CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR
CRANAE ISLAND

“…we know at the moment is that Crown Prince Androcles has secluded himself and most of his family away here at his large island home in Gytheio after a brief stay at the Royal Estate Villa in Sparta. The Durcunusaan are understandably keeping everyone far away from Cranae Island, and we are set up along the boardwalk some 1.5 kilometers away.” Me'alla spoke as she walked along the edge of the boardwalk. Hr’man kept two of the three video drones he now controlled focused on her while the third zipped back and forth overhead with dozens of others that were focused on the Island in the distance. 

“The excavation, rescue and recovery continues in Sparta at the site of the decimated Senate Building, now well into its second day. The death toll is nearing seven hundred and fifty confirmed dead, among them nearly sixty children that were visiting from a local school and perhaps seventy-six sitting Union Senators. Since operations began, only thirty-nine have been pulled from the rubble alive and hope is rapidly dwindling for those that may be trapped still, including Prime Minister Deia and Queen For'mya. Dozens of experienced Structural Engineers have descended on the site from all over Earth, including three from Nodon who were already here for an Engineering Conference in Eden City. Of the four that I was able to interview very briefly, the consensus is that this was not a random bombing. Whoever conducted this heinous act had intimate knowledge of the buildings structure in order to bring it down as they did. As with the Senate Offices on Apo Prime, special consideration goes in to construction of these facilities and not just anyone would have the knowledge of where to plant explosives that could do this and bypass the many security devices used in both buildings. It has become known to us at Channel 65 that three other locations throughout Sparta are now blanketed with dozens of Durcunusaan troops and it is my understanding that the Krypteria also has a presence at these sites despite their established Charter that states they are not authorized to operate within Union space without direct Union Senate approval. The home of Governor Panos, the apartment of his senior aide Colonel Janae and where this all started, the home of Star Colonel Isra with his wives and mates Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Vice President Aihola. The many dead bodies of the Kavalian attackers have already been removed to the Durcunusaan base in the mountains surrounding Sparta for investigation.”

Nearly every Netnews Channel that had an office on Earth, which was a hundred and nineteen of the hundred and thirty throughout the Union, had their own people covering the island. They had people covering the excavation of the Senate Building that was proceeding even through the night hours. There were Netnews reporters blanketing the entire city of Sparta as well as Gytheio with some even reporting from Eden City and trying to obtain interviews with Queen Aihola of the Drow, or even General Lynwe. As was her usual self, Lynwe gruffly told the Netnews reporter who had asked for a conference where to stick his interview in the ancient Vampire and Drow language. Many were still trying to ascertain what it was she had told him, for they had never heard some of the words she used. 
Me'alla’s co-worker, the one who had asked the questions about Anja, had yet to make a return to broadcasting on the Network Channel and many wondered if he had been picked up by the Durcunusaan for belaboring the point too much. Even some of the more liberal of his fellow reporters thought what he had done was in very bad taste. The facts had already come to light in regards to the events with Anja on Hadaria and those same facts exonerating her had made the broadcast rounds all across the Union. That the Hadarian Arch Ministry had still chosen to oust her from power even though all the facts pointed to the undeniable conclusion that it was all contrived to begin with had anger many millions across the Union. Why the man had chosen to attempt to make an issue out of it was beyond them and no one supported him for his stupidity. There were many reporters and Netnews Channels that were often critical of the King and some of the things he had done and continued to do. However… none of those channels slanted their reporting to make people believe something that had been unequivocally proven not true. They reported, gave their opinions and why, and then let the people of the Union make up their own minds. 

“…know that several STRIKER DT transports have landed over the last few hours and even from the boardwalk here, we could see Star Colonel Isra and Lieutenant Governor Tarifa landing on the beach on their dragons Aelnala and Roluth. The Lieutenant Governor and Vice President of Earth Aihola have long been recognized as dear sisters to King Leonidas because of the history and battles they fought together, though his half sisters and brothers with Lady Gorgo and Admiral Riall have begun to move into the public arena more in recent years at his request and the behest of Tarifa. Vice President of Earth and Queen of the Drow Aihola was seen landing in a STRIKER AT two hours ago under heavy escort. It is rumored that the younger children of King Leonidas and his Queens have been escorted here to be with their brother and the rest of their family. It is impossible to tell how many dragons are now on Cranae Island at this time, due to their numbers the fact they keep landing and taking off which makes it nearly impossible to keep track.” Me'alla was seen lifting her arm into the air. 
“As you can see there are easily seven or eight in the sky above the island and we can only assume that Prince Androcles’s status as a Talon Guardian of the dragon species is playing some role in that action. We have seen Elynth of course, the Dragon Elder Mother Arzoal, the dragon of Princess Carisia whose name we believe is Anthar and several other Dragon Elders on the ground moving about, but for the most part they are remaining hidden. It is well known that Prince Androcles covets his privacy and there is a large wall made up of tall, thick pine trees that surround the massive patio area of his villa where Elynth is known to reside when she is here. The only way we could surmise who is on the island with him now is if we detect them walking along the sands near his home. There are even several Patrol Lifters in the waters near his villa to keep inquisitive people away.” Me'alla stopped walking and looked directly at the video drone with the villa far in the background. 
“Much has been said up until now and more will be said in the future no doubt in regards to his actions concerning his mother Queen Aricia, and we even watched it here as he reverently carried her body into the tomb of King Leonidas where he laid to rest the remains of his father only hours ago. We have also heard from the very outspoken Hadarian physician who treated the Queen and his insistence that she was well on her way to recovery. I can now tell you that doctor is no longer working at King Yelu Memorial Hospital by order of the Feravomir. By his very own admission he had never studied the history of what the term Anome means to the Lycavorian people. He asked for a transfer and was granted it immediately. Some of us may be asking; based on what this doctor has said, why then did the Prince do what he did?” 
Me'alla paused for a moment before she went on. “I am considered a very young elven female by our standards, and I only moved here from Elear when I decided to come to school here. During my time at the Academy of Journalism right here on Earth in Eden City, I also earned a secondary degree in Lycavorian Studies. My father is an Admiral within the United Lycavorian Union Fleet and he has fought with Lycavorians for the better part of three hundred and fifty years. He has been led by them, fought with them and now he commands them, and never once has he had anything but praise for them and the honor and faith that drives them. My own brother’s loving wife is a Lycavorian female from right here in Sparta. It is because of this that I… I found their species, their history and their culture to be fascinating. While I may seem bias to some because of that, I can tell you that I know what the term Anome means to them and to their tradition and culture. It is not a term that is used very often and in fact, during all of my studies of their history, I have found only two other instances where there were universally recognized anomes in Lycavorian culture. That was King Resumar and Queen Eliani and now Prince Androcles and Sadi. We have seen through the years the abilities our King and Queens have… and now his son as well with Crown Princess Sadi. In the nearly ten thousand years since the Black Day passed, there have been only three sets of anomes. Three. We have been blessed to witness two of them.

“Many of us do not, and will never, truly understand or comprehend the power that King Leonidas, his son Androcles, Queen Aricia or any of the Royal Family commands. We can not understand it for we will never experience it.” Me'alla continued slowly. “What I do know is that Lycavorians cherish life and love perhaps on a plane of understanding many of us will never feel. Yes… Queen Aricia may have physically survived without her anome, but if what many Lycavorians, indeed the majority of them believe, her death would have come in the slow and painful fashion of never being able to feel her anome’s aura wrapped around her ever again. They believe she would have withered away to nothing, even with the love of those who remain behind with her. Prince Androcles did not want that for his mother, and he did what he knew she would have wanted him to do. What right do we have to judge him on what the majority of Lycavorians believe to be true? It is one of their most sacred beliefs, and we are nothing if not an accepting collection of species and races within this great Union. All of us with different beliefs. Let us concentrate now on how we can recover and go forward, for surely our new King and Queens will need our support. 
“This is Me'alla, Union Netnews Channel 65, reporting from Gytheio outside Prince Androcles’s home on Cranae Island. We will break in should any new information become available.”
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ANDROCLES’S VILLA


“…break in should any new information become available.”  


“This is the one?” Lynwe asked Selene from where she stood next to the monitor with Tareif and Riall.
Selene nodded from her seat. “Until Dilaen returns with the SCIMITAR… Helen and Andro want all press releases going through this young woman and Channel 65.” She said evenly. “Androcles has appointed Dilaen as his defacto Press Administrator and she will coordinate everything when she returns.”

“When is the SCIMITAR due back?” Tareif asked.

“They should arrive within twelve hours if I know Sa'sur.” Riall answered. “Androcles has already given the order and all of our ships that are equipped with the new HMFC Drives will be able to use them freely. I have sent that order out to every fleet ship. There will be no more hiding the gains we have made.”

Lynwe nodded. “As it should be.” She stated. 


Riall handed them each a data pad. “I will leave you to deploy what forces you feel are necessary to cover Earth. Each of you have your own Spartan Com Channels, and should anything come up that needs your attention I will contact you directly. Colonel Nestor has already begun dispersing his forces I understand Lynwe?”

Lynwe nodded her head. “Tareif and I felt it was prudent to do. They are the finest and the most experienced Reactionary Division we have on Earth and they are the most skilled in many ways. Nestor has seen to that. Earth is large Riall… and much of it has not seen a return of population. There are thousands of places Kavalians could hide. Thousands! We just don’t have the manpower to do a thorough search.”

“We could cover perhaps one continent at a time.” Tareif agreed. “No more. And even that is stretching it.”

“As with the ones that struck in Sparta, they will appear no different than us.” Riall said. “Their biogenic cloning process has been refined through the years of war with the Coven and they are getting very good at it.”

“So they could have people in Sparta still?” Selene asked. “Just waiting to attack at the first opportunity.”
Riall nodded slowly. “Jalersi’Nruarani gave us a sample of her blood and DNA to use as a base search measure. Pian as well. Admiral Wallace and Joarl are realigning their sensors to detect similar patterns.”

“We can trust them Riall?” Lynwe asked.

“They risked their lives and stood in the middle of the worst of it to protect Aricia. They brought the information that the Kavalians were going to strike to Tarifa when they discovered it. They were unable to get it to us sooner for they were being hunted as well. We could have avoided the deaths had we known, but…” Riall paused in his answer. “That is something they did not have to do. Tarifa trusts them and apparently Martin did as well.” Riall nodded his head. “If they trusted them… that is good enough for me.”

“Aovi.” Tareif spoke softly.  

“It must appear as if Martin is dead so there will be changes to command structure… but nothing that will affect your overall jobs or be permanent.” Riall said. “It’s a distinct possibility they could have people in Sparta and perhaps Eden City as I said and we must consider that when making our plans.” Riall told them. “That they have not come pouring across our borders in force lends much support to the reasoning that something else is going on. Androcles was originally intended as a target because they thought he went to Kranek with the others and they may very well come after him again if this is the case, knowing they did not kill him there.”

“The Durcunusaan will have just as much difficulty protecting him as they do his father.” Selene spoke shaking her head. “How do you protect two men who don’t want to be protected and in many cases are better at fighting and killing than the men assigned to protect them?”

Riall and Tareif nodded. “That is their issue.” Riall told them. “It is not one I am to be concerned with as Martin once told me. I am the commander of Union forces and that is what he wanted me to concentrate on. That is what I intend to do.”


“And no one outside of us here at the villa knows?” Tareif asked.


Riall shook his head. “For the moment… no. Martin has always considered those of you here as family. As Andro does. As we all do. No one outside of our immediate family knows at this moment, and most of those in our extended family will know within the next twenty-four hours. It will not appear odd for us to surround him with family and that is exactly what we are doing. The younglings have been moved here where they are more comfortable. Gorgo and Dasha are settling them into the East Wing of the villa for now. When the time is right in the next day or so, we will put them all on a STRIKER and send them to Curila 6. I don’t think Andro knew how big this villa was when he bought it. There are two wings that he has never even used. One is being used for the Command Center and the other for his siblings right now.”


“Andro has asked that I continue to give the updated briefings every few hours ussta ssinssrigg.” Selene spoke now as she looked at her Drow Mistress and lover for over twenty-five years now. Twenty-six years of blistering passion and excitement and intense love that still burned as brightly now as it did when they first discovered each other. It was a love that many who knew them could attest to, and more still saw on a daily basis. Selene and Lynwe knew just how to incite the other to rapturous pleasure when in their bed, and they knew each others deepest thoughts and moods almost better than their own. Lynwe’s beautiful Drow cock was the only thing that could make Selene howl out in mindnumbing bliss, and she knew that only she could cause Lynwe to truly sing out her own pleasure. Though they both loved Layna and Joarl dearly, it had started as just the two of them during a time of emotional distress and discovery and they would always feel that pull towards each other first and foremost. Their long and loving Mistress/Slave relationship, combined with Aihola and Tarifa’s and Nayeca and Anuk’s had become the basis for all female/female relationships among the Drow and those they chose as their lovers no matter where they now lived within the Union. “Charles has agreed to remain sequestered away at the Safe Site until such time as we have determined it is secure and he is in no danger.”


Lynwe looked at her with bright amber eyes of love. “How exactly did you and Aihola accomplish that?” She asked. 

“We appealed to his more refined nature.” Selene said with a smile. “And he guaranteed us that if anything happened to us he would order a full mobilization of Earth Forces and kick the Kavalians in the ass by himself if need be. It is added incentive for us to remain safe.”


“Bah!” Tareif echoed dismissively. “He knows you will not listen to him. He is probably already planning to invade if I know Charles.”

Riall chuckled for the first time in nearly three days. “Charles continues to impress me even after all these years.” He stated. “What is he… nearing eighty?”
“Seventy-six next month and still as spry as a twenty year old.” Selene answered. “We were preparing a large birthday party but I suppose that is off for now.” 
“Someone should talk him into letting one of us turn him.” Riall spoke. “He has made the humans strong again with his leadership and it will be a shame to lose that. They have truly an inspiration to many now.”

Selene shook her head slowly. “I still… I still can not believe that this is happening Riall. Where is he?”


Riall motioned to the doors opposite the large main room they sat in. “On the patio with Sadi and Carisia. He and Helen are leaving in a few hours to meet with this Wayonn person and those with him.”


Selene looked at him from the couch. “Riall… who is this person?”

Riall shook his head slowly. “I don’t know and I don’t begin to understand most of it. Gorgo has tried to explain the history of these Pralors to me. As much as she knows anyway. Helen knows much more than she lets on. Martin and Andro as well. It has to do with Avi and City Ship 41 and when they discovered it. And if my understanding of it is correct, events that happened nearly thirty or forty thousand years ago on Lycavore. Even before where Resumar became King in our history. It is all very confusing… at least to me. It is part of the reason why our people are able to use Mindvoice. It has to do with what Canth, the very first Oracle of our people told Martin on Ukwav. How he would need to find the Lost Ones as Canth referred to them. And amazingly it ties very tightly together with the history of the Vampire High Coven as well.”


“The High Coven?” Lynwe gasped. “How so?”


Riall shrugged his broad shoulders. “That I don’t know… but it is part of the reason that Carisia is now one of Andro’s mates. Why she is bound to him almost as tightly as Sadi. And it is also part of the reason why Zarah and Yuri’s daughter Lucia are now together. Why Lucia risked all to save Zarah. As I said… it is all very confusing.”


“Can we… can we trust them?” Tareif asked.


Riall looked at him. “That is something I believe Andro and Helen will discover quickly, but I don’t believe they would be going if that was not the case.”

“…Ilythiiri tessai is with Aihola and her mother Daba and SirsanGai is speaking with her grandmother and uncle.” Sadi Leonidas spoke softly as she pressed close to Andro on one side and Carisia Leonidas pressed snuggly to him on the other. Two of his wives and mates.
“We felt it was the right time to speak with you.” Carisia said.

Andro looked down into Sadi’s jungle green eyes and then shifted his gaze to Carisia's Maya blue orbs. He lowered his mug of strong coffee to the nearby table, using his TK power to let it settle the last three meters to the top. The cool breeze coming from the ocean and the smell of salt water in his nose had done more to calm him than anything in the last few hours. Having Sadi’s sugar plume and spice scent combined with Carisia’s sweet rose blossom scent filtering powerfully to him now relaxed him even further. 

Androcles was very nearly overwhelmed with everything that was happening and it was moving so quickly that he could barely keep up. He had moved into a realm that only his father had been in up until this moment. So many men and women hinging on his every word and order. All of them, while knowing and conducting their duties, all of them looking to him for guidance. Now he truly knew what his father meant when he said he hated being King and how he just wanted to take his mothers and disappear for months on end. Andro also knew it was something his father had never done out of his sense of duty and commitment to their people and it was something Androcles would not shirk either. 

“Speak with me about what?” He asked softly.


“With everything that is happening… we felt… we felt perhaps you may have forgotten who you are.” Sadi said softly.


Andro chuckled gently. “Trust me… I have many people who remind me every hour of who I am.” He answered. “And who I am supposed to be.”

“That is not what we mean.” Carisia said softly.


Andro looked back and forth between them several times. “What is going on here?” He asked.


“We are speaking of Lu'ria and Ne'Veha.” Sadi said. “You need to finish what you have started my love.”


“Excuse me?” Andro asked.


“You know what I am talking about Androcles Leonidas.” Sadi told him sternly but with a touch of playfulness in her voice. 


“Sadi… now is not the time…”


“It is the time!” Carisia told him pressing closer to him. Her lithe five foot two frame looked almost ridiculously small against his muscular six foot one body, but it never ceased to cause her blood to surge with desire. “You have turned our Ilythiiri tessai. Ne'Veha feels the changes that sharing your bed have caused within her Andro.”

“You need to finish it.” Sadi told him. “You need to make them ours completely. You need to love Lu'ria as you have loved Enylarcopri and I. You need to turn Ne'Veha completely and love her as you have loved us.”


“KertaGai…” Andro began.


“No… listen to us.” Sadi said shaking her head. “We are meant for each other Androcles. You know this. All of us are meant for each other. You have known this since you were only eight months old! I have known as well… though I tried to deny it until you returned to me. Enylarcopri has known almost her entire life. As we have found each of them we have grown stronger together. Enylarcopri… SirsanGai… and now Ilythiiri Tessai. The stronger we become…” Sadi paused for a moment and rested her forehead against his chest. “The stronger we become my love, the easier it will be for us to face whatever the future brings to us. And that includes discovering the last piece of the puzzle that we all are.”


“Sadi I can’t…” Andro began to speak again.


“They are right!” Gorgo’s voice spoke from behind them.


Andro turned and saw her come fully onto the patio holding the mug of tea in her hands. He shook his head as he looked at the stone floor of his patio. She was very different from only a few hours ago when she thought she had lost her son yet again. Now she was the strong and so very confident woman she normally was. “Grandmother I…” He began to speak.

Gorgo stopped as she came up in front of him. “You what?” She asked him quickly. “Do you think that if you hold in what your blood and your instincts demand that you do; do you think that if you hold this in, it will make you a better leader somehow? That our people will somehow look at you differently?”


“No. It’s just…”


“Your father learned the hard way that this is not the case Androcles. He almost lost your mother because he did not follow his instincts.” Gorgo said softly as she looked at him. “The clone of me encouraged him to ignore the instincts he had followed for so long, and she did it in an insidious manner; by telling him our people came first and to shield his instincts. He almost lost your mother Aricia because of that. He almost waited too long before turning your mother For'mya. If he was here what do you think he would tell you? He would tell you to follow what your instincts and your blood clamor so loudly for you to do. Without hesitation. And without question. Just as he now does. That is what makes you leaders of men! You have turned Lu'ria Andro… and her Drow blood sings for you to the heavens. Every single female wolf within five kilometers of Cranae Island can smell her. Her scent now filters on the wind just as strongly as Sadi’s does. She is the first you have turned Androcles, and like your mother Dysea her scent will be nearly as strong as Sadi’s. Ne'Veha... well even Helen and I commented about Ne'Veha. We agreed that in all our years we have never smelled an elven female whose very essence announced so loudly that she wanted the man who claimed her to finish making her his. Not even For'mya’s blood called so strongly for your father before he turned her.” Gorgo said softly. “You have turned Lu'ria and now you need to finish turning Ne'Veha. And then you need to make them utterly yours as they both want so badly. It is what their blood wants. What their minds want. You are the only one to not see this you know.”

“Everything that is happening is…”


Gorgo shook her head slowly. “We can not change what has happened young Androcles. It is times like these where I curse my Spartan blood, for it tells us this is what happens in life and we need to move forward no matter what.” She looked at him. “As… as cruel as it sounds yes, your mother For'mya may well be dead. Deia may join her. We may also never recover your mother Dysea. We may never recover from what your uncle has wrought upon us… but if we are to recover then you need to be as strong as you can be. As with your father, the women who hold his heart and soul make him who he is. They make him as strong as he is. Just as your KertaGai does. Just as your Enylarcopri does. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha are part of that now… they are part of what makes you who you are, just as you shape them. Do not deny it… do not resist it. Your father will need you to be the strongest you can be if and when the time comes. If your mother is dead… if we can not get your mother Dysea back… your father will need that strength.” Gorgo smiled up at him.

“They are what give you that strength Androcles, just as your mothers are your father’s strength.” Gorgo reached up with one hand and placed it flat on his cheek. “Your father did not have the luxury of knowing what he was… even who he was when he first returned to Earth. To me. You have known who and what you are since you were still being carried in your mother’s womb. You have never denied that Androcles Leonidas, in all the years I have known you and watched you grow, you have embraced every portion of what you are completely. Do not deny that now.”


Carisia reached up and stroked his opposite cheek with her fingers as Gorgo’s hand fell away and he looked at her. “Sadi is your anome Andro.” She spoke with bright blue eyes and a brilliant smile. “I know that… Lu'ria and Ne'Veha know that. She will always be the one that calls to you strongest of all. Lu'ria is the first you have turned and just as Gorgo has said, like your mother Dysea she calls for you almost as intensely. But we also know that you love us just as intensely as we love you. That Sadi loves us just as we love her. This is the purpose we were all meant for. And we will be complete when the last piece of that puzzle comes to us.”

“Take Lu'ria and Ne'Veha with you my love.” Sadi told him with a loving smile. “Finish what you started so that they will know you as Enylarcopri and I know you. Trust me… we will have enough here to keep us busy making sure they do not rearrange our entire home and acting as we would be expected to act.”


“Listen to them Androcles. Trust in their love for you.” Gorgo said as she turned to go back inside. “They will never guide you in a direction you don’t wish to go. And they know we need to be ready to face anything in the future. You leave with Helen in three hours… Arzoal and she will see you on the HARBINGER.”


Andro watched her until she had re-entered his villa completely and then he turned to look at Sadi and Carisia. “You two planned that.” He said finally.


Sadi looked up at his adoring azure blue eyes. “We figured we might need an assist to make you see our point.”


Andro lowered his head and nuzzled Sadi’s cheek and neck firmly causing her to sigh in delight. He repeated this action with Carisia and though she was not wolf and could not feel the aura of unabashed love he was projecting, she could still feel his powerful Mindvoice resonance ripple in much the same fashion through her.


“I will do as you ask me.” He whispered.


“It is what you want as well my love…” Sadi said softly. 


“You are just too stubborn to admit it.” Carisia finished.


They felt his arms wrap around their waists as he pulled them tightly to him and they knew he would do what they both knew all of them wanted.


“No!” Andro snapped shaking his head as he got to his feet. “Absolutely not! I already have one brother, his mate and an Uncle in harms way inside Kavalian space! As well as countless others! I will not risk my father’s dearest sister and one of his favorite nieces as well! No!”


“You… you have people in Kavalian space already?” Pian asked in shock.


Tarifa looked at Isra next to her and then let her sapphire colored eyes drift Aihola’s amber orbs and then to where Pian and Jalersi sat on the second couch with Karun and Ardis. She turned her eyes back to him. “Andro…”

Andro turned back around and glared at her. “You want me to give you a ship to take you into Kavalian space so you can find and rescue Jalersi’Puat…” Andro stopped and looked at her. “So you can find and rescue Jalersi’Nruarani’s daughter! You don’t even know where she is!”


“She is on Rizon Four.” Pian spoke up still somewhat surprised that he was here at all. What Pian did not realize or understand just yet was that his actions in standing with Jalersi and Jiss and protecting Aricia would make him somewhat of a cult hero within Union Space. He would become known as the first who broke away from the old oppression and moved into the future. His feline eyes were even more surprised when Androcles corrected himself when he spoke Jalersi’s name just now.

Andro looked at him. “Rizon Four?” He gasped looking at him. “Pian that’s on the far edge of Kavalian space beyond the Orion Spur and almost to the Perseus Arm! A three to four day trip at least!”


“It is where my Pride calls home Androcles Leonidas.” Pian spoke calmly as he got to his feet. “It is what has allowed me to bring about the change in my Pride I have wanted. Turning my Pride away from the old ways of our cultures and traditions. Much like your grandfather did so many thousands of years ago with your own people.”


Andro tilted his head and looked at him oddly for a moment before turning to Tarifa and Aihola. “Did my tennas tell you to say that?” He asked looking at him quickly. Pian looked at him sheepishly and Andro turned back to Tarifa. “Tenna?”


“So what?” Tarifa barked softly. “Yes… I told him to say it! Andro it’s the truth! Pian’s Pride is nearly five million strong! It’s one of the larger Prides within the Kavalian Federation! And now because of what Pian and Jalersi have discovered together, what they have embraced just as Athani did; now his Pride will be the largest force for good and change within the entire Federation.”


“They will be hunted Tenna!” Andro snapped. “They will be hunted for choosing the path they have! After what they have done for my mother do you expect me to put them in grave danger by allowing them to go back into Kavalian space?”

Pian snorted loudly and gripped Jalersi's hand tightly. “Let them hunt for us. We know the border areas of the Federation better than any other Pride. We have lived there for centuries. They will not find us unless I wish them to find us.” He stated confidently as he rose to his feet. “I need to do this. I promised Jalersi we would not abandon her daughter and I will not go back on that promise!”

“Andro… do you doubt me?” Tarifa asked.  


“I’m not doubting you Tenna!” Andro answered. “Nor do I doubt Pian or Jalersi… not after what they did to protect my mother.”


“You doubt me then?” Karun asked from his spot next to Ardis.


Andro looked at him intently. “You are the one who concerns me least cousin.” He spoke quickly. “Ardis would have gutted you long ago if you were not sincere in your heart. And if she hadn’t… my father would have.”


“Then what is the problem?” Tarifa asked.


Andro returned to his chair. “Problem? This whole idea is insane… that is the problem! My father would never allow you to do this tenna and you know that! Why do you ask it of me?”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes I know what you father would say… but you are not your father.” She said.


Andro’s eyes bore into her as they narrowed. “No… I am not.” He stated firmly. “And the answer is still no. If this is to work… if we are going to discover why the Kavalians have done this then we need to make this façade last as long as possible. Part of that pretense is I promote grandfather Panos and you become Governor of Sparta!”


Tarifa’s eyes grew wide at this information. “What?” She gasped in shock.


Andro nodded. “As sick as it sounds… my father made me go over this at least half a dozen times when I was younger. This very scenario! Aunt Deia’s resonance within Mindvoice is very weak… and it grows weaker by the hour. My mother… my mother For'mya may very well be dead and buried in that pile of rubble. Father may not be dead… but we could still lose so many more! Even if Aunt Deia survives… she will be unable to conduct her duties as Prime Minister. Before I leave I will appoint grandfather Panos as either her successor or her deputy while she makes her recovery. That makes you Governor of Sparta. What do I tell the Netnews if this happens?” He spoke. “That my Aunt Tarifa, who is now Governor of Sparta, that she is somewhere within Kavalian space on a secret mission?”

“Then send us.” Ardis spoke leaning forward. “I will certainly not be missed Andro.”


“I forbid it!” Isra snapped.


“Papa… would you expect me to leave one of my brothers or sisters in danger? Would you or my mothers leave me?” Ardis asked. “How can you ask my husband and mate to do the same? How can you ask Jalersi to do this after what she and Pian have done?”


“You do not need to go!” Isra almost shouted beginning to come to his feet.


Tarifa gripped his arms with Aihola and kept him from getting to his feet. “Isra… sit.” Aihola told him. “This does not help.”


“She is our daughter!” Isra snapped.


Aihola nodded. “Yes she is… and she is also a woman who loves her mate Isra.” Aihola turned to Andro. “If you need to do this Androcles… can you not say Tarifa has gone to Apo Prime or to Elear for a meeting of some sort and that she will be confirmed when she returns. This would not look odd in the least considering what has happened.”


Andro looked at her slowly as the wheels in his head began to turn. “Tenna Aihola… I… you support this?”

“I support this because I trust my mates.” She stated. “And I trust those who they have come to call friend.”


Karun came to his feet then surprising everyone. “She is my sister!” He snarled. “The Nruarani Pride risked much to keep her from my father’s clutches! She is only twenty years old… and she is innocent to all that is going on around her! She does not understand what is happening! She does not understand why our father wishes to make her a whore on Nefoa! I will not sit by and wait for my brothers Leruk or Kalis to find her and take her to Nefoa to be a whore for my father’s men! If he does not kill her outright for what my mother and I have done! Nikkei is innocent and… we have found new lives! New lives and new meaning to our lives! Nikkei deserves just as much a chance! I will leave… even if I have to steal a ship!”


Andro’s eyes lifted slowly and he gazed at Karun. He turned after a moment and looked at Jalersi and she met his gaze as she slowly came to her feet. “What?” She asked softly. “What do you know?” Her hands came up to her mouth as she gasped. “He… he has already found her hasn’t he?”

“Impossible!” Pian spoke looking at her and then back to Andro. “My mother… my Pride would not have let that happen! No!”


“Then what?” Jalersi demanded.


“Leruk.” Andro said softly.


Karun stepped closer to him. “What about Leruk?”


Andro turned back to him. “He was on Iraruzu.” Andro said softly. “He was leading the forces there that were attempting to find and kill… they were trying to kill Walter and Lu'ria.” He told them the pain in his voice very evident. “They had already destroyed the entire Drow settlement and killed the Drow that were stationed there. Over forty of them. When I arrived… when I arrived they had the last of them trapped in the remains of their home. Lu'ria was… Ilythiiri Tessai was badly injured and…”


“He is dead isn’t he?” Jalersi asked.


Andro met her eyes. “He was trying to kill my wife and mate! He had already shot her four times! ” Andro said forcefully. “He and those he was leading… they had killed over forty Drow who… I killed him!” Andro said finally. He looked at Karun. “I killed your brother for what he was attempting to do.”

Jalersi took a deep breath and shook her head slowly. “I lost Leruk many years ago.” She said softly seeing Andro turn back to look at her. “Just as I lost Kalis. They… they embraced their father’s nature completely. The cruelty and hate. The lack of compassion for any female. Only Karun and Nikkei have remained outside his influence.” Jalersi looked at him. “I did not realize it until… until I found Pian… but they were dead to me the moment they fell into their father’s realm of corruption and hate. That is why… that is why I must find her before they do. Karun is right Androcles… she is innocent! Pure!”


Andro turned slowly and looked back at Karun as he stepped closer to him. “When I came here… when I came here I discovered far more than I ever expected.” Karun spoke. “Everything my father told me as I was growing was a lie. Everything! I have embraced my blood Androcles! The blood that makes me a Leonidas! Grandmother Gorgo… my sister Lisisa, Ardis… they have opened my eyes. After what I have discovered I will never dishonor that name as my father did! Never! I would gladly die before I did that! Kalis and Leruk… they are not my brothers… they never really were. My family is here! This is where I belong! Would you leave one of your sisters in danger if there was even a slim hope of saving her? Would you leave Lisisa? Or Eliani? Or Zarah? Would you desert them if you had a chance, no matter how small! Would you…”

Andro turned away from him suddenly closing his eyes. Karun made to reach out and grab him but Ardis quickly took his arm and shook her head.


“Ardis… I…” Karun began to protest.


Ardis put a finger to his lips and stopped him. “I know.” She said softly. “I know. And I will follow you wherever you go… but we can’t do it alone.”


They all turned when the massive double doors opened and Elynth’s huge head and obsidian shoulders entered. Jalersi and Pian didn’t flinch much to their surprise. They had no reason to fear dragons any longer, and neither of them understood why they ever did to begin with. To Jalersi… they were now the most majestic creature she had ever seen. It had taken Pian a little longer to be able to reach out and touch one, but as with her, when he did whatever fear he may have held quickly slipped away. They watched Andro step up to Elynth as she lowered her huge body to the floor in front of Andro and his hands reached up to press against the scales of her muzzle. They watched her butt him in the chest gently in a show of affection and love.


[He speaks true Andro my brother.] Elynth said. [Neither of us would leave one of our siblings behind. It is not in our nature.]


[I know.] Andro said softly.


[You feel guilty for killing foul Leruk when you should not.] Elynth told him. [But I do understand why. You must do what your heart and mine tells you my Bonded Brother. It will make our family that much more special. And stronger. We need that now.]

[Yes we do.] He answered. He looked up at her snout. [What would I do without you sister?]


[I have told you before… you are a man. You would do nothing. And that is why you need four breathtaking females to guide you.] Elynth answered with a trace of humor in her voice.


Andro couldn’t help but smile and nod his head. “You are right Karun…” He spoke out loud as he leaned his forehead against Elynth’s snout for a long moment. “I would do anything for any of my sisters… no matter the danger. No matter the odds.” Andro turned and stepped right up to Karun and gazed at his blue eyes. “I have taken a brother from you cousin… I have taken a brother from you and now I offer myself as your brother in return if you will have me. A commitment of Blood washes away a crime of Blood.” Andro held out his hand to Karun. “Brother.”

Karun didn’t hesitate and he snatched Andro’s hand and arm tightly. “Then that is what I pledge as well!” He stated without pause fully embracing the new life he had found without a moment’s hesitation, no matter where that life took him. “Brother!”


Andro smiled and nodded his head. “And we do not leave our family in danger.” He said. He turned quickly to Isra. “Are they ready Uncle?”


Isra came slowly to his feet now as he looked at him. “Durago and Aelnala believe they are. So do I.” He stated confidently as Tarifa and Aihola looked at him oddly. “It has been a upaee hiding them from your father and Arzoal though. Especially for three years.”

“We will not need to for very much longer. There is a new VANGUARD MARK III-Class Cruiser in orbit.” Andro told him. “The RAGE OF ACHILLES I believe she is called. The first of the new VANGUARD line that will take the place of the older LEONIDAS I as escorts in our Fleet Groups. She has the new HMFC engines, a Shroud, plenty of firepower and she can carry twenty-five dragons with ease. She can go places a LEONIDAS II can’t. She also has a human female captain cut from the same mold as Miranda Lorian and Sa'sur.”

Isra grinned. “Ahhh… bigger nor than me then. Excellent.” 

Andro laughed a genuine laugh now as Tarifa and Aihola both punched Isra in each of his arms. “Have a staette of them deployed to her immediately. You just may need them. You and Aelnala will lead them Uncle.” (Section)

Isra nodded instantly. “Done.”


“Then… then you will allow us to go?” Jalersi asked quickly her voice filled with hope.


Andro looked at her and nodded slowly. “Karun is right… I would never leave any of my sisters in harm’s way if it was within my power to change. You will join with my brother and Athani on Ritaah.” He said.


“Athani?” Jalersi gasped.


Pian’s eyes grew wide. “Ritaah?” He gasped as he came forward. “Then you do have people inside Kavalian space already?”

Andro nodded his head. “From there you will find the best way to bring Nikkei home safely, but Resumar will have the final say on how you do it. He should be almost finished with his primary mission there but his mission takes priority no matter what.” Andro looked at Karun quickly. “You know and understand what I am saying Karun, at least in a military sense. Find Nikkei and do whatever it takes, but Resumar’s mission is more important until it is complete. You will fully understand why when you get there and see for yourselves, but you must promise me that, for his mission could have ramifications that will resound across the universe.”

Karun nodded. “I give you my word.”


Andro nodded and slowly turned to look at Tarifa. “If anything happens to you tenna, my father will hang my nor out in the sun to cook slowly. You know that.” He stated firmly. “Do nothing stupid or reckless please.”


Tarifa grinned at him and nodded. She turned to Aihola. “Nya Istel?” 


Aihola nodded. “If both of us were gone the Netnews would detect something was awry.” She said. “I need to remain here to maintain the illusion and also to help Lu'ria when they return the day after tomorrow. Daba, Sadi and I will need to assist her in what her status now is thanks to our Mandri.” Aihola looked at Andro with her bright amber eyes. “Like his father… he tends to bite before he thinks.”


Andro looked at her sheepishly for a moment. “She… she does smell very good tenna.”


“Good!” Aihola barked humorously. “When you return… Daba and I will have a short ceremony prepared until such time as a proper and full Drow wedding can be held. It must be done Andro, even with everything else that is happening this must take place. I’m sorry.”


Andro nodded. “I know. And I am not sorry, so no one else should be either.”

“I sincerely hope you realize what you have gotten yourself into Androcles. Her father and her family have never met you mandri. You have turned her without them meeting you. There has never been a pureborn Drow who has been turned or taken as a mate by a Lycavorian. This is new territory for all of us.”


“I know what I did. I could not let her die.” He answered. “And I have no regrets or fear about it. We were meant to be together just as Sadi and I. We…”


Aihola lifted her hand and shook her head. “It is not me you need to convince Mandri. You have Daba on your side which is unbelievable to say the least… but now you will have to convince the rest of her family. And the Drow as a whole.”

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders laconically. “So be it.” He turned to Karun. “I need to leave for a meeting. My uncle has my personal Spartan COM channel. He will see to it that you are assigned one as well. If you need anything before you depart or arrive on Ritaah contact me directly.”


“We will not fail.” Karun said looking at Ardis with her Elven and Lycavorian beauty. “I have far too much to live for now.”


Andro pulled Karun into a powerful embrace gripping the back of his head as he did. “Cuia fas vada carians fervon.” (Go with the Gods brother)


“Forn aen fan fervon. Forn aen fan.” (You as well brother. You as well)

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP
EIGHTEEN HOURS FROM BELID   

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh… noooo!” 

“You like our Immortal cocks don’t you elf Queen!” The Immortal barked loudly as he rammed his hips forward again, sinking his huge cock into the silky depths of her pussy as the Immortal behind her withdrew his huge cock slowly from her bowels. She was sandwiched between the two hulking men, her breasts crushed against the naked chest of the Immortal in front of her and her tattooed body being pummeled with more Immortal cock than she ever had thought possible. “Vith Dysea… you are so fucking tight!” The Immortal gasped as he lowered his head to her chest and he ground his thick, fifteen inch cock into her clenching pussy.


Dysea’s body was on fire. Had been on fire for hours now.
Her senses were screaming in blissful abandon as these two Immortals used her as they wanted. She didn’t have the strength to fight them when they had come into her cell, her sweet luscious body already exposed to their gazes. She had been stripped naked before they tossed her in this cell, her jaw sore and her body aching from the blows it had taken to knock her out. She had not gone down without a fight, impaling one Immortal with her Nehtes even as she dropped to the ground stunned by the hammer like blow to her face. Even with all her strength and skill she had finally succumbed to their repeated blows.

Dysea had awakened to the burning of her wolf blood and the painful yet totally glorious feeling of being completely stuffed with Immortal cock. She didn’t know how long they had been fucking her, but the pain in her anus had rapidly been replaced by divine sensations as their two huge cocks had sawed in and out of her lithe and muscular elven body. Her nipples were searing points of wanton hardness, the silver studs through both of her nipples only serving to magnify the immense satisfaction that ripped through her. Only Martin had ever penetrated her so completely in that most private of places and the enormous pleasure she had gotten from that experience had led to many more similar to it with her Nauta Melme. Yet now, the Immortal cocks stretching her body were larger and thicker than Martin, and they were driving her utterly insane with rapture. Their Immortal bodies were so hugely powerful and they now held her balanced between them, impaled on their dominating cocks as their large hands discovered her body in a way only her beloved Nauta Melme had ever done. Their skin was a dark gray in color and the disparity between them and her deep tan only served to enhance their passion as they drove their cocks into her. She had never been so staggeringly filled before, her warm, tight elven pussy and ass quickly stretching to accommodate the pulsing hot Immortal cocks buried in her body even as her wolf blood screamed for more. She had tried to fight them at first, but the battering she had taken had served to weaken her considerably. When that first Immortal had erupted deep in her pussy after only a few brutal strokes she knew all was lost. That Immortal was shifting positions as the second man was erupting into her bowels with savage glee. The first one had wasted no time in twisting her around on the small bunk, and taking hold of her head, laughing hysterically as he forced his slick and still very hard cock into her mouth. She tried to push him away as he drove his cock into her throat causing her to gag, but the second Immortal only grabbed her arms and held her with his cock still buried in her sore ass. The moment the Immortal began exploding into her throat and belly Dysea could only think of one thing. With his entire cock in her throat she tore her hands free from the second immortal and wrapped her arms around his powerful ass cheeks holding his dominating cock in her throat as he filled her stomach with his seed. She could feel the effects of his addicting come racing through her as he withdrew his cock from between her lips. The need to have him fill her over and over again beginning to grow stronger by the moment. Dysea knew she was all but gone when she did not fight him as he lifted her off the small bed, twisted her body around once more and impaled her one more time with his Immortal cock, which amazingly was still hard as iron and ready for more.
Dysea could not feel her Nauta Melme’s aura or his Mindvoice presence and through the fog of delight coursing through her mind and swiftly overwhelming her senses, she remembered that he was gone forever. He had been violently killed protecting those he so loved on Earth. Those that she had loved so completely as well. Dysea’s wide emerald eyes blinked rapidly and she realized through that fog that these Immortals had already filled her with their blistering hot come at least once, and they had only shifted positions. She had no concept of time and didn’t know how long they had been using her, or how many times they had emptied their seed in to her, all she knew was that she was beginning to covet the sinful pleasure she was experiencing. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before and she felt her resistance crumbling ever so rapidly. This should not be happening to her now, she was too powerful, and Esther had given her the serum before the battle on Kranek. She should not feel anything but immense pain and humiliation at what these monsters were doing to her, but the wicked pleasure was undeniable and her being well into phase now made it even worse. It amplified all of her pleasure receptors to the extreme and no matter how she fought against it she could feel a monstrous orgasm building inside her.
“Phy'iad… Phyiad will kill… will kill us if he finds out!” The Immortal driving his cock into her ass once more groaned against the side of her elven ear.

“Fuck Phy'iad!” The second Immortal exclaimed between clenched teeth. “Osiri said she wouldn’t become immune to Immortal come!” He gasped as he slammed his cock into Dysea again and again. “She is… she is mine now! I… I emptied my load into her throat and pussy once already! She is mine now! When I fill her with my come again she will be my slave! Look how she… look how she holds us as we fuck her senseless! She will do anything I want her to! She is my Elf Queen bitch now!”
“Shit! She… her ass is too tight! I’m… I’m going to… Aaargh!”

The Immortal rammed his cock as deeply into her ass as he could, his throbbing balls pressed tightly to her ass cheeks and Dysea felt his searing hot come filling her bowels. It was too much then and the walls of her control came smashing down like children’s building blocks. The magnificent Immortal cock slamming into her pussy was the final catalyst to her fall and her head flew back, her lips opened in a soundless wail of defeat and wonderful acceptance. Long, silky platinum blond hair flew in all directions as her head slammed into the jaw of the Immortal behind her causing him to fall away spent, his immense cock still spewing his seed all over her skin, covering portions of her tattooed body. It didn’t mattered to her as her hands flew to the Immortal’s shoulders as he increased his fifteen inch plunges into her lush body to mind numbing speed. She could feel every splendid inch of his cock as he speared her, every thick angry vein pulsing in dominance over her. Her mind was unable to resist the sensations that told her she belonged to this Immortal now.
“You… you are mine now Elf Queen!” He snarled. “Mine! I’m going to fuck you every day for the rest of your life!”
The last vestiges of who she was reached out and Dysea Leonidas shook her head only slightly, all resistance falling away. “N… no… please!”

His laugh was harsh and demeaning and he gripped her firm ass cheeks tightly as he rammed his cock into her completely, the bulbous head slamming into her far deeper than anyone had ever reached before and she gasped in unabashed enchantment as his volcano hot balls pressed tightly to her upturned ass cheeks.

“Tell me what you want Elf Queen!” He barked loudly. “Tell me what your body craves Dysea my bitch! Tell me now! I want to hear you scream for me as I dump my come into your womb!”

Dysea’s will broke then. It snapped as cleanly as a board would snap when struck by such an overwhelming force. Her head flew back once more and she let go, surrendering to the utter supremacy of the orgasm as it cascaded through every minute portion of her body. Her pussy clamped down on the entire length of the Immortal’s massive cock as she clung to his arms and howled out her delight.
“YES!!!! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh… fuck yes! Break me my… break me my Immortal Master!” Dysea Leonidas screamed out. “Break me to your will! Fill… fill me with your Immortal come! I beg you…Master! Break meeeee!”

The Immortal groaned at her words and her incredible tight body and with his hands holding her hips firmly he began to spew his hot come deeply into her convulsing elven body watching with a twisted grin as she shuddered violently in the grips of her own massive orgasm. The tattoos that adorned her sweaty skin only increased the intensity of his orgasm because of the sultry nature of the coloring and he continued to empty his load into her for several long minutes, each blast of his hot come further erasing who she was and making her his slave for all time.

Then his head snapped forward and his vampiric fangs sank deeply into her exposed neck and she began screaming yet again in another earth shattering orgasm as he fed deeply on her blood, sealing her fate as she clutched at him in wanton need. Her pussy was milking his cock for every drop of his Immortal come, unwilling to allow any to escape her body so that she could sate the burning of her blood and mind. As he leaned back, pulling her shuddering body up tightly to his he withdrew his fangs slowly from her neck, licking the two puncture holes so that they sealed instantly. Never had he tasted such sweet blood and he would taste more of it soon. So much more. He could feel her pussy muscles clenching and unclenching on his cock, taking every drop of his come and he knew she was his forever now. Her head flew up and she gazed at him with sizzling emerald green eyes.
“Kiss… kiss me my… my Immortal Master!” She gasped loudly. “I am… I am yours! Kiss me I beg you!”

The Immortal felt his cock thicken almost immediately at her whimpering words even as it still leaked his come into her body. He grinned viciously as he slammed his cock upward into her and he saw her face contort in a delighted expression.

“I may kiss you Dysea my Elf Queen!” He growled. “I have three more hours before my relief comes and I intend to pump my seed into you until it spills from your openings. Then you will be mine forever! Perhaps then I will kiss you! After you have cleaned our Immortal cocks with your tongue!”

Dysea nodded her head quickly and without reservation. “Oh yes… oh yes my Master! Anything! Anything! I need your Immortal come Master! I need it!”
“Then fuck me Dysea! Fuck me like you used to fuck your wolf King!” He laughed at her. “Fuck me like you fucked him and I might just give you what you want and need! Sling your tight Elf Queen pussy on your Immortal master’s cock now bitch!”

 Without hesitation or pause Dysea Leonidas began to do just that. With unabashed glee and energy.
NORMYA’S LIGHT
THIRTEEN HOURS BEHIND PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP


Cha'talla turned when he smelled Esther’s sweet blood waft into the large lounge area on NORMYA’S LIGHT. It was usually a place where the crew would come and joke and relax, but now they were only talking amongst themselves quietly, the usual banter gone and in its place a deadly seriousness. The crew of NORMYA’S LIGHT had long ago accepted Cha'talla and now when he walked the corridors there were no longer looks of suspicion and concealed fear and hate. He had been on board many times over the last months to meet with Admiral Thodias and Dysea on one thing or the other. While she spent most of her time on the surface of Kranek to show her trust and support of what they were building, there had been many days where they met late into the night and Cha'talla would remain on board. He and Esther had their own large quarters only a few doors down from Dysea, and this more than anything showed them that he was sincere in not only his words but his deeds. Since his impassioned speech on the surface of Kranek had been broadcast throughout the entire Strike Wing, now when they looked at him he saw respect and honor in their eyes.

Esther walked with Lisisa, Narice and Denali Leonidas as she strode across the lounge area, her dark eyes focused on him entirely. She stopped in front of him and looked up into his face. A face that could not have been more handsome to her now, but a face that would change and become even more desirable to her in the future.


“Speak to me my Du'ased 'ranndi.” Cha'talla spoke softly.

Esther slowly held up the data pad. “The ship’s doctor and I researched everything within the data banks that I have worked on; everything that Anja sent to me. We even contacted four senior Hadarian Healers that worked closely with Anja on many of her projects. They work out of the research facility she built on Apo Prime.”


“Do not delay the news my wife.” Cha'talla spoke. “Is what Gareld said true?”


Esther forced herself to nod. “Yes.” She spoke ever so softly.


Cha'talla closed his eyes tightly and exhaled slowly before opening them again. “How… how is this possible?”


“You know that the Senior Polemarch of the Union is…” Esther began.


Cha'talla nodded. “His Spartan name was Dymas. He was one of Leonidas’s Captains at Thermopylae. I do not know what name he goes by now, but I do know that since the Battle for Earth he is responsible for the deaths of more Immortals than the King he followed so loyally. The High Lord had a price on his head almost as high as your father.” Cha'talla spoke looking at Denali and Lisisa. “He created the elves that were on Earth. Yes… I know this. Dysea’s mother and father were two of his original clones. She is called a second generation Earth Born Clone I believe she told me was the name that is now used.”


Esther looked at him surprised. “How…”


“We talked of many things we did, Dysea and I, on the nights we were up here Esther. After you had gone to bed.” He spoke softly. “Not everything was focused on the present and future. She told me many things of herself, how she and your father met Denali and Lisisa and I spoke of how I was finally blessed when you came into my life. We spoke of our children and our parents… a great many things.”


Esther nodded slowly. “When… when Dymas created the clones his work was almost perfect for the equipment he had to use. The EBCs are an almost perfect genetic match to the elves on Elear. However all of the Earth Born Clones lack one chromosome that the elves on Elear have. They lack a Telomere Chromatin Chromosome. When an elven male or female is turned by a Lycavorian, that Telomere Chromatin chromosome is part of the molecular bonding structure that unites their wolf DNA to their elven DNA. It is part of the molecular structure that relates to their ability to heal and resist disease and foreign bodies that enter their body and their blood.” Esther looked at him and took his large hand in hers. “It is also the single chromosome that allows a turned elf born on Elear, or born to parents from Elear, to eventually fight off the affects of the Eukaryote cells within Akruxian males. Without that chromosome she will be just as susceptible to the addicting nature of the chemicals in Akruxian semen as any normal female elf who is not turned. It will not matter that she is also half wolf now. Without that chromosome she…”

Cha'talla lifted a hand and put a finger gently to her lips and stopped her from continuing. “I understand Du'ased 'ranndi.” He said softly.

“There is more I discovered Du'ased M'ranndii.” Esther told him softly.

Cha'talla shook his head. “Little else matters now.” He said in reply. “Little else matters. You can… you can cure her of this my wife?”


Esther nodded. “Yes. It is different than the serum I gave to her weeks ago, but I can easily synthesize the correct one with the equipment on this ship.” She saw his confused look and placed a hand on his chest now. “You know that her gift within Mindvoice has to do with precognition.”

Cha'talla nodded. “Yes… she has told me of some of the visions she has had. Several helped the Union to win battles against the Evolli with little or no loss of life.”

Esther nodded. “She had a vision that she was captured by… by Immortals several weeks ago. She was very… she was very calm about it and simply pulled me aside and asked that I give her a dose of the serum we have developed for those Phy'iad is holding prisoner. At the time I did not know the serum would not work because she is missing the chromosome that interacts with the particular serum I developed.”

Cha'talla looked at her stunned. “She knew… she knew this might happen? Why did she not…”

“She did not want you to blanket her with additional security.” Esther said. “She knew you would fawn over her protection and it is not what she wanted.”

“I could… I could have prevented this!” Cha'talla gasped.

Denali stepped forward a little bit, Lisisa holding to his hand. “No.” He said. “You can not plan for everything Cha'talla and if your enemy has an equally excellent plan, the forces to execute it and the element of surprise, they will more than likely always succeed. This was not something you could have prevented. The Kavalians and those with this Phy'iad had to have been planning this operation for some time. There was nothing you could do. Nothing any of us could do.”

Cha'talla shook his head once more. “If this has happened… if they have debased Dysea in such a manner, then all is lost for my people. We will never be able to regain our honor in the eyes of so many.”


“There is more Du'ased M'ranndii.” Esther said again.

“What more could possibly matter?” Cha'talla asked softly.


“I discovered… I discovered some things while I was working.” Esther spoke. “Things in the Union medical database that you need to know. It relates… it relates to the Akruxian people as a whole my love.”


“What could be more important right now than rescuing Dysea and begging her for the forgiveness that she may well not grant.” Cha'talla asked softly.


Esther squeezed his arm. “You need to… you need to know this Cha'talla.” Esther said. “You need to know that this is not your fault!”


“Whose fault is it then my Blessed Wife, if not mine?” Cha'talla asked.


“It is our fault.” Narice spoke softly. “More specifically… my father’s fault. A blame I share as his daughter.” 


“No you do not Narice!” Esther snapped looking at her. Esther took the pad from his hand and typed in a single command before giving it back to him. “It’s the High Lord’s fault and Aikiro’s fault! And it is theirs alone! You bear no shame for something that happened long before you were ever born Narice! Before any of us were ever born!” She stated pointedly as she turned back to Cha'talla. “It’s been the High Coven’s fault since the day they began to assault the Akruxian homeworld.”

Cha'talla looked at her evenly, unwilling to read the pad. “I don’t understand most of what is on this pad my wife. You know that.”

Esther snatched it back out of his hand now. “Veldruk and Aikiro ordered the use of a unique biotoxin they invented and that was then introduced into the upper atmosphere of your homeworld six months before they invaded!”


“A biotoxin?” He asked.


Esther typed madly on the pad and then held it up to his face. “This is from the data banks of the Lycavorian City Ship Cha'talla! The ship where most of the new advances in technology that the Union has came from. That ship held data cores of information and the history of this quadrant of space dating back nearly three hundred thousand years! This is what the Akruxian people looked like before Veldruk introduced the toxin into your atmosphere! Look at it husband!”


Cha'talla took the pad from her and looked at the image on the small screen. His eyes grew wide when he saw the tanned like skin of the obvious Akruxian male. The bone spurs were there yes, the eye sockets not so sunk in but this Akruxian had long black hair and bright blue eyes. His body still had the same powerful and imposing build common in all Akruxians but his skin was deeply tanned, a deep bronze color not unlike that of his sons. The wrinkled and gray mottled skin of common Immortals was completely non-existent. The skin was smooth and unblemished like that of his sons. Cha'talla looked up at her.


“I don’t understand Esther.” He said. “This can not be right. My… my people have never looked like this.”


“That is what your people looked like before Veldruk came along!” Esther hissed rather vehemently.


Cha'talla shook his head. “The plague struck our planet before Veldruk came my Du'ased 'ranndi.” He said confident in his words. “That is what caused our physical condition. That is what caused us to look as we do!”


“No it is not!” Esther exclaimed. “They used a biotoxin my love! Six months before they invaded they released this into your atmosphere! They knew they could not defeat your people in a stand up fight on the ground. You are too powerful… too durable. There was no way they could stand and win a slug fest with the Akruxian people! Veldruk wanted your people as his slaves! This is how he and Aikiro made it happen!”

“Esther… millions… billions of my people died!” Cha'talla protested her words. “Our history scrolls…”

“Your history scrolls are wrong!” Esther snapped pulling the pad away from him again. “The toxin warped your DNA! The contaminant they released into the atmosphere was the plague! It mixed with the oxygen in the atmosphere and caused mutations in your people! The mutation that makes you look as you do! Veldruk knew what he was doing! He waited until the contagion had swept across your planet killing Akruxians in droves! When he finally came, you fought him for a short time… but then he offered your elders a choice. He could cure the plague if they allowed him to turn a hundred of your strongest warriors into vampires. He would then allow those hundred to turn a hundred more! It was a cycle Cha'talla! A cycle that sick monster started and kept going! He wanted your people as his slaves. His shock troopers!” Esther turned quickly and looked at Narice before taking a deep breath. “Forgive me Narice.”
Narice shook her head holding her hands clasped behind her back. Narice knew the type of man her father was, she had heard all of what he had done in the years after his death simply by listening to Yuri and her mother rant what a fool he was. The only problem Narice saw was that they never talked of themselves in the same way for the deeds they had committed and they should have in Narice’s mind. 

“Do not apologize for stating the truth Esther.” She spoke softly.

“Esther… the Tomes of my people…” Cha'talla began.

“They are my people too Du'ased M'ranndii and I have read them as well.” Esther said. “The earliest Tome is dated three months after the plague began. Three months Cha'talla! Why is that? It is said that the Tomes of the Akruxian people went back thousands of years before the Coven ever showed up! What happened to them?” 

Cha'talla’s dark eyes met hers. “My… my father said they were destroyed by the Coven during the invasion.” He said.

Esther nodded. “Of course! So your people would not know what your history was before the plague and so that they would never discover it! How many Akruxians that lived before the plague still draw breath Cha'talla? Think about it husband! Within the first few hundred years after Veldruk enslaved your people, nearly anyone who had lived before the plague was gone. Veldruk either had them killed secretly or they died because they refused to be turned and the plague killed them!” Esther thrust the pad at him, pressing it against his broad chest. “This very image is dated before the plague began Cha'talla! Before! Why would the Lycavorians have this in their databanks if it was not the truth? They have nothing to gain by having false information in their computer cores!” Esther pressed close to him now, spreading her hands against his chest and looking up into his eyes.
“This is why our sons are different Cha'talla my Du'ased M'ranndii.” Esther gasped. “I did… I never thought to scan their embryonic DNA molecules for reversion.”
“Reversion?” Cha'talla asked.

Esther nodded slowly. “I am immune to this toxin that infected your people Cha'talla. All vampires are… elves and Lycavorians as well. The first time… the first time I tasted your blood husband, the DNA strands of the toxin were destroyed instantly by my blood. When…” Esther looked sheepishly at Denali and the others before turning back to Cha'talla’s stunned face and continuing. “When I first conceived… my blood destroyed the DNA strands of the toxin in your bodily fluids. It left nothing but pure Akruxian strands and that is why our sons look so different than others Cha'talla! That is why the children of the Akruxian and elven marriages look so different!” She was speaking excitedly now. “This is why Aikiro exiled me. Exiled you. Why she tried to kill us! She knew what our sons would look like. She knew we would discover the truth! She has always known vampire blood would destroy the toxins that have been passed down through your people for hundreds of generations. It would reveal to your people what was done! It was why Veldruk tried to kill you when you came to him about Lisisa!”

Lisisa moved up next to Denali now. “You were getting too close Cha'talla. Too close to discovering the truth and you didn’t even know it. When Veldruk found out you were the one who had taken me… he knew that it was only a matter of time before you discovered what he had done. He couldn’t let you live. You would have discovered the truth.”
“Don’t you see my love?” Esther exclaimed as she took his face in her hands. “The serum I made for you was not the reason you began to change! The reason you began to change is because you were taking my blood while we made love and it was killing the toxins! It is why you look as you do now! Every time you have taken my blood it has only reinforced what is already inside you! That is why you have not reverted back! If I scanned your DNA right now I know I would find that these toxins are so much less than they were when I fell in love with you.”

Cha'talla stood there dumbfounded by what they were telling him. Thousands of years of servitude to the High Coven. Thousands of years believing it was Veldruk and the Coven that had saved his people from extinction. Millennia serving and dying at the whim of a man who had wrought this upon them to begin with.
They are not beyond these things my brother. Vollenth’s voice filled his mind clear and strong. I have experienced their twisted methods just as you have. 

Vollenth?

As we have discovered each other my bonded brother and our future is now united, perhaps it is time that the future came to your people. Just as it has mine. Just as it has us. Vollenth spoke.

Narice stepped closer to him. “Esther can make an antibody Cha'talla. She can synthesize a drug that will kill the toxins within the blood of every Akruxian Immortal alive. She can give all of you your lives back! The lives my… the lives my people took away. You can start again! And I will stand beside you as a friend and ally to try and make amends for what my mother and father did if you will allow me.”
Cha'talla looked at his beautiful vampire wife. His goddess and the one thing he would sacrifice all he was for. “Esther… you can… you can do this?” he gasped.

Esther nodded quickly. “Yes!” She stated instantly. “With the medical equipment on NORMYA’S LIGHT I can synthesize enough doses for everyone we have with us. It will be a concentrated does and the reversion will be very uncomfortable initially but it will happen within a minute as soon as the toxins are destroyed. I will need Anja’s material support when we return to Kranek, but I can make enough to distribute to the entire population of our settlement within a week. In a month we can make enough to supply to the entire High Coven!” She took his arms in her hands. “We will free Dysea Cha'talla! No matter what it takes! And then… then we will free our people from the Coven oppression they have been under for so long.”
Denali stepped forward then drawing Lisisa close to him and taking Narice’s hand. “We need to contact Andro with this information.” He said. “We need to let him know what is going on Cha'talla. With the lock down… only he can cut loose the equipment and medicines Esther will need.”

“Your mother Denali, I will do nothing until after we have taken back your mother and 
returned her to her family!” Cha'talla hissed. “I swore this to your brother and I will not break my vow to him after what he has done for us.”

Denali nodded. “Then let’s get that ball rolling shall we.”
Cha'talla nodded. “I have been thinking that with Vollenth and all of you here, if we combine our abilities within Mindvoice and with you and Lisisa keeping us steady… I want to see if I can touch my son Lynom. He can provide us with a wealth of updated information that we do not have right now.”

Deni looked at Lisisa and nodded. “It’s worth a shot.” He said.

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP

EIGHT HOURS FROM BELID
 

“…tapped into the main internal sensor system here.” Lancy was speaking to Normya and Cirith as they sat in the pilot and co-pilot’s seat. He was pointing at the small monitor, one of four that they had set up between the two seats. “It took an extra two hours because of their patrols but we got it done.”
“Patrols?” Cirith asked. “How many?”

“Three that we could count.” Lancy answered as he turned when Tir'ut moved into the cockpit. “Tir'ut?”

Tir'ut moved up behind Normya as Lancy made room for him. “If they have three, then we must assume they will have more. We only saw three as Lancy said.” He stated. “And the three we marked were patrolling these sections of the ship, but doing so in a random way.” He indicated three different points on the schematic of the ship.

Cirith nodded. “Engineering of course.” She said. “This is where you said they have routed all their power conduits Lancy?”

Lancy nodded. “And most of their remote access cables.”

Cirith touched the last spot Tir'ut had indicated. “And this is the brig.” She stated looking at Normya. “Where they are holding your mother.”

Tir'ut nodded his head in agreement. “We used the shadows to get as close as we could. We had to move slowly but we swept through the area four times before moving as close to the detention area as we dared. As near as we can determine with the portable sensors… Dysea Darthirii Ilhar is in this cell. It is on the starboard side all the way in the back.”
Cirith nodded. “Maximum Security Cell.” She said. 

Lancy nodded. “Yes.”

Normya looked at them. “What? What does that mean?” She asked.

Cirith looked at her. “Maximum security cells are tied directly into the bridge’s tactical console. They operate on an entirely different power grid than the rest of the prisoner holding cells. The moment the cell is breached externally, an alarm will go off on the bridge and they will be all over us.”

“Can’t we reroute the power somehow?” Normya asked.

Cirith shook her head. “Unlike the LEONIDAS IIA-Class ships of the Union Normya, the High Coven wanted to insure their prisoners did not escape. While your cells would deactivate so whoever was inside them would not die in an emergency, the Maximum Security Cells on a High Coven dreadnought warship will not. And any attempt to tamper with their direct power source will result in us being discovered… and our mission will be over.”

“There has to be a way!” Normya growled. “I will not leave her to…”

Tir'ut dropped his hand on her shoulder and squeezed gently. “No one has given up yet Il darthirii kal'daka.” He looked at Lancy. “Tell them.”
Lancy nodded with a smile. “There is another way.” He spoke quickly. He pointed with his finger to the print of the ship. “We use the maintenance shaft that runs under the cell block and burn our way through the floor into her cell. It completely bypasses the security in the walls and corridor.”

Cirith looked at him. “You can do that?” She asked.

Lancy nodded. “On a normal ship, with a full crew, I would say no way. There would be too many maintenance people in and out of the shafts. With the skeleton crew they are working on… it will be easy. Conlar will connect our portable power supply to the cables just beneath the cell block. We use two torches cutting in opposite directions and we’re in. We grab her… and then we blur back here and get the vith off the ship.”

“How long?” Cirith asked.

Lancy met her gaze. “That’s the tricky part.” He said slowly. “If the sensor readings are correct we are moving at one hundred and five percent on the Sub Light Drives. This Phy'iad is obviously in a big hurry to get home. At this speed we’ll be arriving at Belid in under ten hours. If that is where he is going… and the sensor logs back up Tir'ut.”

Cirith nodded. “We detected a long range transmission that lasted approximately thirteen minutes.” She said. “It was right after that when they increased power to the SLDs.”

Lancy and Tir'ut nodded. “My guess is they spoke with whoever hired them… Kavalians by the look of their attack on Kranek.”

“How long will it take you?” Cirith asked quickly.

“Getting there isn’t really a problem.” Lancy said. “All of the strike team fits in the shafts easily enough. Even Tir'ut here. Figure three hours to get into position and then Conlar will need a minimum of four hours to infiltrate the system and connect our portable power generator without it being detected as a power surge on the bridge. Another ten minutes at least to find and remove the Static Inhibitor so she can talk to Normya and Tir'ut in Mindvoice… and then we blur and shadow our way back through the Brig area. They won’t expect us to be coming out. You and Normya have the ship ready to go and the moment we are on board we blast a hole in the dock doors and get the hell out of here.”
“Three hours to get there?” Normya asked.

Lancy nodded. “The portable generator is nearly two hundred kilos Lady Normya. Two of us will have to carry it… and it isn’t exactly made for moving in the shadows.”

Normya looked at him sheepishly and shook her head. “Forgive me.” She stated.

Lancy brushed it off. “If it was my mother I would be acting the same way.” He said. “We will get her back.”

“We do not know how close they will be to Belid when they drop from SLD operation Lancy.” Cirith said.
Lancy nodded. “It’s a risk we will have to take Lady Cirith. And we have Tir'ut here… which is another plus. None of us would be able to hold up for long in a stand up fight with an Immortal. Tir'ut can and will.”

Cirith looked at Normya. “Normya?”

Normya nodded without hesitation. “Yes.”


Cirith nodded. “I will go with you.” She said.

Lancy looked at her and shook his head. “That is not needed Lady Cirith. And it is too dangerous. Your father would cut my throat if I allowed harm to come to you. He is already going to beat me for allowing you to fly us onto this ship to begin with.”


“My father knows risks must be taken.” Cirith said. “And I can shave off seven of those ten minutes at the end in finding and removing the Static Inhibitor. We may need them. I will help Normya prep the ship and when you are nearly ready to enter the cell I will move to your location.”

“Cirith you…” Lancy started.


Cirith looked at him. “Normya is by far the better pilot between the two of us and… if they still followed standard doctrine they will have striped her of all her clothing in an attempt to degrade her. I will not have you searching Dysea’s naked body for the Static Inhibitor Lancy!”


Lancy’s eyes showed that he had not thought of that and he nodded slowly. “I didn’t think of that.” He said.


Cirith smiled. “Make your preparations and inform us when you are ready to depart.”


Tir'ut leaned over the back of Normya's chair and kissed her hard, her hand coming up to stroke his cheek. Cirith and Lancy watched this with a mixed order of emotions, more so for Cirith since she had never experienced the physical contact with a man that Normya obviously had. They were Blessed Husband and Wife and Cirith had no doubts that they had partaken of the pleasures of each others flesh. Cirith knew her wolf blood craved physical contact and through the years she had learned how to fight it down and resist that call. Watching Normya Leonidas, who had far more powerful wolf blood running in her veins, watching how she and Tir'ut were constantly touching one another was making it infinitely harder for Cirith to fight down the powerful urges of her own wolf blood.

“Be prepared Il darthirii kal'daka.” Tir'ut spoke. “We will be moving very fast when we return to the ship.”
Normya nodded confidently. “I’ll be ready. Don’t worry.”

Tir'ut nodded and turned to Lancy. He nodded and they both headed into the rear of the SCYTHE. Normya looked at Cirith and saw her staring at her intently. “What?” She asked.

Cirith shook her head slowly. “The… the love you and your husband share Normya.” She said softly. “It is almost… it is a overt thing.”

Normya blushed. “I’m sorry.” She said.

Cirith shook her head. “Don’t be. Perhaps one day I will have something just as intense and passionate.” She said turning back to her instruments. “Perhaps one day.”

TALON OF JUSTICE
SIX HOURS FROM RENDEZVOUS 


Devra placed the data pad down on the table and looked up as her daughters settled to the table across from her with small trays of food. Devra had been pleasantly surprised at first when she discovered that the TALON had several Vanari food selections, and then she remembered that Nirilo almost always traveled with Dutkne. That they would stock food on this ship for him as a normal course of action was a sign Devra knew. It was a sign that what she had believed for many years was indeed true. These Lycavorian men and women were not the savage and cruel men and women the older members of the Board of Regents thought them to be. Ever since she and Arduri and Naesta had come on board they had been treated with the utmost respect. The six members of her Vanari security detail, four of whom were females, were treated as equals in everything without question. There was a buzz among the crew for all of them and what they were doing and where they were. Devra found that Dutkne and Wayonn did not keep things from the crew and the excitement of what they were doing and who they were going to meet had everyone talking animatedly whenever she saw them.


She watched as Arduri took a small bite of the Vanari specialty food and began chewing. Her stunning green eyes opened slightly wider and she stabbed another piece of the Avian Spice Stew. It was a delicacy on their homeworld of Austrova and it was the finest Devra had tasted in many years and apparently Arduri felt the same way. Her daughter Arduri was the more free spirited of her daughters, always open to new things and new experiences. Her actions during the three Celebration of the Hundreds that she had participated in marked her as one of the more progressive of the younger generation. She made no bones about her sexual openness and her free nature and it had surprised Devra when she agreed to join with the son of one of the more conservative members of the Board of Regents. She sensed that it was not truly what Arduri wanted and part of her heart was not in it. Cruor Ahn Vernalo was a rising star among the young generation of politicians on Austrova, due in part to the influence of his family, but while he clung to the past as his father and others within his family, Arduri did not. Devra knew that Arduri no doubt screwed his brains out during the Celebration of the Hundreds and he had been hooked on her ever since. Though she was only five foot two, Devra knew her daughter was a package of skill and ability rarely found even among their males, and her beauty was exquisite even for a Vanari with her short stature but large breasts that strained against almost any clothes she wore. She had powerful legs and a supremely toned ass that went to with those legs. Arduri had rapidly ascended through the ranks and at only age twenty-one she had obtained the rank of Cadre Leader. Devra also knew Arduri to be completely uninhibited sexually, and willing to try many things. Arduri kept nothing from her mother in that regard. She was just as passionate, sexual and comfortable with men as she was with women and Devra did not doubt that if she wanted too, Arduri could have any male on their homeworld. Why she had accepted Cruor Ahn Vernalo’s proposal Devra didn’t know, for the last time she had talked to Arduri, her daughter had unwittingly revealed to her that while Cruor Ahn Vernalo was well equipped he was also considerably under skilled in the art of pleasing a woman. He did not take the time to incite true electric passion within her and in Vanari society this was not considered the basis for a lasting relationship that would produce strong and fruitful children.

Naesta Re Mydala was far more sedate than her sister, but she was no less skilled. Her piloting talents were without question and while she was just as stunningly beautiful as Arduri, Naesta preferred to let the many males come to her. Naesta was just as open sexually as Arduri; she just chose to utilize her passion and skills in a more passive role by allowing the men to chase her. Devra knew of at least four young males that pursued Naesta on a regular basis when she was home. In a unique twist, Naesta was the only one of Devra’s daughters who did not want or wish for the company of other women. She wasn’t against it, indeed she had several very passionate encounters with other women during her own Celebration of the Hundreds, but she much preferred men. As the youngest Re Mydala child, she had also had more interaction with her father, which in turn had made her less accepting of the Lycavorian people as a whole. Since being on this ship however, Devra could see that those long held beliefs and false attitude were changing rapidly. She had been spending quite a bit of time with Dutkne’s young sister Caia, and her green eyes were slowly being opened. 



“This stew is… it is excellent mother.” Arduri spoke as she swallowed the last bit of stew she had been chewing.

Devra smiled and nodded. “Yes I know… I had a portion before you arrived.” Devra leaned forward in her chair. “So tell me…”


Arduri and Naesta looked at her knowing what she meant. The Vanari were a naturally inquisitive species and this was the most interaction they had had with the Lycavorian people in decades aside from the occasional trade convoy that came to Austrova every few months. Those Lycavorians were essentially confined to the spaceport area of the capital city and not allowed to wander the streets as so many other species were. There had never been an instance where the traders had violated that rule and the many dockworkers that Devra had spoken to through the years had all told her the same thing. The Lycavorians were friendly yet very cautious; they adhered to the rules on them without question and they never complained that they were treated differently. It was almost as if they didn’t really care.


Naesta played with the food on her plate before looking at her mother. “I would say that I don’t know yet.” She spoke.


Arduri snorted softly and shook her head. “They have refused us nothing mother.” She said. “Not one piece of information or one question we have asked them. Nirilo is considered a valued member of this crew and they know we are his family. You know how they view family mother and I believe they consider him family. You know he has a Lycavorian lover and he has not returned for the Celebration of Hundreds since they have been together.”


Devra nodded. “Yes, I know. Family is very precious to them. And do not remind me about your brother not returning. Every time I see your father he reminds me and tries to place the blame on me that your brother prefers the company of a Lycavorian female more than his own kind.”


“Father believes it is your fault?” Arduri asked surprised.


Devra nodded. “Because I have not participated in the celebration since we ended our Union.” She replied. “He believes I have influenced Nirilo because of this. That is neither here nor there. Your father’s concerns about who shares my bed are none of his business. And nor is it his business who shares Nirilo’s. Let us get back to the Lycavorians.”


“They have not shared everything they know with us mother!” Naesta protested gently. “We did not know about the advances they have made in their engine designs. Nirilo never passed this information on to Vanari Intelligence. We did not know that Wayonn has been coming to this quadrant of space regularly enough to have up to date charts. And we certainly did not know that this ability they have… this Mindvoice. We did not know it was so prominent or powerful.”


Devra nodded. “All good points.” Devra said.

“Perhaps if we had not shunned them for so long and treated them as if they are beneath us it would not be this way. Perhaps we do not know these things because we have not asked the right questions!” Arduri spoke.


“You just say that because the men look at you like they want to eat you!” Naesta spat but with a playful tone to it.


Arduri smiled brightly. “Well… there are several that I have seen that I would not mind taking into my bed, or letting them eat me, but that does not change the fact that they have been very forthcoming with us since we came on board. And they kept us from coming into this area of space completely blind with no idea of where to begin looking for Caliria. If what they say is true and those in this quadrant of space are nothing like we have seen before… we just may have been in over our heads.”


“I would have figured out my mistake!” Naesta snapped.


Arduri reached over and placed her hand on her sister’s arm causing Naesta’s eyes to lift and meet her own. “That was not meant as a critique of your skill sister. Far from it in fact. You are a much better pilot than I.” She spoke with a soft tone. “Nirilo is right though… we need them right now. Once we have Caliria we can make our way on our own. But we need their help to find her.”


Devra looked at her youngest daughter. “Naesta?”


Naesta nodded her head with a sigh and leaned affectionately into her sister. “Arduri is right.” She said finally. “I have asked a hundred questions about their weapons and engines and shields. They have not refused to answer one of them. The Chief Engineer of this ship even gave me a tour of their Phased Quantum Drive Units.”


“And?” Devra asked.


“They are very advanced mother.” Naesta said. “In some cases even more efficient than our own engines. The technology that they use is… I have never seen…”


Devra slid the data pad across the table to them. “Is something none of us have ever seen before?” She stated confidently. 


Naesta nodded as she looked at her mother. “Yes.”


Devra tapped the pad gently. “Wayonn gave this to me. It relates a part of their history and path that up until now we have never known. A sometimes violent history that they and their ancestors have fought and clawed their way out of in order to make themselves better as a people. And this pad tells of a history that dates back at least thirty thousand years before what the Lycavorians call The Black Day. That is as far as I got in reading anyway, and I only read perhaps half.”


Arduri nodded. “That was the time when the Coven conquered their original planet and enslaved them.” She said.


“I have always wondered why Wayonn is different somehow.” Devra said softy as she nodded. “He does not seem to have the same feral instincts that any of the others do. This data pad explains why. You both remember the history cubes of our own people and how at times through our own development and rise to our current level, they spoke of interaction with a strange and stately species of men and women?”


Naesta nodded as she lifted the pad. “Yes. We called them the Travelers. They flew huge city sized ships and were always benevolent in their actions. We encountered them half a dozen times during our exploration years but contact was never really made except for one time. The meeting was difficult for they were highly advanced, they did not want to share their technology with us and they only used their…” Naesta stopped talking and looked at her mother.


Arduri’s green eyes were wide as well now. “They spoke only with their minds.” She gasped.

Devra nodded slowly smiling at how quickly her daughters put it together. “We have always thought of Wayonn as a statesmen of sorts. A more refined version of the Lycavorians. He is in fact one of these Travelers our own history speaks of sparingly. He was turned by a Lycavorian that he made his wife. They were known as Pralors. The ship he was on… one of those City Ships… it crashed on Lycavore nearly thirty-five thousand years ago. Over the course of the next thousand or so years the survivors of this ship were turned and blended into the population of the Lycavorians. This began the stimulation of the Lycavorian people into what we see with the Protectorate and the Union. I do not know how their people became separated… I can only assume it has something to do with the High Coven and the Black Day. There are some large gaps in this information and I believe it is information Wayonn does not want us to have. At least not just yet.”


“Does not want us to have mother?” Naesta asked. “Or information he is intentionally not giving to us.”


Devra shook her head. “I don’t believe it is that. I think the gaps in this information will be filled in when we meet with these men and women from this Lycavorian Union. Or at least they will begin to be answered.”


“It has to do with that man we saw in the transmission doesn’t it?” Arduri asked. “The one who rode that beast. This Androcles Leonidas?”


Devra nodded. “I believe it does yes.” She replied. “With him and with his father and family.”

Arduri looked at her inquisitively. “Then there is more about this King Leonidas from Wayonn’s history… more to this Leonidas family than what our Board of Intelligence has?”


Devra nodded again. “Much more I believe.” She stated. “The ship that crashed on their original homeworld Lycavore, it was led by what is referred to as a Chief Elder Pralor. His name was Sumar. At the time he was considered to be one of the three or four most powerful of these Pralors in existence. The King Leonidas that died on this planet Earth… the one we have in our own intelligence journals and the one Wayonn has told us of, he is the direct descendant of this Sumar. The men we will be meeting are also his direct descendants, and if what Wayonn says on this pad is accurate, they are nearly as powerful as this Sumar once was.”


“This… this is all very fascinating mother…” Naesta spoke softly. “But how does this help us find Caliria? That is what drives me now.”


Arduri nodded in agreement. “I as well mother.”


Devra shook her head slowly. “I don’t know exactly… but somehow I feel our futures will become intertwined deeply. The way we should have embraced those in the Protectorate we will now have to embrace these men and women in the Lycavorian Union.”


“Do you believe they will help us find Caliria mother?” Arduri asked. 


Devra met her daughter’s gaze. “I believe they are the only way we will find your sister.” She answered. “And when we do it will bind us together in such a way that nothing will ever come between us.”


Arduri looked at Naesta who met her eyes. They both turned back to their mother. “There is one thing that could come between us mother.” Arduri said. “All those stuffy old Regents who now sit on the Board with father.”
HARBINGER
4.3 LYs FROM BEKLAN TWO


Whatever Lu'ria and Ne'Veha had expected when they departed Earth, it was certainly not this. 
As elves they were very sensitive to the fact of everything that was happening around them. They did not expect the man they both loved so completely would have any interest in anything that resembled pleasure. They were both still learning about Androcles Leonidas and the connection they all had. Lu'ria never imagined she would have three women of such beauty that would call her Mistress as Sadi, Carisia and Ne'Veha had almost from the time she woke on this very ship as they were heading home. She never believed she could desire three women as much as she desired them, nor did she imagine that they would be so deeply intertwined within Mindvoice as they were. It was only another sign, like so many others before, that they were all meant for one another. 

It was no different for Ne'Veha. Raised to dislike Lycavorians by her father, his actions almost took from her a part of her life that she had never known. All the silly moments feeling about Tarren as she did had only been part of the obstacles that she now knew were put in front of her so that she would ultimately meet Androcles and know what true love and devotion were. She could not imagine herself without him and the three women who she had bonded with so completely now. Having shared Andro’s bed enough times to now be able to sense the changes within her elven body made Ne'Veha so very happy. She so wanted him to turn her fully so that she could feel what Sadi felt. She could feel it now yes, but it was muted to a large degree because she was not fully wolf. Ne'Veha wanted him to change her completely for it would seal them together for all time.

Neither Lu'ria or Ne'Veha expected to see much of him on this short trip and they had immediately gone to the quarters assigned to them. It hadn’t taken them long to find their way to the large bed and collapse onto it. It had taken less time before they were locked in a sizzling kiss of passion and discovery and pulling at each other’s clothes. This was how the man they loved found them. Their bodies were covered in a fine sheen of sweat and Ne'Veha was nestled quite happily between Lu'ria’s thighs feasting on her Drow Mistresses delicious center. Ne'Veha was so intent on exploring the wondrous dark skin and inviting honey melon scent of Lu'ria’s dripping pussy while Lu'ria squirmed in her hands that neither of them smelled Andro when he came into the room. Neither of them knew he was even there until Ne'Veha’s beautiful face, slick with Lu'ria’s sweet nectar, came up from between those satin like dark thighs in a wail of utter bliss. 

Lu'ria watched with wide craving amber eyes as Ne'Veha’s face twisted into a mask of divine pleasure. Ne'Veha could do nothing but sing out her glee as Andro’s exquisitely chiseled body lowered to her back and he sank every scorching hot inch of his thick twelve and a quarter inch cock into her spasming pussy in one marvelous plunge. She began coming the moment she felt his large balls press tightly against her divinely shaped ass and her fingernails dug into his forearms as his face lowered to the side of her head, firmly nuzzling the back of her four inch high elven ear and sending her into cataclysmic heaven.

“You… you are mine SirsanGai!” He hissed into her ear, his deep voice raspy and filled with passion and desire. “And now I will… I will insure you know that!”

Ne'Veha’s desire quickly slipped past molten need as Andro began to stroke into her with incredible twelve inch thrusts. Lu'ria could only watch in awe and lick her lips for she knew without question she was next. She could smell his lavender and pines scent permeating the air all around them, and mixed in with Ne'Veha’s sweet amaretto scent it was quickly sending her back to where Ne'Veha’s tongue was driving her. Ne'Veha’s face was pressed to her abdomen, her gasps of blissful delight blowing warm air across Lu'ria’s own engorged clit and supremely aroused pussy. Her long dark brown hair was whipping back and forth, the sounds of his hips slapping into her upturned ass almost deafening in the small bedroom. Lu'ria had never been with a man before and watching the man who had turned her take Ne'Veha in such a way was driving her wild with desire of her own. 

“Please… please Andro!” Ne'Veha screamed out. “Make me… ma… make me yours forever my love!” 

Lu'ria watched as his hands filled with Ne'Veha’s firm cone sized breasts and he pulled her up against his broad chest. As she sank even further onto his wonderful shaft Ne'Veha began coming again, every nerve in her elven body singing out for him and feeling his powerful chest press against her back and shoulders. Her hands went to his hips, her nails dragging along his skin as she shuddered in her orgasm. Then she felt his lips next to her ear once more and her dark eyes flew open at his words.

“It… it is time SirsanGai!”

Ne'Veha had no time to blink or utter a sound before she felt his dual fangs pierce the flesh of her lower neck and sink in deeply. Gripped as she was in orgasmic bliss, the pain was barely felt as the virus raced through her veins and blood. Her arms flew up to grip his head tightly, his face locked in an expression of dreamlike bliss, as the most powerful orgasm of her life smashed aside all she was and began to reshape her. She felt his huge cock swell within her depths and then his explosion shattered the remnants of who she had once been. As his hot come flooded her body, the virus scorched through her lush elven body. In the grasp of the volcanic orgasm tearing through her, Ne'Veha could actually feel her muscles thickening and contorting, bringing her to the pinnacle of the threshold of pain and pleasure unlike any she had ever experienced. She could feel the virus spreading to every millimeter of her body, cleansing it of everything that could ever harm her and forging her into the woman she so wanted to be. The utter completeness and torturing pleasure overwhelmed her quickly and Andro crushed her to him as her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she went limp in his arms.
Andro held her tightly to him, his dual fangs still anchored deeply in her flesh, as he lowered her supple frame back to the softness of the bed and his come continued to empty into her velvety depths. His breathing came in great heaves of his chest as he slowly withdrew his fangs, lovingly licking the angry marks in her otherwise flawless skin. His black ringed azure eyes watched as the wound sealed instantly and he drew back to nuzzle and lick her delicious ear.

“For eternity SirsanGai! All of us… for eternity!” He huffed softly.
Lu'ria gasped softly as his eyes lifted to gaze at her and she saw the burning desire in those black ringed azure orbs. She could feel his aura reaching out for her, caressing her own, and she attempted to direct her female aura back towards him as Sadi had told her only a few short hours ago. She would have to punish her beautiful green eyed wolf slave for not telling her that Andro was planning on doing this all along. 
You will feel it when the time comes Mistress… as surely as his hands fluttering across your skin… you will feel it. It is like a blanket that wraps around you, touching every nerve, every single part of you that elicits even a simple sensation of pleasure. All at the same time.
Will… will I feel it like you do Sadi my… my slave? Lu'ria had asked with a seductive smile.
Oh yes. SirsanGai as well. I have only discovered this since he came back into my life and I have spent time with the Feravomir. Andro’s blood… his father’s blood… it is so utterly powerful that even SirsanGai will be able to feel his full aura. Sadi said as she stroked Lu'ria’s arm lovingly. His father has not unleashed it on his mothers For'mya and Anja because I don’t think he realizes just how potent his blood is. Normally… normally if an alpha turned more than one female, only the first he has turned could tolerate his unshielded aura. With Andro and his father it is different.

I… I have never been with a man Sadi. Lu'ria admitted.

Sadi pressed close to her, brushing her lips against Lu'ria’s cheek. He will stretch you in a way that makes you cry for more Mistress. When you feel him inside you, the throbbing of his manhood, it will be all you can do to keep from exploding continuously. No matter… no matter how many times he has taken me since we became mated, it is always like the first time. Do not be frightened Mistress… just allow yourself to surrender all you are to him and he will do the same.

Lu'ria watched him slowly withdraw his huge cock from Ne'Veha, shifting his body on the bed and moving towards her. Lu'ria’s black ringed amber eyes were wide as she watched his head lower to her flat muscular abdomen and his tongue came out to drag gloriously across her quivering skin. Her large breasts were slightly bigger than Sadi’s and Carisia’s and they stood out proudly, the nipples surrounded by dark areolas and standing out begging for attention of any kind. She was wolf now and Lu'ria of the Drow was quickly discovering that his aura was like an aphrodisiac. Sadi had been so right as every nerve ending in her body was screaming out in gleeful joy.

Andro let his tongue draw across her dark satin like skin, her honey melon scent filling his nostrils completely now that he was so close to her center. Her skin tasted as she smelled as he moved closer to her. The color of her beautiful dark flesh was driving him insane with want, and Androcles Leonidas suddenly realized that like his father, he needed each of these women in his life. They were his center and his power. As his lips grew closer to her engorged center, he could feel her aura pulsing him strongly. She was learning quickly Andro thought as his lips brushed the softness of the thin strip of shimmering white hair above her throbbing clit. Her juices coated the outside of her labia, no doubt in part because of Ne'Veha’s oral talents, and this only served to enflame Andro’s instincts that much more. Oh yes, as with Sadi and Carisia and then Ne'Veha… Andro was going to enjoy exploring every millimeter of her treasures. Her dark skin was a deep pale brown and like his other mates, it was flawless in its texture. Her skin was closest to Sadi’s in touch as his tongue licked her sensuously. Yes… he was going to take his time very soon and explore her lush body for hours. Now however, now he wanted his Drow wife and mate. And he wanted her badly.

Lu'ria gasped when she felt his warm breath blow ever so gently across her throbbing clit, closing her amber eyes for a split second in unabashed pleasure and anticipation. She expected to feel his tongue taste her in the next moment and when it didn’t she opened her amber eyes and gasped even louder when she saw those azure orbs staring at her with lustful want and pure, unblemished love. He had shifted his powerful body once more and Lu'ria glanced down swiftly between their bodies to see his huge cock poised to enter her. The flared head of his cock was only millimeters away from her craving pussy. The lips of her center had parted like a flower and were slick and glistening in the dim light. Her eyes cut back to his face as her hands came up to his shoulders. “Andro… Andro my love… I… I have never…”

“My… my exquisite Drow mate… now I will truly make you ours.” Andro gasped before driving his hips forward and plunging the entire length of his pulsing cock into Lu'ria in a single and absolutely will crushing plunge. 

Lu'ria’s head flew back on the bed as she felt each gloriously powerful inch of his superb cock penetrate her body and propel her into a world of ecstasy she had never known could exist. She wailed out her fantastic satisfaction as his large balls came to rest against her tight ass and she was connected to him in a way she was only just beginning to comprehend. As his pulsing aura swarmed around her tightly and his throbbing twelve inch shaft reached inside her silky tightness far deeper than she had ever imagined a man could, Lu'ria could no longer hold it in and she howled out her sheer bliss, oblivious to who might hear her. The power of her orgasm gripped her like a raging hurricane and she exploded all over his massive shaft while she shivered in uncontrollable delight. She felt his arms pull her tighter and lift her into his lap and then he began to make love to her with deep, driving strokes. He lifted her easily, slamming her back down on his thick cock, heedless of her juices which were rapidly soaking both of their lower bodies. Her pussy had opened completely to him, as if it had been carefully crafted just for his pulsing cock.
Lu'ria quickly grew accustom to his huge size, her tunnel literally drenched in her own juices and easing her initial feelings of slight discomfort at being so utterly filled with throbbing cock. His warm lips engulfed her left nipple and he suckled her breast hard, nibbling on her eraser hard nipple, as one hand came up to hold her full breast and his other thick arm wrapped around her waist. This was far beyond anything her mother and sisters had ever told her to expect the first time she gave herself to a man and all Lu'ria could do was wrap her arms around his broad shoulders and hold on for dear life as she began to come continuously. Wave after devastating wave of wicked pleasure; so different and so pure, surged through her lithe Drow body, her hips now moving of their own accord as Andro slid from the bed holding her tightly. Lu'ria locked her heels behind his powerful ass cheeks as he stood up and moved to the bulkhead to press her fiery skin against the cool metal. This did nothing to dampen the fire of passion that seared her veins and when he began to pummel her tight body against the wall, cushioning her by wrapping his arms around her back, Lu'ria began to respond as a Drow and a female wolf would respond to the glorious fuck her husband and mate was giving her.
Lu'ria rubbed her cheek against his, nibbling hard on his ears as she began to meet his commanding thrusts into her with equal fervor. Each time he rammed home into her Lu'ria gasped in delight, her clit being tortured by the base of his cock and his powerful abdomen. She instinctively began squeezing him with her inner muscles every time he moved to draw out of her silky warmth, drawing hisses of bliss from him. She could feel his aura wrapped around her, and as he began to speed up his driving strokes into her, she found herself floating within the confines of his mind. Lu'ria saw then the utter depth of his love and desire for Sadi, for her; for Carisia and Ne'Veha. She saw and felt the utter fidelity to them and his overwhelming need to be everything they had ever desired in a man. As Lu'ria’s belly undulated in the rapid fire orgasms that were hitting her, she knew he was possessing her as a Drow woman wanted to be possessed. Drow females were not afraid of rough displays of affection during lovemaking; it was one of the reasons the Drow were considered so close to Lycavorians in many respects. They held to their instincts more closely than other species and one of the ways a Drow male would show his commitment to his Drow wife was to make love to her with every ounce of power and total determination at his command. They gave all of themselves and held nothing back, and that is certainly what Andro was doing right now.
It smashed into her with a force that stole her breath away, her fingers gripping his thick neck as the crushing orgasm shattered every boundary of reality she had ever known. If Lu'ria thought she had screamed when he first sank into her velvet depths, she was quickly proven wrong as every nerve, every pleasure receptor, and every strand of who she was erupted at the same instant and she wailed like a banshee. She felt him slam into her one final time, his hands gripping her hard, firm ass cheeks and pulling her down on him until he had no more to give her of himself. His long, thick shaft impaled her totally, his large lava hot balls were pressed against her ass cheeks and Lu'ria felt his huge cock swell even more in size. When that first wondrous, molten detonation of his come rocketed into her depths, Lu'ria Leonidas began screaming in pure unadulterated ecstasy. Her head whipped back and forth, her long shimmering white hair wildly flailing from side to side, her black ringed amber eyes dilated in pleasure as everything her green eyed slave had told her came true. Three times… four times. Five. Six. Seven huge explosions of his seed filled her, each eruption triggering yet another staggering orgasm within her body that rippled incessantly along the edges of cosmic harmony. It was all she could do to simply hold on to him as their auras mingled and combined and became one with three others.

Andro staggered slightly, catching himself as he pulled her away from the bulkhead, his chiseled body now covered in sweat from exertion. He turned back to the bed and slowly, his lips and cheek firmly nuzzling her elven ear; he lowered her quivering body back to the bed without a sound. Lu'ria did not released her legs from around his waist or her arms from around his shoulders and his full weight came to rest on top of her making her coo out her absolute enchantment. With the last remnants of his come leaking into her from his still hard and pulsing cock, his lips claimed her soft pink ones and Lu'ria submerged herself completely in the wholly unreal heaven of his kiss.

This is what we are my Ilythiiri Tessai. His warm voice filled her mind even as his kiss caused her toes to curl inward in delight. This is what I am. KertaGai. You. SirsanGai and Enylarcopri. We have been guided to one another Ilythiiri Tessai. We will always be together now, until we move into the life beyond this one. 
Lu'ria knew instinctively he did not expect her to say anything in return and she simply released her female aura, slipping it tightly around his essence and deepening their ardent kiss. The single tear of rapture rolled from her eye as his arms crushed her even tighter to him and they both reached for Ne'Veha to draw her within their embrace. They did not have much time until they arrived, Lu'ria knew, but now they would simply lay together in a manner that was more dear and intimate than any she had ever known.

And it was only the beginning.

TALON OF JUSTICE



The bridge was crowded now with Devra, Arduri and Naesta remaining out of the way as the crew went about their duties. Nirilo manned an extra large sensor station next to the Tactical Sensor Officer, all of the TALON’S eyes reaching out and searching. Dutkne stood next to Wayonn near his command chair, while Drey stood behind the weapons station Caia slightly to his left.

“Report!” Dutkne barked.


“Holding at the established coordinates.” The helm officer replied instantly. “Two point seven light years from the planet known as Beklan Two.”


“Tactical?” Dutkne turned to the female officer.


She shook her head. “Nothing within ten light years.” She answered immediately. “A lot of activity… if these charts are accurate… a lot of activity near their border with The Gellen Asteroid Belt.”


Dutkne’s eyes cut to where Nirilo was sitting. “Nirilo?”


Nirilo nodded. “Long Range Translinear Arrays are detecting over two dozen ships. Most of them appear to be warships of some kind ranging in size.” He turned to look at Dutkne now. “Several of them are equipped with a type of Hyper Matter Fusion Coil Dutkne.”


Dutkne glanced at Wayonn who only nodded. “They’ve developed their own type of engines based on those from City Ship 41?” He asked.


Wayonn nodded. “It was only a matter of time before they discovered this technology Dutkne. Especially if Avatar 41 has been helping them as I suspect he has.”


“If they have developed these types of engines then they can not be far from discovering Phased Quantum Drives like those our peoples use!” Naesta spoke as she stepped forward.


Dutkne nodded as he looked at her. “If they haven’t already.” He stated. “Naesta… your expertise would be appreciated.” He told her pointing to the sensor station with her brother.

Naesta looked at her mother quickly and Devra nodded. “Go.” She said.


Naesta moved swiftly, striding across the bridge to stand beside her brother at the sensor station. Nirilo pointed to one side of the tri-portioned console. “Start cataloging the types of ships that we pick up.”


“Detronal output?” Naesta asked. 


“Keep it below point five.” Nirilo told her. “If they have developed these engines than it’s a good bet their sensors are much improved. We don’t want to give away our position and have multiple warships coming down on us.”


Naesta nodded as she settled to the second chair that was beside her brother.


Dutkne turned back to Wayonn. “Grandfather?” He asked softly.


“We must be patient Dutkne.” He spoke. 


“Patience has never been one of my virtues grandfather.” Dutkne answered.


“Yes I know.” Wayonn answered with a grin.


Dutkne snorted and turned away from him. “What is the composition of these Shrouds that they use?” He called out.


“It’s some form of Spatial Displacement.” The sensor officer answered him. “I have been looking at the specs of their larger ships that Wayonn gave to us. It’s similar to the Flat Space technology that they use.”


“Flat Space technology?” Devra asked quickly looking at Wayonn. “Our scientists are only just beginning to research this Wayonn. Are you saying that these men and women have this technology already?”


Wayonn nodded. “Let’s just say it was a gift of Pralor technology to them from a young woman who should have remained far away.” He spoke sternly.

Devra moved closer to him. “The Pralors had this technology?” She gasped.


Wayonn nodded. “We did.”


“Flat Space technology is supposed to be lethal to those caught within its Geometrical Tensors.” Devra spoke. “It is one of the first things we discovered about it. It distorts the Scalar and Vector space around an object.”


Wayonn nodded. “True… unless you have hyper regenerative healing particles within your body as all Lycavorians do. It negates the negative covariant of the vectors and allows them to use it without harm.”


“What… what do they use this technology for?” Arduri asked now. “Is it some sort of weapon?”


Wayonn shook his head. “Not in the true definition of the term weapon, but something similar. It will be easier to explain when you see it. I am not a Metaphysics Engineer or Quantum Mechanics scientist and my knowledge of those things is limited.”


“Then who gave this to them?” Devra asked.


“A Pralor Scientist.” He replied meeting her gaze. “And that is as far as I will go with that information for the moment.”


Dutkne turned back to his sensor officer. “Can you localize the displacements?”


“I can try.” She answered. “But without the correct Spatial Displacement Gradient and Deformation Frequency that they are using the chances are infinitesimal that we will find them. The best we can hope for is to detect the change in the Vector Frequencies. That would at least give us an idea that there is a ship in the area.”


“How long to make the adjustments?” Dutkne asked.


“Three or four minutes.” She replied. “I will need to realign the Translinear Deflector Grid.”


Dutkne nodded. “Do it.” He told her. “Make sure all of our weapons are offline.” He added quickly. “Navigational Shields only but put the Refractive Shielding in standby.”


Wayonn looked at him. “They are not enemies Dutkne.” He stated.


“I know that grandfather.” He replied. “However… we have no idea what their weapons are capable of. I do not wish to lose any of my crew because of an innocent mistake.”


Wayonn nodded his head after a moment. “You are right.”


“This branch of your species appears to be more technologically advanced than you first led us to believe Wayonn.” Arduri said. 


Wayonn met her gaze. “I lead you to believe nothing.” He stated in a slightly humorous tone. “What you perceive I have told you is completely different. And they are not a branch of our species Arduri Re Mydala… the Protectorate is the branch. This is where over ninety-five percent of the survivors of the Black Day and the rebellion came too. The men and women we are about to meet are the Lycavorians. This is where our people have come and where they now call home.”


“And the Protectorate?” Devra asked.


“We are the branch.” Wayonn said. “Part of what my son Canth told Martin Leonidas twenty-five years ago was that he would need to find the Lost Ones. We… the Protectorate… we are who Canth meant.”


“But the Protectorate has you.” Devra said. “You were a Pralor before you were turned. It is why you are the strongest.”


Wayonn nodded his head to her. “Perhaps among the Protectorate… but that will not be so within the Union. Martin Leonidas and his children all carry the blood of Sumar in their veins. And while his children not of pure Lycavorian blood are indeed powerful, he has four children that are pureblood Lycavorian. I was Sumar’s friend and mentor and as I told Martin I could be known by any number of names, but my Pralor blood was no where near as strong as Sumar’s. In terms of sheer force of will and raw power, Martin and his son Androcles far dwarf me in what they are capable of. In terms of being able to focus their power to abilities… that is what they lack. At least right now.”


“And you will teach them this?” Devra asked.


“That is my place in the scheme of things.” Wayonn answered.


“There is much you have not told me.” Devra said softly.


Wayonn nodded. “I know. And there are reasons for that Devra Re Mydala… none of them having to do with a lack of trust. I assure you… as events begin to unfold… you will learn more and you will understand.”


“Understand what?” Arduri asked.


“Why it is so important for us to come back together with our brethren.” Wayonn answered.

Devra nodded her head. “In the hundreds of years I have know you Wayonn you have never been deceptive.” She said softly. “It is the main reason the Board of Regents trusts you as much as they do.”


“Then trust me now.” Wayonn said. “Trust me and you will…”


The sensor officer’s voice interrupted him. “Ah… Dutkne?”


All heads on the bridge turned to look at her because of the tone of her voice. Dutkne moved closer. “Have you found something?”


“Umm… you could say that.” She said.


“What?”


“A four hundred percent increase in Vector frequency variance from the surrounding space.” She stated.


“What?” Dutkne gasped. “Where?”


“Ohh… is right above us too close?” She stated. 


“Above us?” Dutkne almost shouted as he turned. “Ship dorsal view!” He barked. “Now!”


All of them watched as the two large view screens shifted their image to a visual of the top of the TALON. All they could see were stars however. Dutkne turned back to his sensor officer. “There is nothing there!” He snapped.


“Nubou lae!” She gasped as she read her console. “Radical particle shifts! Something is… something is materializing directly above us! Something really nubous big!”


Dutkne turned back to the view screens along with everyone else’s eyes and they could only watched as the shape of the massive ship began to form not five thousand meters above them.


“Son vada carians!” Drey stammered.

As Dutkne watched the shape of the HARBINGER became clear and focused. As he gazed at the lines of the ship, and the numerous weapons turrets Dutkne came to realize that this ship was completely unlike the TALON in every respect. The TALON was one of the newer class ships within the Protectorate and only one other ship was larger. This ship before them however, this ship was built for fighting with a long angular hull design in the shape of a spear head. As they watched, smaller objects began bursting from either side of the ship like angry hornets.

“Sibfla! Fighters!” His sensor operator called.


Dutkne tore his eyes away from the view windows and looked at her. “Hannae?” He asked.


She glanced at him before looking at her consoles. “Four thousand three hundred meters! Multiple turrets of a plasma design! At least fifty… with what appear to be heavier turrets mixed in! Hull is… the hull is comprised of Depleted Laminate Crystanium and some metal I’ve never even seen before!  Detecting a Hyper Matter Fusion Coil Reactor power signature. Carians Dutkne… this ship is…”


Dutkne nodded. “Yes. It is built for war.” He stated softly.


“Multiple fighter contacts port and starboard!” Nirilo barked out. “Twenty either side! Fast moving and heavily armed! Comparable in size and maneuverability to our STILETTO fighters Dutkne!”


“Incoming transmission hail!” Another voice chimed in from the opposite side of the bridge. “Narrow beam and focused!”

“Let’s see it!” Dutkne barked. “Activate main holodisc!”


All of them turned as the main communications holodisc flared to life with the image of a young man sitting in the chair. He was tall and obviously very well built under the strange almost armor like uniform he wore. His hair was cut short and he had a meticulously trimmed mustache and goatee. Dutkne felt a powerful fluttering within Mindvoice. It was focused and controlled and he stepped closer to the transmission as the young man’s brown eyes remained unwavering. Dutkne began to turn but stopped when the young man began to speak.


“This is the ULU HARBINGER. I know you are receiving this transmission and it is not polite to have a one way conversation. Please activate your own communications array or I will consider you hostile. You would not like my response.”


“Do it!” Dutkne barked before anyone could stop him. He knew this young man. He did not know how but he had seen this face before, but it was a face with azure blue eyes.


“Transmission open!”


“I am Dutkne.” He spoke moving closer as he saw those brown eyes open just slightly wider. “I command this ship. The TALON OF JUSTICE from the Protectorate.”


“TALON OF JUSTICE?” The young man said. “A fitting name for a fearsome looking ship. My name is Admiral Andro and I have been tasked by the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union to take a number of you onboard my ship and return to Earth.”

Dutkne’s eyes narrowed and he began to turn his head to look at Wayonn but stopped when he felt his grandfather reach out to him in Mindvoice. 


[Do nothing Dutkne.] Wayonn spoke.


[Grandfather that is…]


[Yes… it is Androcles. I wondered why he wore his helmet when we contacted Helen. It was to hide his features from those who were not wolf. His father taught him well.] Wayonn said.


[Why?] Dutkne asked.


[He knows that we will know who he is.] Wayonn spoke softly. [And what would you do if someone had just attempted to kill most of your family and a new group of people you have never met contacted you and told you we had to meet.]


[I would be skeptical to say the least.] Dutkne answered.


[Yes.] Wayonn said. [Play along with him for now Dutkne. And rest assured he can feel us as strongly as we can feel him.]

“I am the Director General of the Protectorate.” Dutkne spoke again. “I am very happy to finally make your acquaintance Admiral Andro.”


“We need to return quickly.” Andro spoke from the HARBINGER. “Do you have a transport that can bring you here?”


Dutkne nodded. “A small one yes. Total capacity is eleven. I was… I was hoping to bring more.”


They watched as Andro got to his feet from the chair he had been sitting in and his head tilted to the side slightly. “For what purpose?”


“I represent the Lycavorian Protectorate… but I also have several representatives from the Vanari Empire on board as well.” Dutkne held out his hand for Devra and she stepped up beside him without hesitation. “This is Regent Devra Re Mydala of the Vanari Board of Regents. They have a party of nine who accompanied us and they have come to ask for the Lycavorian Union’s assistance. I would like to select perhaps a dozen more of my people to accompany us as well. I would understand if this is not acceptable.”

There was no hesitation in Andro’s response which surprised Devra to some extent but she said nothing.


“Do you have a universal docking clamp?” Andro asked.

Dutkne nodded. “Yes.”

“I will send a MENKLA transport to dock with you.” Andro answered as his eyes shifted to Wayonn. “No more than twenty. And no large weapons please. We do not have the space to accommodate more than that in what guest quarters we do have on board.” They saw him turn and type something on the arm of the chair. “Your ship will proceed to these coordinates and wait there.”


Dutkne turned as Hannae pulled the data pad from the slot and tossed it to him. He looked at the small screen and then back up to who he knew to be Androcles Leonidas. “May I ask why?”


“An attempt has been made on the Royal family by Kavalian assassins.” Andro answered calmly. “They have managed to kill the King and quite possibly one of his mothers. The Crown Prince does not wish to bring an unknown ship to Earth because there may still be Kavalian agents hidden among the populous. It is for your protection as well as our own.”


“So you do not trust us?” Devra asked him in a neutral voice. “These men and women are your people Admiral.”


Once more Andro’s head tilted and he gazed at her. “If you do not like my terms Regent Re Mydala is it…?”


“Yes.” Devra answered.


“If you do not like my terms Regent Re Mydala, than you can turn your ship around and carry your asses back to wherever they came from.” Andro stated bluntly.


Devra opened her mouth to reply but stopped as she looked at the young man in the transmission. “You appear… you appear quite young to hold the rank of Admiral.”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “I am what I am.” He told her with a small smile. “It’s all in the genetics. Do you agree?”


Dutkne nodded his head without question. “We will be waiting.” He replied.


Andro pointed at Wayonn. “Is he coming with you?”


Wayonn stepped forward next to Devra and nodded. “I am Wayonn Admiral… and yes.”


Andro gazed at them from within the transmission for a few moments longer and then nodded. “My transport will be there in six minutes. Be ready. HARBINGER out!”

HARBINGER


Ne'Veha’s dark eyes fluttered open slowly and she blinked several times to try and focus through the myriad of colors she had never seen before. Her four inch high elven ears were tingling at sounds she had never noticed and her nose twitched as if she needed to scratch it at the smells that assailed her senses. She felt a momentary flash of fear fill her mind and she sat up quickly unable to comprehend what was going on, the thin sheet falling away from her still gloriously lush and naked body. She blinked half a dozen times trying to focus on the figure she saw in front of her and then the voice she had come to adore listening to these last months sounded in her ears.

“Well now… breathe deeply child.” Na’rnoas spoke from where she sat on the side of the bed holding the glass of liquid.


“Grandmother!” Ne'Veha exclaimed reaching out with her hands. “Grandmother it is… it is too much!”


Na’rnoas reached out with one hand and grasped Ne'Veha’s fingers. “Breathe Ne'Veha. I know Sadi has been instructing you since the small changes started. The principle is the same child. Breathe and focus until you feel calm. Categorize everything and let your mind and senses do the work.”


Ne'Veha shook her head back and forth quickly. “I can’t… it is too much!”


Na’rnoas nodded. “I thought as much when I was first turned. It will come naturally in only a few hours Ne'Veha. Just focus and let go of your fear at all the new things you smell and hear. This is what you wanted child… everyone could smell it.”


Ne'Veha squeezed her hand hard and let her words filter into her head. She concentrated on the single image of Andro holding her in his arms at his villa. Their villa as he had told her so often. How his aura swept around her and made her feel so safe and secure. She took deep breaths as her grandmother had said and slowly she could feel his aura reach for her and swarm around her. Her dark eyes flew open at the intensity of it, the power and clarity that was Androcles Leonidas. He was reaching out to her from wherever on the ship he was, feeling her anxiousness and fear, and using his aura to caress her into calmness. Na'rnoas smiled as she saw Ne'Veha’s expression and she knew that Andro was reaching for her, speaking with her on a much higher plane of Mindvoice than she was capable of.


Do not fear SirsanGai. Andro’s voice filtered into her mind so warm and inviting. I am with you always. We are with you.

How could we not be, as much as we love you? Lu'ria’s voice was like sweet music in her head.


I am sorry SirsanGai… we should have been there for you when you woke, but by the time we awoke we were almost to the rendezvous. I am lucky that your grandmother offered to come. Andro spoke. As it turns out… she was needed.


I want… I want to be with you! Ne'Veha gasped within Mindvoice.


You are too weak right now Ne'Veha. Lu'ria’s voice interjected with love. As it was for me… it will be several hours at least before you have the strength to move about. Rest now my beautiful she-wolf slave. 


We will come to you after we meet these people SirsanGai. Andro told her. We will come to you and take you to the Mess Lounge. Your new wolf blood will new food.


I need you! Ne'Veha protested.


And you will have us SirsanGai. Andro told her confidently. And we will have you. Let your grandmother help you to begin to adjust and then I will finish what she starts. A few hours my Elven Heart. Only a few hours.


Promise… promise me. Ne'Veha spoke.


With all that I am Ne'Veha. He answered. With all that I am.

Ne'Veha felt sadness when they ended the connection but it lasted for all of a split second. She was wolf now… she was truly wolf now and she wanted to scream out her joy in that. Now she would feel Andro’s full love for her. For all of them and she looked at her grandmother with a giddy expression.


“You see.” Na'rnoas told her. “Androcles blood is so pure that you are adjusting far quicker than most who are turned.” She held out the glass. “Drink this.”


“How… how did you know?” Ne'Veha asked as she took the glass.


“He told me what he intended before we left Earth.” Na'rnoas explained. “He wanted me here to support you if he could not.” Na'rnoas chuckled softly. “That young prince does not know his own strength and the power he has over you and the others. Since Lu'ria is with him I will teach you what you need to know as a female wolf.”


Ne'Veha looked at her with a stunned expression. “You are…?”


Na'rnoas nodded her head with a smile. “Since the year after we married.”


“You… you didn’t tell me.” Ne'Veha questioned.


Na'rnoas nodded. “Because the decision needed to be yours completely. You needed to make that decision out of love for him and what he felt for you. And trust me when I say Ne'Veha… that young man loves you with every waking step he takes. He loves Lu'ria and no doubt I would sense the same from him for this Carisia you have told me of… and his anome Sadi. I have never felt anything like it before and I have seen many alphas claim their brides and love them totally. What he feels for the four of you is as powerful as a burning star.”


“It is… it is no different than what I feel for them grandmother.” She stated.


“Yes I know… I could smell that even before you were fully turned.” Na'rnoas inched closer on the bed and touched the glass Ne'Veha still held. “This is a concoction that the Feravomir gave to me just last night. It will not ease the pounding of your head… but it will take away the sensations of wanting to vomit. It is common in the first few hours after being turned. All of the symptoms will be gone by later today… but you will need to ease into what you do granddaughter.” Na'rnoas pointed at her. “And certainly no fooling around for at least several days. Your body will not be up for it.”


“Grandmother!” Ne'Veha exclaimed shyly.


“Don’t you grandmother me!” Na'rnoas told her. “When my mate takes me even after all these years together, it still takes my breath away, and most Lycavorian men are built like bulls in the cock department.” Ne'Veha looked shocked at her grandmother’s use of language and Na'rnoas chuckled. “I may be your grandmother child, but I am still a woman. If the smile on your face that I have seen these last weeks is any indication, the smile on all your faces, then I will assume Androcles Leonidas is quite gifted and he knows exactly how to use it, unlike so many others.”


Ne'Veha glanced at her timidly once more and nodded her head. “Yes.”


Na'rnoas nodded. “I thought so.” She stated. “Now drink that up. Then I will show you some simple exercises to make the transition to wolf so much easier.”

