who she knew as the Scribe Mother.

“Res… Resumar?” She asked softly. Resumar turned immediately and looked at Athani and she saw his relaxed face was bright and his expression almost disbelieving in nature. “What is… what is wrong?” She asked.
Resumar stepped back and moved up next to her, drawing her tight to his side with one arm while Nikkei looked on. “Do you know… do you know who this is Aryschanne?” He asked as he leaned over and nuzzled her neck drawing a small gasp of delight from her.

Athani looked at him holding his arms. “This is the Kavalian Scribe Mother Demahra. I have told you about her before.” She stated.

Resumar nodded with a smile. “You are wrong Aryschanne.” He said softly. He turned to look at Shiria who wore a brilliant smile herself. “She is not your Scribe Mother.” Resumar told her softly. “She is from a race my father and Helen thought long dead.”

Athani looked at Shiria and then back to Resumar. “Resumar… you aren’t making any sense.” She said. “What do you mean?”

“Her true name… the name of her blood is Shiria.” Resumar spoke as he looked at Shiria. “And she is a Pralor Aryschanne. A living and breathing Pralor.”

EARTH

SPARTA
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“…it’s true?” Riall asked with a stunned expression. 
Gorgo was pressed close to him, her dark eyes red from too much crying and not enough sleep. The last few hours she had spent with Dasha and their grandchildren, trying to keep them calm and shielded from what was happening even though all of them could feel something was not right. It had been especially hard for Gorgo since she had gone through this very thing once before when she thought she had lost him as a baby. This time had been different in that she did not let the sorrow totally overwhelm her as before. This time she had Riall’s love and support to lean upon, but knowing she had lost her only son from Leonidas once more was horribly painful.
That was until Helen had contacted her within Mindvoice and told her to come to the Estate Villa immediately.

“Dustha… please don’t…” Gorgo gasped out referring to her by the name she knew her as so long ago in Sparta. Another Sparta; another time; another era.

Helen moved up in front of her from where she stood between Carisia and Ne'Veha and took her hands. “This is not something I would joke about Gorgo. You and I have too much history together for me to do that.”

Gorgo felt a huge wave of relief sweep through her and the two women embraced tightly as fresh tears clouded her eyes. “Oh… praise be to the Gods!” Gorgo sobbed. “Where… where is he?”

“Curila 6. The Retreat.” Helen answered.

Gorgo’s eyes opened a little wider. “Curila 6?” She asked. “How… how did he get there?”

“It is a long story.” Helen replied. “He was injured but physically he is fine.”

“Physically?” Riall asked.

Helen nodded slowly. “Andro has spoken with Yuriko; it is Yuriko who directed Anja there from the holding area. I don’t know all of it… but according to Yuriko he is either trapped or refusing to leave some sort of Mindvoice loop.”

“Mindvoice loop?” Riall asked. “Is that… is that even possible?”

Helen nodded. “For someone of his abilities… yes.” She stated.

“Aricia!” Gorgo gasped. “Androcles… he…”

Helen squeezed her hands tightly. “He knew the moment he went to the clinic.” She stated. “He gave Aricia Lopezine Gorgo.”

“Lopezine?” Gorgo said.

Helen nodded. “To mimic the effects of Protrilene. To make it appear she had joined her anome in the afterlife. She is on a STRIKER right now on her way to Curila 6.Anja is already with him as I said.”
“Then the feed from the Netnews at Thermopylae…?” Riall asked her. “It showed him carrying her into King Leonidas’s tomb with a golden urn. If this was not his mother and father than who was it?”

“Oh it was Aricia… she was just unconscious.” Helen told them. “The urn was simply for show.”
“Dustha… he destroyed the clinic.” Gorgo said. “We watched it! There was nothing left!”

Helen nodded. “He also destroyed the remains of a clone of his father and the remains of Javier Moran’s dragon Naruth.” She said. 

“A clone?” Riall gasped.

“I don’t know all of it.” Helen said. “Only Martin does and he can’t talk right now. I believe… and this is only my opinion… I believe he is trying to contact all of them within Mindvoice to assure them he is alive and well. Why he remains I don’t understand.”

“He remains because he cannot touch our mother For'mya.” Andro’s voice carried to them.

They all turned to see Andro walked through the large double doors onto the patio, Sadi holding one hand and Lu'ria clinging to his arm on the opposite side. Gorgo and Riall could detect Lu'ria’s scent immediately and they knew she was a new wolf. The sensations and needs of a female wolf would be exceptionally powerful so soon after being turned they both knew and that is why she was remaining so close to him, touching him whenever she could. Gorgo didn’t hesitate and moved to him. Andro hugged her tightly while Sadi and Lu'ria looked on. Gorgo pulled back and took his handsome face in her hands as she stared at him her eyes moist. At this moment looking at him, Gorgo was thrust back in time and as when she looked at Martin she saw her once and always beloved Leonidas staring back at her.

“Androcles… so much… so much is…”

“I will sustain grandmother.” Andro said softly. “I have a STRIKER standing by to take you and grandmother Dasha to Curila 6. I want you to take my brothers and sisters with you. He will need as many people around him that love him as possible.”

Gorgo met his eyes and saw sadness in them. “You… you don’t believe For'mya survived do you?” She whispered softly.

“I cannot sense her or my first elven mother.” He said. “I know she still lives, taken from us… but she is still alive. My mother For'mya, I am not… I am not so sure.”

“Taken?” Gorgo gasped. “Taken by who?”

“It is not important right now grandmother. I do not worry for her return. Deni, Lisisa, Arrarn and Cha'talla will retrieve her. No matter the cost.” Andro said.
“Andro… you trust… you trust this Immortal?” Gorgo said.

Andro nodded without blinking. “Yes.” He told her. “We are family now grandmother.”

“Family?” Gorgo hissed softly.

“My sister is now the Blessed Wife of Cha'talla’s oldest son with his pureblood vampire wife Esther.” Andro said. “They are not who they once were grandmother and when you see the love Tir’ut holds for Normya you will not doubt it either.”

“Your father… your father knows?” She asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“Andro… Andro what is going on?” Gorgo asked.

“Just what has happened grandmother. We have been attacked… our family has been targeted specifically.” Andro answered. “Father does not know about what happen on Kranek or here in Sparta at the Senate Building, all he knows is he can’t touch his elven mates. I believe; based on what Yuriko has told me, and after talking with the Feravomir, I believed he has locked himself in a Mindvoice loop as she said. He will not leave until he touches all of my mothers, not knowing that one may very well be dead and the other is most obviously being blocked in some manner. It is why Yuriko sent for our mother Anja. She has pulled him from something similar in the past and with two of them there with him they may succeed.”

“We have to let everyone know he is alive!” Riall spoke quickly. “They need to know their King still lives.”

Andro shook his head. “No.” He said firmly. “The Kavalians have attacked us at our heart grandfather. They have attacked our family directly! In order to do that… they needed help. If they knew father was still alive they would stop at nothing to finish what they started. There was reason and purpose to what they have done and I want to know what that is.”

“Andro if your father is alive… according to our constitution and the Rules of Ascension you cannot be crowned as King.” Riall spoke.

Andro nodded. “I know… and that is why my father will remain dead.” He stated. “At least for the moment.”
“You believe there is more that will happen don’t you?” Riall asked.

Androcles nodded. “Yes.”

“Who else… who else do we tell?” Riall asked. “We will need to prepare Androcles.”

“Right now grandfather… no one outside this room.” Andro answered. 

“Andro… we must tell our family!” Gorgo exclaimed passionately. “We cannot let them go on believing your father is dead. I know you wish to be very conscious of who knows… but these people are our family Andro. Daniel, Tarifa, Aihola, Selene… your grandfather Panos… these are all people who are part of our family! You know this… and like your father you hold family closest to your heart.”

Andro turned his head slowly and looked at Sadi. “KertaGai?” He spoke softly.

Sadi stepped up to him quickly and pressed her lithe frame against his. “If we cannot trust our family Andro my love… who are we to trust?” She said softly.

Gorgo looked at Helen and they watched as he looked at each of his mates. Lu'ria moved up beside him as she was before and nodded her head while pressing close to him as Sadi had done. Ne'Veha pressed close to Sadi and also nodded while Carisia moved around and scooted close to Lu'ria while nodding her head. Gorgo knew then that, as with her son and his wives and mates, no one would have more influence on her grandson than the four women before her right now. Looking at them, the way Ne'Veha pressed so close to Sadi and Carisia to Lu'ria, Gorgo knew that Andro would turn Ne'Veha soon. Her amaretto scent called for him powerfully even though she was not yet wolf, and he would not be able to ignore that for very long. Sadi was his Anome and as his soulmate she would never be far from his side. Her Mindvoice essence was so entwined with Andro’s now that it was very hard to tell them apart. It was very hard to tell any of them apart now, and it was growing more powerful. Carisia was a vampire yes, but even for her very diminutive size, she had a much stronger Mindvoice connection to Andro than Isabella did to his father for some odd reason Gorgo did not understand. The stunning Drow elf female that stood beside him was the first who Andro had turned and looking at her now, Gorgo could tell that she had accepted without question or doubt who and what she was now. Gorgo knew the special loyalty that Martin had with the Drow, and now that Andro had turned and taken as a mate a Drow female, that loyalty would only grow stronger. She watched him turn back to Riall. 
“We must be mindful grandfather.” Andro spoke. “No one who does not need to know outside of our family.”

Riall nodded. “Never.” He said.

“I believe it will look odd if I continue to work out of the Royal Estate Villa.” Andro said. “My every move will be watched and not just by those who are concerned for my welfare. There is no way to avoid that. I will leave it to you to direct others to use part of my villa on Cranae Island and make a temporary Command Center there as my father’s office is here.”

Riall nodded. “I will see to it.” He said. “If we… if we are to follow established protocols already in place for this type of incident and maintain the façade you have begun we will need to have a meeting of senior officers within the next few hours. As well as the remaining Senate, even if it is by HoloConference.”

“I will arrange that with Panos.” Helen spoke now. “We can feel Deia, albeit very faintly. It’s almost as if she is fading in and out… but it may be just the materials used to build the bunker. Lausintos is off the grid and we do not know if he was in the Senate Building as well. Until we know more it will not look odd if Panos assumes the largest visible role politically as Governor of Sparta.”

“I want him blanketed with Durcunusaan grandfather.” Andro spoke. “His senior aide Janae is missing and we do not know if she was in the Senate Building or lies dead somewhere. They went after him once and I would not put it passed them to try again.”

Riall nodded. “Of course.”

“Grandfather… a word alone?” Andro asked motioning to the patio doors.

Riall nodded without hesitation and moved for the doors. Andro quickly nuzzled his four mates and then followed his grandfather. Sadi turned to Helen and Gorgo. “We have coffee and tea made.” She spoke. “We’ll get some for all of us. I know Tarifa and Aihola are coming here and there will most likely be more.”

Helen nodded as Sadi held to Lu'ria’s hand and led them toward the kitchen area. She felt Gorgo take her arm gently and hold her back for a moment until they were out of earshot. “Dustha… do you feel it?” She asked softly.

Helen watched as Ne'Veha was the last to move into the kitchen and she nodded. “It is incredible isn’t it?”

“First Sadi… who burns within Mindvoice nearly as bright as Aricia. Then Carisia... who is a daughter of our hated enemy.” Gorgo said softly. “Now… a Drow warrior who is bonded to a dragon and Ne'Veha… whose scent and blood burns for him stronger than I have ever felt from a female not yet turned.”

Helen nodded slowly. “I do not know how it could be Gorgo… only that it is. It feels as if finding each of them was preordained somehow, for some higher purpose… it all fits together just as tightly as with Martin and his mates. Your son and grandson, Aricia, Sadi… there is something about all of them that I cannot see or I do not understand.”

“When he hesitated… he looked not to you or to me… but to Sadi and them.” Gorgo said.

Helen looked at her. “As only you commanded Leonidas’s unquestioned and absolute attention and trust and love Gorgo… so it is for Martin and his son.” She said softly. “They will always value the wisdom of the women who hold their hearts and souls over all others. Just as you did with Leonidas.”

Gorgo met her eyes. “That is what I fear Dustha.” She said softly. “My voice is what put Leonidas on his path. Look where it led him.”

Helen shook her head slowly. “Your voice is what drove that man to be as great as he was Gorgo. Your voice and your love. Never question that he did not know what he was doing when he did it. For you. For others. Your words and your love only confirmed to him what he already knew needed to be done.”

“And Martin? Andro?” Gorgo asked.

Helen looked to where they saw Andro and Riall speaking together on the patio. “We were together once at Gallais’s Retreat. Myself, Dymas, Demetrius, Dilios and Panos. We were reminiscing of the old days. Panos… he referred to them, father and son, he called them forces of nature.” She said. “I fear that we will begin to see what he meant very soon.”

“…been receiving reports for the last several hours from every border station and remote outpost we have. Some of them even I had forgotten we still control.” Riall spoke as they moved along the walkway in the garden which Andro knew his mother Dysea loved to work in. “They have moved nothing within range of the border Andro.” He looked at him as he stopped walking. “Nothing!”


“And that confuses you?” Andro said. He looked at his grandfather. A man who had hundreds of years of combat experience to pull from and a man his father said he could trust unequivocally.

“You don’t come after the leader of another empire, try to kill him, and try to kill his entire family. Not unless you plan on sending massive numbers of troops and ships swarming across the borders in a full scale invasion.” Riall said.


Andro nodded. “That is my reasoning as well.” He said. “The question remains however, why aren’t they doing just that.”


Riall looked at him. “Hadaria?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “I believe that is part of it yes.” He answered. “They have always wanted the support of Hadarian Healers. Support my mother denied them because she feared for the safety of her Healers. Athani has told us what it was like for females within the KFI. They have achieved that now in a political manner with the help of Buonau and her cronies.”

Riall nodded slowly. “Yes.” Riall said.
“This was systematic grandfather.” Andro spoke firmly. “They were trying to wipe out our entire family! There was no subterfuge here! This has my uncle’s mark all over it… and he had help from someone within Sparta! I want that person found!”

Riall turned his head and looked toward the rising sun. “Armetus is still unconscious.” He said shaking his head. “They don’t know if he will even survive. It is all Marci can do to keep control of things now. Half our intelligence network is in shambles and soon Aihola and the Drow will begin screaming for blood for what the Kavalians have done.”

“Lu'ria will keep them in check for the time being.” Andro said softly. 
Riall looked at him. “Andro… you know of course that your union with her… with this Lu'ria. It is the first of its kind. In all the years since Earth became a member of the Union no Drow has ever been mated to a Lycavorian. They have avoided this for reasons I don’t myself understand. Now… now you have taken one as your mate, you have turned her, and made her a Princess of the Union. The Netnews will be all over this.”

“Let them come.” He answered. “I killed Leruk grandfather.” Andro said softly turning to look at him. “He… he was the one leading the Kavalian forces on Iraruzu. He was the one who shot Lu'ria. I violated the one rule my father drilled into our heads as we were growing. I took the blood of family.”

Riall shook his head immediately. “Your uncle’s children are not our family Androcles. The moment he betrayed his people he stopped being family. Karun… he has proven where is heart is according to your grandmother. He has embraced the wolf within him… taken Ardis as his wife and mate and his scent and blood burns only for what he has found here. He is family. He is a Leonidas. The others do not count because they have forsaken everything we stand for. You did not kill family Androcles. You defended and then took vengeance for harm he inflicted on your mate. You did what any Spartan would do and that is why you are right!” Riall reached out and placed his hand on Andro’s shoulder. “We have so much work to do.”

Andro looked at him. “Why go after grandfather Panos?”

“He is the Governor of Sparta.” Riall said with a shrug. “Whether you and your father want to admit it or not, much of the Lycavorian Union knows that your hearts lie here in Sparta. They know that Sparta is your home. It has become the unofficial capital of the Union now. With that recognition, Panos’s role is very important as Governor to the King’s city. The leader of the one city that all the Leonidas family calls home. It’s a symbolic thing Androcles... a military decision to demoralize and sow fear. You know this. You and your brothers learned this at the Advanced War College on Elear. Strike fear into your enemy where they least expect you to strike.”

Andro nodded slowly. “Yes.” He said. “I remember.”
“We need to gather Vengal, Vistr, Ceneu, Tareif and your father’s war cabinet.” Riall spoke now. “The Defense Minister as well as Marci. We need to show that you are in charge, but we also need to let them know your father is alive.”

“No.” Andro said causing his grandfather to look at him. “I will acquiesce to telling our family… but beyond that no. There are too many unknowns grandfather and I will not risk my father or my mothers because of it. They must believe I am King.”

Riall stared at him for a moment but knew he was right and he nodded after a moment. “Very well. We will move carefully then. We…” Riall looked at Andro as he staggered back slightly and his face twisted into a mass of confusion. “Andro?”

“Androcles!” Helen’s voice sounded shrill and confused as she burst onto the patio at nearly a dead run.

“Fera… Feravomir!” Andro hissed. 

Helen stepped right up to him and gripped his arms. “You… you feel it?” She gasped as Gorgo and Sadi and the others came rushing onto the patio.

Andro nodded quickly. “Yes… yes!” He stammered.

“We must focus!” Helen spoke gripping his arms tightly. “Concentrate… but do not lower your shields! I will do the same. Elynth! Arzoal! Add your shields to ours quickly!”

Sister… I am here! Arzoal’s voice sounded in their heads.

I am here as well Feravomir! Elynth’s voice echoed her grandmother.

“Something is trying to communicate with us… something very powerful… but I… it is not your father or any of your mothers. It is familiar… it is familiar to me though.” Helen said as she felt both her bonded sister and Elynth join their connection adding to the strength of their Mindvoice shields. “Do… do you feel it Androcles?”
Andro nodded. “Yes.” He answered instantly, his eyes closed tightly. “It… it is focused and clear but it is probing softly… looking for something. Not forcing its way.” His azure eyes sprang open in surprise and he looked at her. “Feravomir… it is looking for me! For us!” He declared.
Helen nodded slowly and she began to feel more at ease. “I have… I have felt this before Andro.” She said softly opening her eyes. “I have felt this when I have spoken with Canth.”

“Canth?” Andro asked. “How can that be? He… he would not be able to maintain such an essence after father released him. Would he?”

Helen met his eyes evenly. “I suggest we find out… you and I.” She stated. “You will remain in the background. Your helmet… put your helmet on to conceal your features.”
“What?” Andro asked. “Why?”

Helen looked at him intently. “To protect your identity! You are the Lycavorian Union now Androcles. The face of our Union! I will not risk you unnecessarily.”

“Helen…” He began to protest.

“No! Do as I ask you now.” She spoke. “Please.”

“Very well Feravomir… but I don’t like it.” Andro told her.

“I know.”

“And how will we do this?”

Helen turned to Sadi. “Sadi… a Mark II from Martin’s office. Quickly!” She turned back to Andro. “We are going to do it the same way your father did it when he first contacted the Union on Apo Prime. We’ll trace that Mindvoice probe right back to its source.”
TALON OF JUSTICE

EDGE OF LYCAVORIAN BORDER


Wayonn and Dutkne turned away from the large view window where they stood side by side. Devra sat at the table with her daughters and Drey while Nirilo stood near the door into the conference room.

Dutkne looked at Wayonn as they turned. “Grandfather… I have… I have never felt shields so strong.” He gasped. “Not even yours! We should have pressed harder.”


Wayonn shook his head. “No. I was reaching mainly for Helen as she is called now. He was in the connection Dutkne… you must have felt him.”


Dutkne nodded quickly. “I did. And two other minds as well. Powerful minds… but none with the raw command as him.”


Wayonn nodded. “I told you he is much like his father.” He said. He turned to the others. “We tried to initiate contact with them but they would not allow us. Their Mindvoice shields are some of the strongest we have ever felt.”


“So where does that leave us?” Drey asked from his chair. “Do we enter their space and take our chances about being discovered. That would not be a recommendation I make based on what you have told us Wayonn.”


“Nor I.” Nirilo said pushing away from the door.


“What choice do we have?” Dutkne asked now. “We can not turn back now! And we risk even greater danger if we attempt to move closer through the territory of these Kavalians. We have to take our chances!”


“That would not be the best course of action.” The soft female voice spoke from the opposite end of the room. “I assure you!”
Devra rose from her chair in an instant her green eyes wide in disbelief. “By the Grace of the Prophets!” She gasped.


Arduri and Naesta also rose just as quickly. “What trickery is this?” Arduri snarled.


The internal COM unit within the room burst to life now.


“Dutkne! Dutkne something just penetrated our hull! Some sort of probe! It’s coming from a Neural Booster of some sort and its generating a holo graphic image into the ship! We’re trying to localize it and…”


Dutkne stepped to the table quickly. “That… that won’t be necessary. We are… we are looking at it right now!”


“What?”

“Stand by!” Dutkne ordered as Wayonn moved around him slowly to move within two meters of the woman’s form.


“Dustha!” Wayonn said with a smile.


Helen’s dark eyes focused on him and all of them could see her wolf fangs her protruding from under her lip. “You… you are familiar to me… but I have never seen you.” She spoke evenly. “I do not know who you are sir… but attempting to attack us through Mindvoice will not work.”


“Attack you?” Wayonn gasped. “No! No… we were trying to contact you!”


“As I said… we do not know you and…”


Wayonn moved closer. “Search your feelings Dustha. You know who I am.”


Helen stared at him for a long moment. “You do… you do seem familiar to me.” She said. “However… I have never seen you.”


Dutkne stepped forward now to stand next to Wayonn. “How did you… how did you find us?”


“It was a simple matter when you leave a trace to follow.” Helen answered. 


Wayonn looked at Dutkne. “You left a trace?” He asked in surprise.


“I exited the connection so fast I… I must have forgotten to cover my resonance.” He answered sheepishly. 


“Who are you people?” Helen snapped. “And be mindful of the fact that I am not in the best of moods and I will know if you are lying to me!”

“You know what my grandson and I are just by looking at us.” Wayonn said. “We are only but a few of those we left behind to make contact with you. We are… we are The Lost Ones that Canth told Martin he would need to discover.”


“You lie!” Helen spat angrily. “We discovered those Canth spoke of on Lycavore over two decades ago!”


Wayonn nodded. “They were only but a fraction of those that remain from the days before and just after the Black Day.” Wayonn spoke calmly. “It is part of our history as well you know. Events are propelling us forward and now it is time Martin let our people know we thrive. Where is he? I need to speak with him.”


“He is… he is dead.” Helen spoke sorrowfully.


“Dustha… we are not your enemy.” Wayonn spoke with a gentle smile. “Martin and I talked of meeting while we spent those days in his father’s tomb. We know he is alive. We can feel him within Mindvoice.”

“Impossible!” Helen snapped. “He is dead! You could not possibly feel him now. He…”


“Dustha… we are the same as you!” He insisted. “I know you can feel I speak the truth even there on Earth. And I know he can feel it as well from where he stands just out of our line of view.”


Wayonn watched her turn to her right and then they saw the tall heavily muscled figure move into view next to her. The plumed helmet he wore held four different colors in the horse haired crest and it covered almost the entirety of his facial features with the exception of those burning black ringed azure colored eyes that all of them saw very clearly. They could also see the tips of the dual wolf fangs that protruded from under his upper lip and both Wayonn and Dutkne both knew only one bloodline of Lycavorians had that unique distinction. They watched that head tilt a little to the side.


“Androcles.” Wayonn spoke softly.


Those azure eyes gazed at him intently as if he was looking into his soul and then they turned to Dutkne and they grew a little wider. He cut his eyes back to Wayonn. “I know what… I can feel what you are.” He spoke softly. “Both of you… but you more.” Andro spoke turning his eyes back to Dutkne.

Wayonn turned and looked at Dutkne who wore a similar expression of wonder on his face for he could feel it too. He could feel the pull that was sounding off within his blood loudly and it was the strangest sensation. Wayonn smiled and turned to look at the transmission.


“Then you know we could never be enemies.” Wayonn said.


“I have heard that before… Wayonn.” Andro spoke.


“I’m sure you have young Androcles… but you know when I speak it… it is the truth.” Wayonn said. “There is something wrong with your father… what is it?”


Andro ignored him and turned to look at Dutkne. “It is your ship?” He asked.


Dutkne looked quickly at his grandfather before nodding his head and turning back to him. “One of many that the Protectorate has… yes.” He answered.


“You… you are their leader?”


Dutkne shook his head. “They follow me… but I am not their leader.” He answered. “Your father is their leader. Just as he is King to those of you there in the Union, he is King to those of us outside the Perseus Arm as well. It has always been this way.”

“Idee alad pen taine forn?” Andro asked him. (Why do I trust you?)


Dutkne answered before the words had truly formed in his mind and though it surprised him, he found he meant every word. “Breve pen taine forn.” (Because I trust you)


“Do you speak for your guests as well?” Andro asked.

Dutkne looked back at where Nirilo stood beside his mother and sister snow. He nodded as he turned back. “I do. They… they need your help in finding someone of their species that has been brought to this quadrant of space by slavers. A daughter and sister.”


“Slavers?” Andro snarled so savagely it startled Devra and Naesta, while Arduri’s eyebrows went up in interest. “Within Union space?”


“We don’t know.” Dutkne answered.


Naesta took this time to step forward. “We know she is here!” She snapped.


Andro’s eyes turned to her. “As much as we detest slavers of any kind… we are… we are embroiled in a crisis all our own. I do not know what help we will be.”


“So we came all this way for nothing?” Naesta barked. “They told us you would help! She is our sister! They told us you would help and now you are saying you can’t! I knew we should have struck out on our own Arduri!”


“Naesta shut up!” Nirilo barked at his youngest sister.


“I said I do not know what help we could be…” Andro spoke sternly. “I did not say we would not help!”

“What is the difference?” Naesta snapped. 


“The difference woman… is I will do as I say!” Andro barked. “And you would do well to leave the arrogance you wear on your sleeve outside the borders of Union space. Your beauty aside… you will surely piss someone off and they will upaee arven you!”


Naesta’s mouth slammed shut so quickly at his words that she bit her tongue and the pain kept her from replying. Devra stepped up next to Naesta and took her arm. “Are all of your people as uncouth and coarse as you?” She snapped.


“Mother!” Nirilo barked.


“Enough!” Andro snapped. “I have not the time to banter with you!” His head and eyes turned back to Dutkne. “I will send a ship and someone to meet you to escort you here. Proceed to coordinates 54692.1. They will meet you there in two days.”


Dutkne nodded quickly. “We will be there.” He said. “You will… you will not come?”


“I will send my aide… Admiral… Admiral Andro. He and the Feravomir will meet you.” He answered. “They will guide you here to meet with me. Do not deviate from the corridor I have given you Dutkne. Not even by accident.”

Dutkne nodded. “We won’t.”


“And if we do?” Devra asked.


Andro turned those eyes on her. “Then I will interpret that as being hostile to me and to my people and I will ventilate your ship to space.”


“Androcles… your father?” Wayonn asked quickly before something else was said.


Andro met his eyes. “We will… we will discuss my father when you have arrived here.” He said. “Not before.”


“I can help.” Wayonn said. “I…”


Andro looked at him. “I can feel what you are Wayonn. You have the blood of a Pralor within you just as… just as my father does. But I will not place my family in danger for anyone… for any purpose. Not now. We will speak more when you get to Earth. We are finished here.”


Wayonn began to speak but the transmission ended abruptly. He turned to look at Dutkne for a long moment.


“That went well.” Dutkne announced with a grin.


“It must be worse than we thought.” Wayonn spoke softly.


Arduri stepped forward now. “What does… what does upa… upaee arven mean?” She asked.


“It’s probably better if you don’t know.” Drey said from his seat.


“Tell us!” Devra demanded.


Dutkne turned to look at her. “It means bitch slap!” He replied. 


“What… what does this mean?” Arduri asked. “This… bitch slap!”


Wayonn shook his head. “It is an ancient Earth slang that was used commonly many hundreds of years ago. Apparently it did not die out as changes occurred. It means you should watch what you say or someone will beat you up.”


Nirilo shook his head. “Excellent job sister!” He snapped angrily. “The one individual who can help us to find Caliria and you make them angry with us before we are even formally introduced. Excellent job!” He stepped up to his younger sister. “I advise you keep your tongue within your mouth or I will… I will bitch slap you!”


“I do not fear Lycavorians!” Naesta boasted.


“But you should fear these Lycavorians.” Wayonn spoke causing all of them to look at him. “True… compared to the Protectorate they are children in many ways. However, they are very dangerous children, for they have been fighting for their very existence since the Black Day. And they grow and learn every day. Do not underestimate what they can do… and if you wish their help do not assume you are their betters.” Wayonn met Devra's gaze. “There is one thing they can do far better than even the Protectorate and the Vanari.”

“What is that?” Devra asked.


“They can wage war.” Dutkne told her now.

