CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE

HARBINGER

STARBOARD LANDING BAY


Dutkne walked down the center aisle of the MENKLA transport as it began easing its way into the cavernous landing bay of the enormous ship. The pilots, a female wolf and a female elf from what he was able to smell, had said nothing to him while he stood in the cockpit with them while they flew. Elves were a new race to the Protectorate. They had heard of them of course, even seen holovids of them in their history archives, but no one had ever met any living elves. Both of the pilots filled out their uniforms quite nicely if Dutkne was any judge, and he liked to consider that he was. He was an Alpha, and as such he had had several relationships through the years, but none that lasted for any length of time. The two pilots hadn’t been rude or unfriendly, just indifferent, and Dutkne knew why. The Lycavorian Protectorate was an unknown entity to them and the last time the Union had encountered a separate Lycavorian society, that society led by the exiled Chetak, had wrought horrible sins upon one of their beloved Queens. They were not going to let that happen again. It was not a concern for Dutkne or any of those with him or within the Protectorate. They clung to the history and tradition of the Lycavorians of old, those started by Canth his grandfather and King Resumar. Drey, his sister Caia, all of them were very excited and ready to meet the men and women that their history only told them about in data pads and scrolls. As the other members of those who had accompanied him were glued to the windows on the transport, their eyes wide in wonder and speaking amongst themselves quietly, Dutkne let his eyes fall to the father of his grandfather.

Wayonn’s dark eyes were fully focused on him. His grandfather had taught him so much through the years, guided him in a singular direction, as if he knew this day would come. The closer Dutkne drew to him, the stronger it became inside his mind and heart. No matter how much he tried to fight it, he could not refute that the pull had been there for many years now and he could no longer deny it.

[He is much like you Dutkne.] Wayonn’s voice filled his mind easily as it always did.


[Grandfather?]


[When I spoke with Martin for those few hours, he allowed me to see things within his mind. Much of it in regards to Androcles. He is a great deal like you. He is resilient, intelligent, and so very passionate about the things he believes.] Wayonn spoke.


[You knew, didn’t you grandfather?] Dutkne said as he stopped next to where Wayonn sat. [You knew this day would come.]


Wayonn shrugged his broad shoulders and nodded. [It was only a matter of time my boy. Shiria helped to speed it along with her actions, un-approving of them that I am, but it would have happened regardless. You have spent so many years fighting what your blood and heart knew your station was to be, that all you succeeded in doing is making it happen that much sooner.]


[Grandfather…?]


[No… for once I want you to listen to me and see what I am saying.] Wayonn spoke. [All of us have a purpose… a reason for drawing breath. It was one of the things we as Pralors so loved about our lives. The drive to find what our purpose was. The path to what you are meant for is sometimes much more enjoyable than actually finding that station Dutkne my boy. Sumar and I had many adventures along the way. He will not attempt to change who you are Dutkne… how do you change part of yourself grandson?]


[What do you mean?] Dutkne asked. [And please grandfather… no cryptic talk now.]

Wayonn shook his head from where he sat. [Something that you have in common with him already. No… there will be no more cryptic talk from here on out. I promise you.] Wayonn looked at him. [You and he are as Sumar and I were when we were young. We complimented each other Dutkne. We made each other better. No… he will not attempt to change you, because in many respects he is just like you. And like you… there are times when he drives his father absolutely insane. He walks a different but parallel path with his father. He is like him and he is not. Just as you are like your father and different in the same breath. You will see how closely you mesh after you have been around him for a time. He will teach you much Dutkne… and you will also teach him. I told you before that there will be two people in the future who will hold more influence over him than any others. Two individuals that he will most always turn to for guidance and to use as a sounding board. One of them is the green eyed wolf Sadi, who is now his anome and the one that holds the core of his heart within her hands. The other is you Dutkne.]


[He does not even know me. Or I him.] Dutkne protested.


Wayonn smiled. [Are you so sure about that grandson? Or do you just try and deny what I know your Pralor blood feels. Why do you think he directed all of his conversation to you and no others. He can feel it as well, though unlike you, he doesn’t know why.]


[And what of the future?] Dutkne asked.

Wayonn met his eyes. [The moment we step into their world, the future will begin to play out Dutkne. How that future turns out will be dictated from decisions that start today.] 


[That isn’t cryptic?] Dutkne asked with some exasperation.


Wayonn chuckled. [I thought it was one of my most revealing statements to be honest.]  


Dutkne shook his head in disgust, but he couldn’t help but grin as well. 
“Dutkne!” The male voice called and he looked up to stare at the Lycavorian man that was one of his long time team members. He was a hundred years younger than Dutkne and was considered very much a ladies man as the expression went. Warem could charm the pants off many females, and he had done so through the years. His extreme good looks and chiseled body had female wolves chasing him whenever they were home, and he knew just how to talk to them. He was also one of the finest soldiers Dutkne had ever seen and a complete whirlwind in battle. “You have to see this! There are dozens of gorgeous females walking around! Elves too Dutkne! I have only seen elves in holovids! They are said to be very open and extremely sensual. I have died and gone to heaven!”
“Forn wen sraap Warem!” One of the females on Dutkne's team spat playfully. (You are a whore Warem)

Dutkne chuckled softly. “Warem… this is not the Protectorate!” He scolded. “Just insure you keep your celie in your pants! We don’t want you to offend anyone! These people follow a code of honor that we do not fully know yet.”

“Where is the fun in that?” Warem exclaimed waving dismissively at him and returning his gaze out the window.

Dutkne shook his head with a small smile as the ship shuddered gently and he turned to look out the closest window. He could see dozens of fighters parked side-by-side or positioned in what appeared to be launch tunnels of some kind. The fighters were sleek and lethal looking; all of them carrying pods of varying size under their wings or fuselages, which he could only ascertain were for weapons. Dozens of male and female crewmembers moved deftly among the fighters and many other obstacles without a pause. He could tell by their actions that they were all supremely well trained and knew what they were about. The ship itself was a marvel. It was easily twice as large as the principal Protectorate or Vanari ship he had ever seen, though its design spoke of speed and maneuverability that a ship this size should not have. As Dutkne watched, he could see men and women scurrying around where their ship had touched down on the deck. He looked back to Wayonn. [They will not like that the Vanari are armed grandfather and nor do I.] He said.
Wayonn nodded slowly. [I know… but it is also why I did not press the issue with Devra. They need to learn that they can trust us and that we are not an enemy. We never have been. I think Devra knows this… and allowing them to keep their weapons… well as twisted as it may sound, a confrontation with the Durcunusaan will open their eyes to what we have been trying to tell them for centuries.]
[You think there will be a confrontation?]

Wayonn nodded his head. [Devra and Arduri seem to be much more open to what is happening, but Naesta is still clinging to the teachings of her father. Coren may well be a good politician, but he is closed minded and does not like our people. He never has. After what has happened recently, the Durcunusaan will not allow them to keep their weapons unless Andro approves. And if they won’t surrender them, the Durcunusaan will take them.]

[Vanari Commandos are not to be trifled with grandfather.] Dutkne spoke. [What they lack in size and strength, they more than make up with guile and cunning and superior skills.]

Wayonn nodded. [All true… but they have never confronted a Durcunusaan either.]
Dutkne turned when one of the pilots, the Lycavorian female, stepped out of the cockpit and looked at them from the small step landing. As she moved down the steps closer to him, the others turned and watched her. She stepped right up to Dutkne.

“The ground crew is securing the ship.” She stated evenly. “A Durcunusaan detail will be entering shortly and they will escort you off the transport through the rear ramp once they have surveyed the situation.”
Dutkne nodded at her professionalism. “I understand.” He said. “Will this Admiral Andro be waiting?” Dutkne saw the slight twitch of her jaw and he knew then that the crew of this ship would protect the identity of Androcles at the cost of their lives if need be. He watched her eyes and how they gazed at him steadily. Eventually she nodded her head slightly.

“He will greet you.” She stated as the side door of the MENKLA hissed slightly and the massive internal locking mechanism shifted. “A word of advice if I may?” She asked him.

Dutkne nodded. “Of course.”

“Be honest in all that you do and say.” She told him softly, so that only he could hear him. “Given what has happened in the last few days it may be the difference on whether you live or die.”

Dutkne did not take offense in the least at her words and he nodded his head. “I thank you for your words…”

“Commander Rekia.” She told him.

“… Commander Rekia.” Dutkne nodded. “Thank you… and I will take them to heart and keep them in mind.”

“We’ll see.” She stated as the side hatch opened and four heavily armed Durcunusaan team members entered the transport. “You and he will exit down the ramp first.” She indicated Wayonn.
Dutkne tilted his head. “Protocol?” He asked.

Rekia shook her head. “Insurance.” She answered.

“I don’t understand... insurance?” Dutkne said.

Rekia’s smile was anything but friendly. “If this is a trap then you and the old man will die first.”

Lu'ria felt utterly divine.

The scents and sights and sounds were still all very new, but Sadi had been a fine teacher in only the few hours they had together. She had not shown her anything about shifting her form just yet, for until this morning she had still been weak. Recovering quickly but still very weak. The last few hours had helped to change that. 

As each hour passed it became so much easier to file away a unique new scent to her mind knowing that her wolf blood would remember it even years from now. It was part of their nature as wolves and one of the things that was so very distinctive about the Lycavorian people. They would remember you five or six hundred years from now, even if they hadn’t seen you in that long, simply by your scent. At the moment, the only scent that appealed to her was the one of lavender and pines and she relished in that scent as it swept around her. It permeated her very being just as Sadi said it would.  Before just a few short hours ago, Lu'ria had never been with a man in her entire life. Females yes, but never a man, because even then she knew only one man could make her feel what she wanted to feel. And feel it she did last night as Androcles molded his flesh to hers and filled her with his essence. He had loved her in such a way that surpassed anything she had ever even fantasized about, and now Lu'ria knew why Sadi and Carisia and Ne'Veha looked at him with that unique glint in their eyes. He had loved all of them just as completely as he had loved her only a few hours ago, and now nothing would ever compare to his touch upon her body or the feel of him filling her. Nothing would compare to the touch of Sadi, Ne'Veha or Carisia on her body, and while she cared not for the traditional Drow terms of Mistress and slave, Ne'Veha had told her last night before Andro arrived that it had a certain thrill to it that all of them loved.
Lu'ria stood slightly forward of the two Drow and two Durcunusaan members of her security detachment and waited for Andro to move over to her. He was talking with the captain of the HARBINGER only a few meters away, and her wolf nose sniffed the air slightly drawing in his delicious scent deeply. Lu'ria knew she would not always have this many Durcunusaan or Drow security personnel, but given what had happened no one was taking chances. Lu'ria had opted against wearing the Mark IV ArmorPly uniform for the more comfortable Drow Scout Uniform that she was accustomed to. Even before she had made her way to Cranae Island, the word had apparently gone out among those whose job it was to take care of the royal family. The uniforms had appeared in their villa as if by magic, and she discovered they all fit her to perfection. The matte black leather like material conformed to her lithe five foot nine frame like a second skin, with additional protection across the front of her large chest and abdomen. The tightness of the uniform in all the right curves and places reflected the strong sensual nature of many Drow, and it left almost nothing to the imagination with the way it layered across her supple body. While Lu'ria may have been wearing a pair of red thong underwear, the material of her uniform did nothing to hide the outline of her mound between her legs. Normally she would have forgone any underwear at all, and even as Androcles had protested while he watched her get dressed with hungry eyes, she had worn the underwear. This meeting was not a meeting of family or friends, and none of them knew just how open a society that this group of Lycavorians had. She felt the slight tug at her shoulders and glanced sideways to see the clips where the gold trimmed, crimson colored cape fell behind her back to brush gently across the deck. Another sign that she was not dreaming. Within the inch wide gold strip that ran along the edge of the crimson cape were sentences and phrases written in the ancient Drow language proclaiming to all who read them just who she was.
At first Lu'ria had been hesitant about her status and if people would accept her as one of the wives and mates to their Crown Prince. She was now wolf yes, but there had never been a Drow who was fully wolf as she was and she thought perhaps that might be a stumbling block. It had been a silly worry as Sadi had first told her on Earth, for when she had been walking here with only her detail accompanying her, almost everyone she passed in the corridors had nothing but smiles and pleasant greetings for her. The further she walked the more comfortable Lu'ria became in this new world she had desired for so long. She looked out of the corner of her amber eyes and saw Majeir sitting only a few meters away, her massive bulk resting easily on her four legs and her front talons occasionally tapping the metal deck. Elynth sat beside her and Lu'ria could tell they were deep in conversation within Mindvoice about one thing or the other. Lu'ria began to wonder what that was when she felt his aura sweep over her. She closed her eyes in delight when she felt him step up behind her and press his hard, powerful body against her back. Lu'ria’s hands dropped discretely to her sides and her slim fingers gripped the front of his thighs and squeezed as he leaned against her and nuzzled her four inch high pointed elven ears.
“You look delicious my Ilythiiri Tessai.” His voice rasped.
Lu'ria turned her head and looked at him with adoring amber eyes. “I did not want to leave our bed and Ne'Veha this morning Andro.” She said softly.

Andro moved up beside her and took her hand within his, his azure eyes now covered in brown contacts but never leaving hers. “Nor did I.” He answered honestly. “Na’rnoas is with SirsanGai right now and we will join them in the mess lounge after we meet with our guests.” 

Lu'ria reached over with her other hand and placed it flat against his abdomen. “I… I have not yet thanked you for saving my life.”

Andro smiled at her. “You can thank me when we are all together once again.” He said. “This is not the way…”

Lu'ria reached up and put a finger to his lips. “Do not apologize to me for what you have done my love.” She whispered. “You have made me like you and I could not be happier. It is how it was meant to be and I embrace that. I embrace all of it!”
“I make you this promise now Lu'ria of the Drow.” Andro said. “You will have the Drow wedding you deserve. As Ne'Veha will have the elven ceremony she wants. I just don’t know when that…”

Lu'ria shook her head. “I know that. And so does SirsanGai. For the moment however, I will be very content to lay within your arms, within Sadi and Carisia and Ne'Veha’s arms and partake of the joy that gives me. I have yet to experience the pleasures of my beautiful slaves and Enylarcopri… her eyes make me shudder.”

Andro grinned and placed his forehead to hers. “Well… I believe they look forward to it too.” He said leaning over and nuzzling her elven ear. “Can I watch?”

Lu'ria laughed softly and reached up confidently to slap his face lightly. “You will do more than watch!” She growled. “You will make us howl out your name!”

Andro turned when he heard the clicking of the ramp on the MENKLA transport indicate it was about to start coming down. “I look forward to that.” He said softly.

Lu'ria’s eyes followed his and she pressed closer to him. “Who are these people Andro?” She asked softly.
Andro watched as the ramp began to come down. “We’re about to find out Ilythiiri Tessai. But… something tells me that they are part of what my father started many years ago and we will not need to fear them.”

[We still must remain on our guard Andro.] Elynth’s voice filled both their minds and they turned back to look at her beside Majeir. [Too much has happened so fast. Everything that is going on is being driven outside our control.]

[Remember Vile One Maraud.] Majeir echoed. 

Andro nodded. [I remember Majeir.] He answered. [It was one of the first things Torma and my father shared with Elynth and I when we were old enough. Do not worry… my father taught me how to see men like that for what they are.]

Majeir nodded her huge head. [Then I will say no more. But I will burn whoever attempts to injure you or my Lu'ria.]

Elynth nodded her head as well. [As will I.] She echoed. [KertaGai would be very upset with us if we did not.] 

Andro turned back to the ramp. [We will not need to burn anyone.] He said softly. [What exits this ship is part of our future. And we must embrace it.]

[And we will.] Lu'ria said. [And we will.]

“I must play my role now Ilythiiri Tessai.” He said turning back to look at her. “At least for a short time.”

Lu'ria nodded. “I know. I don’t like having to play this game my love. How long will it have to be done?”


“If all goes well… only for a few hours.” He stated. “If these men and women are who I think they are… they will know who I am almost immediately and I will know their intent just as quickly.”


Lu'ria squeezed his hand. “Then we need to discover their intent quickly. I do not want SirsanGai to have to hide the love for you that we both feel.”


Andro nodded. “I promise.”

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP
FOUR HOURS FROM BELID


Dysea dreaded what would walk through the door of her cell yet she yearned for it as well. She felt the enormous shame wash over her as her body called for her Immortal Master. She was a slave to Immortal cock now, and she would do anything he asked of her. She would fuck any of these monsters, she would fuck all of them, she would let them ravage her body senseless and fill her with their Immortal seed so that she could receive only what her master could give to her. How could she have fallen like this? Her Nauta Melme was dead, the man who was the spark of her entire life and yet now her body only craved her Immortal Master and what he could give her. The shame was a crushing weight upon her heart and soul, yet even through that shame and pain all she wanted now was to feel her master’s Immortal cock filling her again and again.


Her emerald eyes focused on the huge form of the Immortal who now entered her cell, an Immortal that was not her master, and behind him the stunning blond haired elven female. She watched as the Immortal turned and spoke gruffly to the two others in the corridor and they nodded before sealing the door shut. She watched as the Immortal moved along the wall oddly until he came to a single section, the elven female staying just inside the door with a small bundle in her arms. Dysea watched as the Immortal opened a hidden section of the wall that she would never have found and he pulled several blue cables out slightly. He attached something to them, waited for several seconds and then turned to look at the female.


“It is done Osiri.” He spoke.


Dysea watched then as the elven female broke from in front of the door and crossed the room to where she sat naked on the cold floor. As she drew closer Dysea could make out the tense lines in her face, lines that made her appear much older from a distance than she actually was up close. She watched the female kneel down in front of her and place the bundle on the floor, removing something from within the layers. Dysea flinched when the woman lifted the small, portable medical scanner.


Osiri’s blue/green eyes looked at Dysea then. “I will not hurt you my Queen.” She stated in a soft voice. “I am here to try and help you.”


Dysea’s eyes darted to where the Immortal stood beside the wall, his eyes not looking at her. Osiri followed her gaze and saw where she was looking and turned back quickly. “Kr’nak will not hurt you my Queen.” Osiri spoke.


“He… he is the one from Kranek!” Dysea hissed softly. “He is the one who struck me with his weapon!”

“Osiri… give her the blankets so that she can cover herself and regain a small amount of her dignity.” The Immortal spoke gruffly.


Osiri set the scanner down with a sheepish look on her face. “Oh… forgive me.” She stated quickly and unwrapped the thick blanket, holding it out to her and draping it over her naked form.


Dysea clutched the blanket tightly to her, covering herself as the Immortal turned then and came over to squat beside Osiri. She picked up the scanner again and activated it, sweeping it slowly over Dysea’s body. “Have… have you come to see if I have been broken?” Dysea snarled.


Osiri looked at her oddly. “I… I am checking you for injuries.” She said.


“Injuries?” Dysea snapped. “I… I have been injured! In the most vile of ways!” She said unable to meet the woman’s eyes. “I should not have been affected… it should not have happen to me! I am wolf… I…”


“Osiri… what is she talking about?” Kr'nak asked. His Immortal features were lighter in color than most, not as gray toned and though they were fearsome in many ways there was something different about them.


Osiri shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered as she adjusted the medical sensor.


Dysea’s head snapped around and she glared at them. “Have you come to gloat?” She spat. “Have you come here to see me grovel before you and beg for the Immortal who broke me?”


Osiri looked at her shocked. “Broke you my Queen? What are you speaking of?”


“Do not mock me!” Dysea snapped. “And do not play to be my friend when you are not! Two of the Immortals you serve were here! They used me for hours! They broke me! I can feel the need burning inside me even now. The need to…”


Osiri looked at Kr'nak and saw him shake his head. “Impossible.” He told her. “My men guard her cell. No one has been inside this cell since she was brought aboard!”


“You lie!” Dysea shouted. “I begged him to break me!” She sobbed now as the tears came. “I… I betrayed my Nauta Melme! I begged that monster to break me to his will! I… I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside me! I…”


“Osiri…?” Kr'nak gasped.


Osiri adjusted her sensor once more and shook her head. “No.” She stated. She looked at Dysea. “This did not happen!”


Dysea cut her eyes back to her. “You think me a fool!” She barked. “I… I would know if I have been raped! Two of your pig masters were here! They used me like a common whore! They…”


Osiri turned the sensor face towards Dysea so she could look at the data. “No!” She barked now. “These readings show no sign that you have been violated my Queen! You have been alone in this cell since Kr'nak brought you here!”


“You lie!” Dysea snapped. “You think to trick me! To use my need… to use my need against me!”


“Osiri ussta 'chev… we don’t have time for this.” Kr'nak spoke causing Dysea’s eyes to cut to his face. (My Beloved)

“Dysea!” Osiri exclaimed loudly making Dysea turn back to her. “Look at the readings! This did not happen to you my Queen! I would not lie about that! It is…” Her voice grew soft and she looked at the deck. “I know what… I know what it means to be broken Milady and to need as you say!” Her eyes came back up to Dysea's face. “This did not happen to you… I give you my word as any elf would swear to their Queen!”


Dysea’s emerald eyes looked at the information on the scanner. Having Melyanna in her life and then having a friend such as Esther gave Dysea quite a bit of medical knowledge and she could read the data scrolling across the screen easily enough. And she also could understand what it all meant. She reached out and began to take the scanner from Osiri’s hand only to have the blanket fall away from her ample chest. She flinched when the Immortal’s hand snapped out and caught the edge of the blanket, holding it up away from her skin but doing so in a way that she was not exposed to his eyes. She snatched the corner of the blanket from him and pulled it tighter, her eyes darting back and forth between the two of them.


“Who… who are you?” She spat quickly. “What… what do you want with me?”


“My name is Osiri.” She answered hastily. “And we are here to insure you are physically unhurt my Queen. I am… I am Phy'iad’s…”


“Osiri…” The huge Immortal spoke softly.


“No Kr'nak… she must know.” Osiri said quickly looking at him. “I am strong enough Kr'nak.”


“I don’t doubt that ussta ‘chev… but why speak of it if you do not need to.” He asked her in a soft voice that caused Dysea to look at him oddly. 


“Because in order for this to work there can be nothing but truth.” Osiri said. “We have talked about this.”


“I know… I just…”


Dysea watched as she reached up and placed her hand delicately on his weathered cheek. His small dark eyes gazed at her with something akin to what Dysea had seen from Cha'talla when he gazed at Esther.


“You have made me strong ussta daxunyrr. And that is why I go on every day.” She stated.

Kr'nak nodded slowly. “We must be quick.”


Osiri nodded and turned back to a confused Dysea. “I… I am Phy'iad’s slave.” She stated then. “I know what it feels like to need my Queen. I know what it feels like to desire his vile touch when my mind screams for me not to.” Osiri shook her head. “This has not happened to you Dysea Leonidas.” She touched the scanner with a finger. “Your body is completely void of the chemicals in an Immortal’s semen. What you… what you believe has happened to you did not occur.”

“Then… then why do I…”


Osiri took the scanner back from her. “You have been injected with several chemicals my Queen. One to keep you from being able to shift to your wolf form. Another to keep you unconscious for a long duration and a third to keep your body temperature lower than normal so you feel sluggish and unresponsive.”


Dysea shook her head. “It was real!” She gasped. “I… I felt them. I felt them and all they did to me.”


“It did not happen!” Kr'nak growled now. “The two men outside your cell are my men! They are loyal to me! They would not have allowed it!”


Osiri placed her hand on his arm to calm him and looked at Dysea. “I suspect your power within Mindvoice is playing a large role in this my Queen, combined with the mixture of the drugs they gave to you. There is a capsule under the skin at the back of your head under your hair. It is tiny and you would never notice it unless you knew it was there. It basically inhibits your Mindvoice powers almost completely. It is like a dead space around you.” She watched Dysea reach up and feel along the back of her head. Osiri reached out and guided her fingers to a miniscule bump at the base of her neck. “There.” She stated. “I… I suspect without your abilities in Mindvoice to allow you to focus, you are reacting instinctively to some sort of dark dream or vision you may have had.

“Remove it!” Dysea exclaimed. “Take it out of me!”


Osiri met her eyes. “Your powers within Mindvoice… the powers of the King and the other Queens… it is well known Milady. I will remove it… but first you must hear us out. If I remove that now you could kill us both easily, and that is something I do not want. I want to be free… just like you. If I am right… and what you have described to us is accurate… than I believe this capsule is the reason you perceive something happened when in fact it did not.”


“Why should I trust you?” Dysea said harshly. “Why should I believe anything you tell me?”


Osiri glanced at Kr'nak briefly and then back to her. “You should believe me Dysea; you should believe me because your body lacks the chromosome that makes elven females turned by wolves immune to Immortal semen. You are the daughter of clones Dysea, not pureblood elves. This chromosome is passed within the DNA structure from generation to generation. Even though you are now wolf, your body lacks this particular chromosome, and you are just as susceptible to Immortal semen as I was when Phy'iad broke me.”


“How… how do you know this?” Dysea gasped.


“I was a molecular scientist before Phy'iad captured me.” Osiri told her. “I was married and I had children. All of whom are now dead because of Phy'iad. He thinks I do not know… he thinks I believe them to still be alive but I discovered several months after he captured me that he had them butchered. I hate… I despise him with every breath I take.”


“Phy'iad met with the Kavalian Marshall Pusintin… several months ago.” Kr'nak spoke now. “He wanted Phy'iad to capture several elven females, among them a half breed. He wanted to learn how Immortals would affect a turned elf.”


“You are speaking of As'hia.” Dysea said.


Osiri and Kr'nak looked at her surprised. “You… you know of her?” Kr'nak asked shock in his face.


“Of course she does.” Osiri said. “Just as we know of Lynom.”


Dysea’s eyes darted to her face just as equally shocked. “You…”


“We have known about Lynom for over a year.” Osiri told her. “There are no Immortals that I know of that can blur in motion like a vampire. Unless of course they are the children of an Immortal and a vampire and have those skills when they are born. Namely the children of Cha'talla and his Blessed Wife Esther.” Osiri set the medical scanner down. “We have kept his secret safe all of this time Dysea. Even during the times when Phy'iad is rutting like an animal above me and using all of my openings and I am at my weakest, I have never exposed his secret to him.”

“Why?” Dysea asked more quickly than she intended.


“Because our goals are the same… we have just been going about trying to achieve them in different manners. We are only four hours from Belid and we need to make our plans on what to do from here on out.” Kr'nak spoke now.


Dysea Leonidas may not have been able to Mindvoice, but she was still wolf and she still had her other senses. The firs thing she noticed was that she could smell no lie coming from either of them. The second was that she caught the faint scent of ginger on the air and knew immediately what it was. She remained as calm as she was able wondering how in the heavens Tir'ut was able to get on board this ship and wanting to cry in relief that he was. She caught the slight movement out of the corner of her eye as the wall panel began to shift silently. It was in the corner of the cell, behind and to the right of the direction Kr'nak and Osiri were facing. She kept her eyes on Kr'nak as he spoke.


“… tired.” He told her, soft his voice causing her attention to focus on him once more. “Phy'iad promised us riches when we deserted. A return to the old ways of our people where honor was foremost among our ideals. Instead he makes us into mercenaries, selling our many services to the highest bidder! I followed him for six hundred years before we deserted… and I followed him when we left the Coven. I followed him… I embraced all that we were doing because I believed it would lead us to what he had originally promised. I followed him and all that he made us do until ten years ago. I discovered something then that changed me.”

Dysea’s heart was racing as she listened to him. She had to keep them talking to her so they wouldn’t notice. She glanced quickly to Osiri and then back to him when he said that.


“Yes.” Osiri said. “Phy'iad left on some mission and he gave me to Kr'nak while he was gone.”


“Gave you to him?” Dysea gasped.


Osiri nodded. “I am a slave.” She stated almost nonchalantly. “He has given me to many of his men through the years. And if I wanted what only he could provide to me I had to comply with what he said I must do.”


Dysea glared at Kr'nak. “So you raped her?” She spat.


“Kr'nak didn’t touch me in that way.” Osiri said softly. “Not for the entire month that Phy'iad was gone. Oh… I was willing to do whatever it took to insure that I got what Phy'iad had left for me. Kr'nak simply gave it all to me the first day and allowed me to rest and eat and for the first time in a decade, feel like a woman again. At least as much as I could.” Osiri looked at him with blue/green eyes and Dysea saw an adoring love in them. The same look she saw in the eyes of Esther for Cha'talla and the eyes of all the elven females on Kranek who had taken Immortal husbands. “I got him to talk to me after the first week… at first it was just a few small sentences… but as the days passed it became more and more.” Osiri turned to look at Dysea once more. 
“And then the dam broke and he was telling me of what Phy'iad had promised them, what many of them had hoped for. I discovered that Kr'nak and half a dozen others were the only ones left who still clung to their original goals and ideals. It was quite the shock to me.” Osiri told her.

Dysea looked at him. “But you are the… you are the one who took me from Kranek!” She gasped. “Why… why not just disregard what this scum wanted you to do? Cha'talla would have accepted you without question!”


“And leave Osiri behind? Leave behind my future?” Kr'nak said softly. “Never.”


“Why didn’t you leave before now?” Dysea demanded not really wanting to believe them.


“And go where?” Kr'nak asked her. “There is… Osiri would have died within a week without…”


Osiri squeezed his arm again gently. “How exactly would you propose I tell Phy'iad that I need enough of his semen so that I can survive without him Milady? At least until we could somehow develop a serum to at least curb the need enough that I could lead a reasonable life far away from him. Think about it Dysea. You are an extremely intelligent woman… how exactly would I have Phy'iad do this? He is not a fool or stupid. He is the most cruel and savage and cunning man I have ever met in my lifetime. He would see right through this and know that there was something wrong.”


“What does this have to do with me?” Dysea demanded once more.


“This idiot Pusintin met with Phy'iad and had us do what we did for a reason.” Kr'nak spoke. “He sent us to capture you for a reason and now they have targeted not only your King and mate, but your entire family. You are here for a reason Dysea Leonidas. Pusintin and Phy'iad have something planned for you. When I told Osiri of this… of what I knew, she told me we could not let it happen. She said we had to help you and then we could be free.”


“And taking me from Kranek advances your freedom how?” Dysea snarled.

“I am not a fool Queen Leonidas.” Kr'nak spoke. “Taking you was the only way to insure that I could accomplish my task. Taking you from Kranek was the only option. Once he told us of the plan I made sure I was the one leading the assault team. Another Immortal among those of Phy’iad’s men that he trusts would not have insured nothing happened to you. I knew that if we had you, then I could successfully take Osiri and the five others that feel as I do and escape with them and you once we returned to Belid. Once in The Wilds you would have been set free. I only needed you to insure I was able to escape with Osiri.”


“You expect me to believe all this?” Dysea growled.


“It is the truth.” Osiri said.


“What you believe does not matter to me Elf Queen.” Kr'nak spoke sternly. “I am three thousand six hundred and seven years old. I have seen war and bloodshed on a scale that would stagger your mind. What I am doing helps not only us, but you as well. It will reveal what plan that Phy'iad and this Pusintin have designed. It will help your people. You are nothing more than a pawn Dysea. This is not about you… it was never about you! What we have done in taking you has a different purpose! A larger purpose… and it will allow you to discover that purpose and why the Kavalians have suddenly begun attacking you.”


“And I ask you again… why should I believe anything you have to say?” Dysea barked at him. “I am a prisoner! Your prisoner!”


“You are not a prisoner Milady.” Osiri stated. “I know that is hard for you to believe right now, but we had no intention of holding you I swear.”

“Why are you doing this?” Dysea demanded.


Kr'nak met her eyes. “When we left the Coven, Phy'iad told us we would be able to make lives for ourselves! That we would return to the old ways! I had no wife! No children! The High Coven refused this to us! Only they decided when and who we could marry and have children with! Phy'iad told us we could make our own decisions when we were free of the Coven! I only traded one form of control for another! I made the decision ten years ago to work towards my own goal then!”

Dysea’s eyes grew wide and they darted back and forth between him and Osiri. “Wait… you…”


Osiri nodded with a gentle smile. “I have been Kr'nak’s wife for the last seven years yes.” She said. “It is… it is the only thing that has kept me sane all of this time. It is the only thing that saved me.”


Dysea looked stunned. “But… you…”


“Yes.” Kr'nak spat. “Do you know what it could possibly feel like to know your Blessed Wife has to fuck other men to survive Queen Dysea? Can you even imagine how that feels to me? Having to be in the same room as a man you have come to hate more than anything in this twisted universe treats your woman like a whore and she can not control herself and screams for him to take her! Screams for two and sometimes three men to take her because that is what that deranged fuck Phy'iad wants? And then listening to him laugh through it all? Given the first opportunity… the first chance and knowing that my Osiri would be free of him forever, I will cut that man’s cock off and shove it down his throat. That is before I peel the skin from his foul body and allow the sun to cook him slowly.”


“Kr'nak my husband…” Osiri said looking at him. “You know I don’t like it when you speak like that. And especially not in front of the Lycavorian Queen.”


Kr'nak met her eyes and incredibly he seemed to flush with embarrassment Dysea saw. He bowed his head slightly. “Evagna uns'aa ussta Du'ased 'ranndi.” He said softly. (Forgive me my Blessed Wife.)


Osiri smiled brilliantly and leaned over to kiss the top of his head tenderly. She turned back to Dysea and saw her expression. “I never imagined I would find love again Milady… and certainly not with an Immortal… but I have. For seven years now we have hidden our marriage and our love. We have snuck moments to be together through that time, and when Kr'nak makes love to me I feel reborn each and every time. And this time… this time I need for it to last my Queen.”


“This is… this is all so unbelievable.” Dysea gasped. “Why… why would this Phy'iad work for Pusintin? Why… what does he want with me?”


“Whatever it is for… it can’t be good Milady.” Osiri spoke. 


“Phy'iad does not reveal much of anything Queen Leonidas. Not even to those he says he trusts. Like me.” Kr'nak spoke. “From what I know… as I said, you are only a key part of some larger plan of the Kavalian dogs.”


“Why would he get involved with the Kavalians?” Dysea asked now thoroughly focusing her attention on Kr'nak and Osiri.


“Profit.” Kr'nak spoke. “Profit and the promise of as many elf females as Phy'iad wants over the next years. He has not confided in me or anyone else why taking you was necessary. Only that… only…”

“What?” Dysea asked.

“I know that Phy'iad is to break you while someone watched via a secure channel from our base. Then he is to hand you over to someone when his task is done and not tell this person what he has done.” Kr'nak spoke.
“He knows?” Dysea asked in shock. “He knows about me?”

Osiri nodded slowly unable to look at her. “That is my fault. I did not know what he intended and I inadvertently told him of my discovery when discussing the results of this As'hia you spoke of. He contacted someone within the Kavalian command almost immediately after. I don’t know what was talked about.”

“But if… if he did this and then gave me to this unknown person I would…” Dysea asked them her eyes wide.

Kr'nak nodded. “You would be dead within the week without receiving additional….” He said shaking his head. “This is something I think they… the Kavalians I mean… something they want after your usefulness to them is done.”
“What could they possibly need me for?” Dysea asked holding the blanket tighter. 

“I do not know.” Kr'nak spoke. “And I would tell you if I knew Lady Dysea.”


Osiri had been working with some items that were in the bundle while Kr'nak spoke and she lifted the high pressure injector. The shadow out of the corner of her eye caused her to turn and her eyes grew wide when she saw the hulking figure unwrap the shadows from around his body and the savage face appeared. “Kr’nak…!”


He was moving before the words finished leaving her lips but he was far too slow. The large hand clamped around his throat with brutal power and lifted his six foot four and two hundred fifty pound body clean off the floor. Osiri tried to move to protect her beloved husband but was caught by several pairs of hands as Lancy and another vampire also unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies and held her. 


“Ilhar vith'rell! Nin Usstan orn elgg dos whol vel'bol dos inbal xunor!” Tir'ut’s voice was savage in the cell and Dysea felt enormous relief wash over her as she watched the man who had claimed her daughter lift the Immortal as if he was a child and ram him brutally into the bulkhead. Esther had told her of the strength her son possessed and Dysea was witnessing it first hand now. His combined vampire and Immortal strength was far more than what Kr'nak was used too and he grunted painfully as his body was smashed into the unyielding metal wall. (Motherfucker! Now I will kill you for what you have done!)

Another odd but extremely pleasant vanilla/berry scent filtered to her quickly along with the beautiful scent of delightful orange cloves she was so familiar with.


“Mother!” Normya’s voice rasped softly and Dysea turned to see her scrambling from the opening into what appeared to be some sort of access shaft.


“Oh Normya my child!” Dysea wailed softly as she scrambled to her feet.


Mother and daughter met halfway across the cell in an embrace of love and relief. Cirith had unwrapped the shadows from around her and Normya just before exiting the shaft and now she stood to her full height of five foot eight and simply watched as mother and daughter were reunited. Cirith was struck by the uncanny resemblance that they had, though Dysea was several inches taller than her daughter. The platinum blond hair and firm physical builds were almost exactly the same, and Cirith found herself admiring the parts of Dysea’s flesh that were exposed from under the blanket. She shook her head quickly to dismiss these thoughts and turned to watch as Tir'ut tightened his death grip on Kr'nak’s throat, slowly beginning to kill him.


“No!” Osiri screamed. “No! Let him go!” She struggled against the two men holding her trying to get to her husband. “Let him go! I can not lose him! Let him go!”


Her voice caused Dysea to pull away and look at Tir'ut’s back. “Tir'ut... sut ukta ussta Rinovdro dalharuk.” She spoke quickly. (Release him my Immortal son.)


“Let…uurkkk… let her go!” Kr'nak hissed out the words even with the hand crushing his throat.


“I will kill him for what they have done to you and our family Darthirii Ilhar!” Tir'ut snarled without looking back at her.


Dysea broke away from Normya’s embrace and moved up beside him. She reached up and placed her hand on his shoulder. “No Tir'ut.” She said. “I… I don’t believe they are the enemy.”


Tir'ut turned his head and looked at her. “Darthirii Ilhar?” He questioned.


Dysea nodded as her confidence rapidly began to return to her now that the scents of Tir'ut and Normya filled her mind. She did not know who the others were, but if they were with Normya and Tir’ut then they must be trustworthy. “Release him.” She said. “There is… there is not much time and…” She turned to Normya. “Your brothers and sisters? How did you get…?”


Normya stepped up to her, embracing her once more as Tir'ut released Kr'nak and he dropped to the deck gasping for breath. “It was you mother.” Normya told her.


Dysea hugged her tightly. “What… what do you mean?”


“Your order to put Tir'ut and I in the ship with Cirith.” Normya said. “We were closing on some unidentified ships when the ship carrying you came from the planet. Cirith…” Normya motioned to the stunning raven haired vampire female. “Cirith got us close to the ship. Tir'ut and I could feel you on the transport. We…”


Cirith stepped forward now. “Normya flew our heavy fighter into the landing bay when it opened to receive the transport. We have been slowly working our way towards you once we discovered your location.”


Dysea looked at Cirith intently; taking in the way the dark uniform fit her lush figure and conformed to her large breasts and flat abdomen. Her long black hair framed a face of unearthly beauty with glittering dark eyes and soft full pink lips. Dysea nearly groaned as she looked at Cirith, suddenly realizing that she was in full phase now and her body was craving the touch of her lovers and mate. Touches that she would not be receiving anytime soon and never again when it came to her Nauta Melme. Dysea choked back the tears and shook her head turning back to Normya. “Deni, Lisisa, the others?” She asked.

Normya shook her head. “I don’t know.” She said softly. “Once we jumped out of Kranek’s system, Tir'ut and I were just not strong enough to reach anyone.” Normya met her eyes. “I don’t know what…”

“You… your forces crushed the Kavalians!” Kr'nak gasped as he got to his feet. “Phy’iad contacted Pusintin as we were returning here. Your forces annihilated the Kavalians. When the Coven ships jumped into the system you overwhelmed them. When we left the planet… when we left your dragons were just beginning to enter the battle and slaughtering the Kavalian troops.” Kr'nak looked at where Lancy and his soldier were still holding Osiri’s arms. “Release her!” He snarled beginning to move towards his elven wife.


Tir'ut began to try and grab him, but Kr'nak batted his arm away. Tir'ut blurred then and wrapped his arm around Kr'nak’s chest. Exerting his great strength he lifted the Immortal off the floor again, slamming him painfully to the floor.


“Stop it! Leave him alone!” Osiri screamed. “My Queen… please! We only came to help you!”


Dysea turned from where she held Normya and looked at the two men. “Release her.” She said.


Lancy and the man did so immediately and Osiri rushed to where Kr'nak was flat out on his back. She shoved at Tir'ut, knocking him out of the way. “Get away from him!” She snarled. “Get away!”


Tir'ut looked at Dysea confused as he stood up to his full height. “Elf mother?” He asked softly.

“They… they came to insure I was unhurt.” Dysea said. “I think. They…”


“Lady Dysea we have to go.” Cirith spoke now. “We don’t have much time before we arrive at Belid. We can force open the bay doors and depart the same way we entered. We can return through these shafts but if we don’t leave now, we’ll have to fight our way back through the corridors.”

Dysea looked at her. “You are… you are Valin’s daughter?”


Cirith nodded. “Yes.”


Dysea turned to look at Osiri as she stroked the skin of Kr'nak’s face and helped him to sit up. “We can’t leave.” Dysea stated.


Cirith looked at her stunned as did Normya and Tir'ut. “Queen Dysea… you can’t… you can’t be serious!”

“Mother!” Normya protested. “This is the only chance we will get! We… we worked so hard to get here!”


Dysea turned back to Normya. “The Kavalians have taken your father from me Little One! Possibly one or two of your mothers!” She spat angrily. “They attacked Kranek as a diversion to get me! They have gone after our family and I want to know why!”


“Mother you…” Normya looked distraught as Dysea turned back to Osiri.

“Prove to me that you are telling me the truth!” Dysea snapped. “Prove that to me by taking this thing from my head!”


“Do it Osiri.” Kr'nak spoke rubbing his head. That he said it first almost sealed her decision for her regardless of what Osiri did in Dysea’s eyes. “As you have said my wife… nothing but truth!”


His words caused both Normya and Tir'ut to look at him with wide eyes. Cirith shook her head unable to believe what she had heard. Tir'ut watched as Osiri went to the small bundle she had brought into the cell and took a small device from the folds of the blanket. Lancy and Cirith both gasped in surprise.


“A Static Inhibitor!” Cirith almost barked out as her hand came up with the small hold out Kinetic Magnum in her grasp. She leveled it at Osiri’s head but felt Dysea’s fingers wrap around her hand quickly. Cirith almost gasped at the touch of Dysea's hand upon hers and she looked at those incredible emerald eyes. “Dysea… that is…”


“She has told me what it is.” Dysea said. “This thing is already in my head. She has shown me. I want her to take it out Cirith. Put your weapon away. There is far more going on here than we know and I have every intention of finding out what is going on. And then I will take my vengeance on those who have hurt my family. And I will not stop until they are all dead!”


Osiri bravely stepped right up to Dysea, ignoring Cirith altogether. She reached up to push Dysea’s silky hair from the back of her neck and Dysea grabbed it with both hands not caring that the blanket fell away revealing her naked body. Of everyone present, only Cirith and Normya did not look away instantly, for much different reasons. Normya because she grabbed the blanket to return it to covering her mother and Cirith because the sight of Dysea’s naked flesh caused a raging warmth to cascade through her unlike any she had ever felt. It passed quickly as Normya covered her mother back up, but it didn’t fade as it normally did when Cirith looked upon an attractive woman as a prospective bed partner. Osiri placed the Static Inhibitor on the back of Dysea’s neck, found the tiny bump with her fingertip and then placed the angled end of the device over the tiny bump.


“It will sting for a few seconds.” She stated before pressing the red button and not giving Dysea a chance to prepare herself.

Dysea’s eyes flew open in unequivocal shock and she opened her mouth to cry out before collapsing into Normya’s arms.


“Mother!” Normya echoed. “Mother!”

CURILA 6 

Anja stood beside Aricia and they simply stared at Martin’s form on the bed in front of them. The stark white sheet covered just his lower body, leaving his chiseled upper body bare. The scars from the shrapnel Anja had long since made to vanish and now the only scars that remained were the ones they were all accustomed so well to, for each of them had explored his body as intimately as he had explored theirs. 


“There is risk Anja.” Aricia told her softly. “You know that.”


Anja nodded. “He’s been like this for hours Little Wolf.” She said using the name they had called her so long ago. A name they now only used to express their undying love and devotion to her. “I did a light probe as Helen taught me, and it is very much like it was when Walter first had me bring him and Dysea back on the Raptor.”


“You were not wolf then my love.” Aricia said looking at her. “He is wolf and now so are you. If you are successful and you pull him out of whatever is trapping him, he will smell that you are in full phase. He will not know it is you initially and he will unleash his full aura upon you. You will… you will be helpless before him.”


Anja met her azure blue eyes. “If you had told me that at any other time Aricia, I would be so wet it wouldn’t be funny. Helpless before Martin does not frighten me Little Wolf.”


“You have never experienced his unshielded aura Anja.” Aricia said.


“Then maybe it’s time I did.” Anja said. “Do we know it will affect me for sure? He has always held back Aricia. He turned me… just as he did Dysea. How do we know I won’t be able to tolerate as she does. As you do?”


Aricia blinked several times as she looked at her. “We… we do not.” She said.


“Does that… does that bother you Little Wolf?” Anja asked.


“Carians Anja… nothing would please me more than to have you and For'mya be able to share what only Dysea and I can feel. His aura is so… so pure and so powerful! When he wraps us within it, at its height it is the most divine feeling in the universe.” Aricia told her squeezing her hands. “To know that you and For'mya could feel that too… it would make us… it would make us so complete.”


“I can do this Little Wolf.” Anja said.


Aricia nodded. “I will be monitoring from the next room.” She said. “If I sense you need me I will join the connection but you will have to guide me for I have never done what you are going to do.”


Anja chortled. “Well… it isn’t like I do this all the time either.” She said. She squeezed her hand again. “For'mya? Deia?”

Aricia shook her head slowly. “Nothing yet.” She answered. “Sadi will contact me immediately if they discover something.”


Anja’s eyebrows rose a little. “Sadi?”


Aricia nodded. “Apparently this Pralor that Martin spoke of before all this happened contacted Andro and Helen. They went to meet with them.”

“Pralor?” Anja gasped. “Avi said all of the Pralors were… he said they were extinct!”


Aricia nodded. “That is not the case it seems.” She said. She pressed close to Anja and drew her tight with one arm. Anja’s arm slipped around her waist as well and they looked at each other intently. None of the Queens were afraid to show affection for each other, no matter if they were in public or not. “I will be in the next room. If I see… if I see you are successful and… I will seal the room so no one can disturb you. If he starts… neither he nor you will want to stop.”


“You are in phase as well Little Wolf.” Anja said. “Even in the next room it will affect you. It is a need for all of us… a real need Aricia. Don’t deny it. We never have before and we should not now.”


Aricia smiled and nodded. “Very well.” Aricia leaned over and they shared a deep kiss of love and feeling. She drew away after a long moment and nodded her head before turning and leaving the room. 

Anja turned slowly and looked at Martin on the bed. Even had she not been wolf and tied to him so deeply, Anja would still have thought he was the most delicious man she had ever laid eyes upon. She knew it that first night they were together so long ago. Martin had loved her so thoroughly that night, so utterly captivating her senses and every pleasure receptor in her body. And he had done the same thing for the last twenty plus years as well. No matter how many times, no matter how intense, he could still steal her breath away with just a simple caress. He needed her now, and Anja didn’t hesitate. She began to pull her uniform off, quickly striping away the layer of Mark IV ArmorPly. That was quickly followed by the t-shirt she wore underneath, her large breasts proud and firm, and the nipples hardening ever so slightly in the cool air. She stripped off her thin pink panties and began pulling the sheet from Martin’s body, easing her petite frame onto the bed and stretching out her five foot three body onto his deliciously chiseled six foot two frame. Her blood began a slow burn for her handsome wolf mate but Anja knew she had a task to do first. She situated her body on top of his, the sheet now covering their lower bodies only and she began to lick and nuzzle her way up and across his broad powerful chest.


Her four inch long tongue explored flesh she knew so well and she did it slowly and delicately. As she moved upwards she made sure to shift her hips slightly every few moments against his flaccid cock. She needed him to know she was here with him; she needed him to feel her flesh against his. As she came level with his head, she took his handsome face in her small hands and dropped butterfly kisses all over his cheeks and lips. She was careful to rub her cheek against the stubble of his face and the softness of his beard. There were powerful scent glands behind the ears and Anja made sure to drag her ears directly across his nose so that the only thing he smelled was her sweet honey scent filtering to him. Almost thirty years of sharing him with the other women she loved, and they all knew exactly what each of them did to him that could set him off. Anja was the smallest of his Queens, the most petite in physical stature, and she knew he loved to feel her small form spread across his body with his beautiful cock filling her. He could hold her impaled on his shaft with one arm, leaving his other hand free to explore her body in invigorating ways. When in the midst of passion Anja would often talk dirty to him while she nuzzled his cheek and nose making sure all he could smell was her. He loved it when she did that and Anja did that now.


Anja used her thumbs to stroke his cheeks as she stared at his face. “I need… we need you to come back to us Marty.” She whispered softly. “We… we can’t live without you. I’m… I’m coming in there with you Martin Leonidas my mate. Whatever it is holding you I won’t allow it to keep you any longer.”


Anja closed her jade green eyes and pressed her forehead to his, dropping any and all pretense of Mindvoice shielding and reached out with tiny fingers of Mindvoice as Helen had instructed her. The Mindvoice shields of Martin Leonidas were the most powerful of any being in the universe and any attempt to enter his mind without his permission would result in an attack that no one would survive. When he came together with Torma those skills only grew in power and it was Helen and Arzoal who guided them in what they learned. Anja concentrated harder than she had ever concentrated on one thing and began to skip across the outside of those dominating shields looking for the one crack she needed to ease into the threads of his thoughts. She found it after only a few moments, the backdoor so to speak, that only his wives and mates and his first born son knew of. She found it and Anja Leonidas she leaped without question or pause from the prepacise of those shields into the realm of the single mind in the universe that so many lifeforms feared.


Eurin turned to look at Aricia as she came into the small room with an over abundance of medical monitoring equipment. Sivana, Ceuma and Yuriko stood silently watching Anja as she began to disrobe. Aricia glanced at Atropos and Belen where they stood in the back of the room with Zaniai. 

“Aricia my sister…” He spoke softly as Aricia came up to him. “I don’t like this. It is dangerous for her. Too dangerous. The King… Martin… he is ten times more powerful than even the Feravomir. If something… if something goes wrong he could shred her mind and not even know it.”

“Do you believe he would do anything to harm us Atropos?” Aricia asked. “Any of us?”

“Not knowingly… no.” Atropos answered. “He would cut his own arm off in order to keep any of you safe. But this… Aricia… I have heard what Daniel and For'mya have said about the day he came from that place on Ukwav. He pulverized two slabs of black granite with his mind alone. The slabs weighed two or three tons apiece! He pulverized them into dust! And he has grown far stronger since then.”

Aricia reached up and placed her hand flat on her older brother’s cheek. “I love you brother.” She said softly. “And I need you to have the same faith in Martin that we do.”

“I do sister.” Atropos said. “That does not mean I will not worry for my charge.”

Aricia smiled and reached up on her tip toes to kiss his rough cheek. “She will succeed.” Aricia said. “Take Zaniai and Belen from here brother. This is not something I will allow them to witness.”

Atropos nodded his head instantly. “Belen… Prefect Zaniai… we must go.” He said looking at them. “Now!”

Belen didn’t hesitate and grabbed Zaniai’s arm and pulled him from the room. Atropos leaned over and kissed his sister’s cheek. “I will be waiting your word.” He said.

Aricia nodded and waited for him to leave before turning to Sivana. “Sivana… seal the door to Martin’s room and this room as well.”

Sivana turned and moved to the control console in front of her as Aricia settled into the chair next to Eurin.

“Aricia… what is she doing?” Eurin asked.

“She is going to attempt to do something that only she has ever done before.” Aricia said. “Enter our beloved’s mind when his shields are still up.”

Eurin blinked several times. “But I thought… aren’t you all connected within Mindvoice already?”

Aricia nodded slowly. “Yes we are. We have free reign within Martin’s mind...” She answered. “But there are places that even we do not go and things we do not attempt with him Eurin. He is just too strong.”
“Then I… I don’t understand what is going on.” Eurin said.

“Many years ago there was a pureblood vampire named Deval.” Aricia said. “Anja was angry at the time and she… somehow she was able to reach through another’s mind and touch this Deval across a thousand kilometers Eurin. The Feravomir believes it is because she is a surgeon by nature and she is very exacting in her skill. Her anger gave her added focus and she was able to follow the strands of Mindvoice through this third person back to the one who she sought. He was responsible for hurting a dear friend of ours and ultimately he was responsible for turning her into a vampire. The skill needed to do something like this only Anja possesses. It takes a finely tuned mind used to working under delicate conditions.”

“You could not do this?” Eurin asked.

Aricia shook her head. “Neither I nor Dysea are capable of such precise control as is needed for this. We are too passionate. Only Anja has the ability to master her emotions in this way, though she hardly ever shows it. We believe it is because she possesses this skill that most of the time she is the one who guards her emotions least when in public or private with us.”

Eurin looked at her. “What happened to this Deval?” She asked.

Aricia didn’t take her eyes off where Anja laid on top of Martin in the next room, their heads touching. “Anja shredded his mind into nothing.” Aricia said softly.


“Oh wow!” Anja spoke as she stood among the towering black rock walls all around her.


She turned in her spot, seeing nothing but these walls reaching to the blue sky above. She wore her Mark IV ArmorPly, which was surprising for she had stripped out of her uniform and underclothes before getting into the bed with Martin. As she completed the full circle she did, she realized then she was within Martin’s mind, yet now it was so much clearer than it had ever been  and utterly focused. She had seen this terrain before and immediately she knew where she was. This was Thermopylae on Earth. This was where his father had died. She had been here before, many times with him, as all of them had. He had brought them here within the realms of his mind so that they could know who he truly was. She recognized the trail he usually led them down and she began to scramble across the worn path between the skyscraper high walls all around her.

It had never been so vivid before. She could actually smell the scent of the sea nearby, feel the whisper of the ocean breeze as it swirled through the canyon, and she could… she could smell the faint traces of burning wood. Anja quickened her pace, almost slipping on the smooth rocks, as she made her way towards where she knew the entrance to The Hot Gates would be. Yes he had brought them all here before, and he had shared his father’s memories of those few days with them. None of them had been the same after, and none of them were able to hold back the tears of what he had allowed them to see. The scale of brutality and death was far beyond anything any of them had seen as they witnessed those terrible battles as if they were there with them. Every thrust of a spear, every slash of a Spartan sword, every clang of a Spartan shield on steel. The screams of the vampires disguised as Persians as they fell. The horrible howls of the wounded wolf Spartans as they battled beside their King in what was, even to this day, the greatest show of courage and determination ever displayed in the history of the universe. Three hundred Spartans and their allies. Three hundred Lycavorians and their human allies had stood here and fell to the last man for the right to be free of oppression. This was the turning point of the Lycavorians and their rebellion Anja now knew. This single event had caused them to finally unite under one banner and throw off the High Coven yoke of slavery for all time. He showed them this as a means to convey to them what he would resort to if the need ever arose. What he could and would do if he was ever called upon to do it. It had terrified all of them to know that he was capable of such violence, but coming here allowed them to understand why and it gave them a closeness to him that they had not had before.

Anja, Aricia, all of them knew he came here often when his mind wandered. He would sit on the cliffs high above where his father had fallen and simply listen to the ocean and inhale the scent of the sea. They knew it was his way of being close to the father he never knew. The father he had only seen in visions. Anja caught his minty scent on the wind and this stunned her for it was just as powerful now as it was when she was near him in the physical realm. The potency of his scent energized her now as her wolf blood surged with the knowledge that her mate was so close. Anja scrambled up the last steep portion of the path that would lead her to the opening of the Hot Gates and she came to an abrupt halt at what she saw, her eyes wide. 


She expected to see the ocean stretched out before her as they always did, the sun slowly crossing the horizon in the distance. Martin had pointed out to them once where each of them had a doorway into his mind and soul. Each of them represented a spot on the horizon that made the scenery complete. He had told them that when For'mya had finally become Queen and they were all truly together, the scenery of the horizon had calmed to the most tranquil bit of perspective he had ever seen. Four sections of horizon were simply serene while the fifth wavered ever so slightly, like ripples of a pond when one tossed a rock into the center. It was not something any of them had ever asked him about after the first time. He never told them which one of them generated that ripple on the horizon and he never volunteered it. He told them this was what it all meant to him. They were the ones who allowed him to come here and not see the savagery of the place where his father had died, but the almost majestic sight of beauty that the place had been before that first day so long ago. He told them this is where he had spoken to his father on several occasions, something all of them hadn’t believed but kept to themselves. 
What Anja saw now were two angry black sections of the horizon that touched the cliffs and led to the ocean far below. What she saw now were two towering black portions of the horizon that should not have been there. And at the base of one of those black walls of nothing was Martin Leonidas. Anja blinked several times in shock for the Martin she saw now was nearly feral looking. He wielded his Nehtes and a sword not unlike the ones that Androcles had forged and he was smashing those weapons against the unyielding black wall screaming out his rage. He was naked, his entire body covered in sweat and dirt and sand from the hard packed ground beneath his feet. He looked like some angry god from the story books her human father had showed to her as a child.

Anja hesitated for only a moment before moving forward again, this time at a dead sprint. She covered the distance quickly and soon was able to hear what he was raging at the blackness and it brought her up short once more.

“…will not take them from me!” He bellowed. “Give them back! They are mine! I won’t allow you to hurt them! Give them back!”


As each sentence passed from his lips he added another crushing blow against the shimmering black shield. It was almost as if it was made of liquid, yet no matter how much strength he hammered this wall with, it left no mark. Anja knew what her Martin could do with a Nehtes, and every time he swung his weapon it could cleave a fully grown wolf in two, yet now it left not even a scratch.


“Martin?” She heard her voice squeak out softly.


Anja gasped when his yellow/gold eyes snapped around to look at her. His features were angrier than she had ever seen them, his dual wolf fangs so unique to the Leonidas line, were now fully bared and exposed in all their ferocious beauty. She moved forward without fear, her jade colored eyes taking in his dominating physical body. Anja would never fear him, no matter the cause or reason; she would never fear this man. His wolf eyes focused on her and his face lost a small portion of the angry swell to it.

“Lover? It’s me…” Anja spoke.


“They won’t give them back to me!” Martin snarled. “To us!” She watched him turn once more and slash out with the sword, watching as it remained unblemished against the blow that would undoubtedly be a devastatingly fatal would on a living person. “I want them back do you hear me!” Martin screamed. “You will give them back to me!”


“Martin… what…”


“I can’t feel them!” Martin raged. “It is a blackness! They…” He turned back to the wall. “Return them to me damn you! They do not belong to you! They are mine!”

Anja stepped closer. “Marty… lover… who… who has them? Who are you talking about?”


“My Melda Min!” Martin barked. “My Kinsoaurgai. He is keeping them from me! He won’t give them back!”


Anja looked at the towering blackness. “Who?”


“Can’t you see Red?” He barked. “Look… look at the threads of blackness! It is that… it is that medwawnubous Xaxon! He won’t give them back to me! He’s pissed because I told him to go nubou himself and now he has taken them from me!” He looked up at the towering blackness. “Fight me you nubous coward! You want me… fight me! Be a man!”

Anja stepped closer to him, reaching out with her hand and placing it on his arm. Her eyes grew wide as she realized that he felt so real, his flesh hot to the touch, the blood pulsing through his veins. As she moved closer and his head turned to look at her, Anja was very nearly overwhelmed with his powerful minty scent. She felt his wolf aura then, so powerful and pure, and it caused her knees to become weak. Her own wolf blood began to burn hotter than it had in all the time they had been together. Her mind began to lose focus, his image beginning to blur out of clarity as the nipples on her breasts became painfully hard, shoved against the material of the inside of the ArmorPly she wore. Her center became instantly drenched in her sweet honey scented juices and every nerve ending in her body was sounding off as if she was submerged in a stadium of magnificent pleasure. So overpowering… so deliciously, wonderfully overwhelming.


Anja summoned the last dredges of the incredible willpower she possessed. She called upon all of her reserves of command and her strength of will. The resolution and strength of will that was the reason so many people within the Union considered her second only to Aricia in Mindvoice power and ability. 

“Martin…” She gasped raggedly. “Marty… you have to come… you have to come back to us!”

“I will not!” Martin shouted. “Not until this dog faces me and gives me back what is mine!”

“Martin!” Anja barked now as her own eyes shifted and her fangs burst from her gums. The tone of her voice made his head snap around and glare at her once more. “Little Wolf… I… we need you Martin! So… so many need you!” Anja met his eyes now, seeing the feral glow in them and needing to be wrapped in that savage and wild aura. “You… you must come back! You must leave this place!”
“I will not abandon those I love!” Martin snarled. 

“Martin… we…”

“They are not dead!” Martin screamed. “I would know! You would know! I will not leave until that ronnus gives them back to me! I will not!”

Anja shook her head back and forth, tears beginning to fall from her eyes. “You… you can not help them in here!” She shouted. “I… I can’t stay in here! It’s… it’s too much Martin. I can barely… I can barely…”

She staggered forward against him and without hesitation his weapons dropped and he gripped her arms. “Anja!”

She whimpered loudly as his naked flesh touched her and he drew her close. The burning was almost too much to bear… it felt so divinely breathtaking… yet the burning was almost truly painful now. “Lover… Martin… you are unshielded here! Your aura… I can’t…” She shook her head back and forth. “It’s too much… I…” She lifted her head and looked into his wolf eyes of yellow/gold. Eyes that she had loved from the very first moment she had discovered what he was. Eyes that had always made her feel safe and desired like no woman ever had. “We… we need you Martin Leonidas! You can not help them in here… and we need you!”

The blackness closest to them suddenly shimmered violently, a terrible sound like metal flapping in the wind reverberated all around them and then it vanished completely before their eyes. Once it was gone both of them could see the serene horizon once more and they both felt the whisper of love and passion caress their skin, along with the faint scent of fresh wildflowers. Martin’s eyes grew wider as he faced that horizon. 

“Melda Min!” He gasped still clinging to Anja and holding her close.

As immersed in his mind as she was, Anja felt it as well, and the added threads of Dysea’s powerful mind no matter where she was reinforced her own and she dug her fingers into his shoulders. She could feel Dysea’s life force, her very essence filtering through him and by default her as well, and suddenly Anja realized just how important they all were to him. How important they all were to each other. 

“You… you see!” She gasped. “We… we can fight this! We can fight this… but we need to be together! We need to be strong!”
Martin closed his eyes and basked in the feeling of Dysea’s essence, wrapping it around himself tightly, entwining it even deeper with Aricia and Anja. He turned slowly to look at her shivering in his arms.

“Please… please Martin!” Anja gasped. “Come back with me! Come back with me and we will fight this! All of us! I can’t stay… I can’t stay here any longer! I want to… I want to surrender… I want…”

Martin lifted her into his arms and crushed his lips over hers causing Anja’s mind to explode in bright beautiful lights. “All of me Red!” His thoughts reached for her. “All of me! I will hold nothing back any longer! The old me… the old me is dead and gone! My own son has taught me something and I will hold nothing back any longer! The old me is gone and you are stronger than you know!”

Anja’s mind screamed in unadulterated harmony and she wrapped her arms around his head and poured forth her entire essence in returning his volcanic kiss.


“…gods!” Ceuma gasped as her fingers danced across the console in front of her. “Her vitals just went through the ceiling!”


“Her endorphin levels just spiked at three hundred percent!” Sivana stammered. “Her heart rate has tripled and all of Martin’s vitals just blew off the chart!”


 Eurin looked at Aricia who had an almost dreamlike expression on her face. “Aricia! What is happening? What’s wrong?”

Aricia turned slowly and looked at Eurin, easily feeling Anja and their beloved Martin pulling themselves from wherever they had been. Anja would tell her all about it in time. They never kept secrets from each other. “She is… she is experiencing all Martin has to give her Divine One.” She stated gently. “He is holding nothing back now and it is so wonderfully glorious.” She rose to her feet pushing back from the small console she had been sitting at. “I… I must go to them.”


“Aricia…” Sivana asked moving closer to her. “Anja… she is…”


“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!” The female voice echoed through the small monitoring room drawing all of their attention to the room on the other side of the view window. Anja rose up on top of Martin’s body, her eyes fully changed and her fangs extended to their full length as she tossed off the sheet that covered their bodies. They watched Martin sit up suddenly and his powerful arms engulfed her petite form, rolling her over beneath him and covering her gasping lips with his own.


Eurin’s eyes were wide in shock as her hand went to her throat. “Oh… oh my!” She gasped softly. She turned back to Aricia and inhaled sharply as she saw Aricia’s eyes had fully changed now as well, her long wolf fangs exposed from beneath her lips. “Aricia?” She rasped.


“Forgive me… forgive me Eurin. I must… I must go to them.” She stammered before moving quickly for the door.


Eurin turned to look at Sivana and Ceuma, her eyes wide. She watched as Ceuma touched several controls on the console and the large view window became darkened and they could no longer see inside the room. She saw something on their faces, understanding and contentment and realization finally began to wash over her.

“Sivana?” She asked softly. “Ceuma?”


“I believe it is time we find something to eat and discover where we will be staying while we are here.” Sivana said.


Ceuma nodded. “Yes… for I need my husband and mate to…”


Sivana looked at her and took her hand quickly knowing exactly what she was going to say. “Yes… so do I.” She said with a smile as she nuzzled her clone sister’s cheek. “So do I.”

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP


Dysea collapsed into her daughter’s arms even as Cirith reached for her as well. Osiri staggered back unable to understand what was happening. Normya dropped to the deck, Cirith’s hands helping her to steady Dysea as she shuddered almost violently. Cirith’s eyes grew wide when she felt the tremors coming from Dysea’s body and the heat that raced up her fingers and into her arms from where she held Dysea’s arms. She felt an enormous surge of uninhibited sexual energy and Mindvoice power rise through Dysea and it rippled through her unlike any sensations she had ever felt. It was very nearly overwhelming her own control and had Lancy not stepped forward behind her to take her shoulders and support her, she would have surrendered to the magnificent vibrations completely.

“Mother?” Normya gasped fearfully strangely unable to sense what Cirith was feeling. “Mother… what is wrong?”


“Nauta Melme!” Dysea sobbed. “My… my Nauta Melme is…”


Normya stroked her mother’s head as tears flooded her eyes. “I know Amille. I know.” She whispered. “I… I miss him… I miss him terribly too. He…” 


Dysea’s head pulled away from Normya’s chest and she looked at her daughter with wide emerald eyes. “He lives Normya!” She gasped. “Your father is not dead!”


Normya’s eyes grew wide. “What?”


“I can… I can feel him within me daughter.” Dysea spoke with a brilliant smile on her face. “I can feel him… and he is so beautiful now!”


“Mother… they… Andro said…” Normya couldn’t believe her words yet the vibrations coming from her mother were unmistakable.


“Andro knows… lower… lower your shields Normya.” Dysea said turning to where Tir'ut stood with an expression of disbelief on his face. “Lower them Tir'ut. You… are tied together now and you must lower your shields together.”


Tir'ut moved up behind Normya quickly, putting his hands on her shoulders and completely ignoring the fact that his elf mother was exposed to his eyes. Once he was touching his Blessed Wife, he dropped all of his Mindvoice shields without hesitation and he heard and felt Normya gasp out and shiver, one of her hands reaching up to grip his hand tightly.

“Alvva!” Normya cried gripping her mother’s arm. “Alvva!” (papa)

The tears were pouring from Dysea’s eyes now and she basked in the tremors she felt. The distance was too great for her to communicate directly, but she could feel him easily, like a luminous star on a dark night. She could feel Aricia and Melyanna as well, and the joy all of them felt at being able to feel her once more. She felt Bella’s presence and the happiness that was coursing through her and it was very nearly overwhelming. Dysea also felt something else, another mind; a powerful mind within their connection but remaining just on the fringes and then she sensed that For'mya was not with them and her attention went to reaching for her. 

“Stop!” Cirith barked quickly pulling on Dysea’s arms. “Lady Dysea you must stop!”


Dysea looked at her. “Wha…?”


“Someone on this ship might detect you!” Cirith exclaimed.


That simple sentence caused Dysea’s mind to refocus and she clamped her shields down once more, but not before sending her warmth and love to the ones she desired most in the universe and not before she felt the commanding pulse of love and passion from her Nauta Melme for her. She almost whimpered out loud in need but controlled her reactions. As her shields began to drop into place she felt the warm fingers of their oldest son as he caressed her and sent a sudden throb of happiness and reassurance to her. Dysea closed her eyes tightly, gripping Normya’s arm and nodded her head as she turned and squeezed Cirith’s hand on her shoulder.

“Thank… thank you.” She gasped opening her eyes and looking at the beautiful vampire female. A female that she suddenly realized was not completely vampire. Her eyes grew a little wider as she looked at her. Her vanilla/berry scent was far more pronounced than any vampire scent she had ever smelled. Even more than Isabella’s soft Lilac scent and it tickled her wolf nose deliciously. “You… you are not entirely…”


Cirith shook her head. “No. But that is a discussion for another time.” She said quickly. “Immortals have incredible natural shielding ability within Mindvoice, but there is the distinct possibility one or two could have enough strength to detect us even at our advanced level.”


Dysea nodded her head once more. “You… you are correct. I forgot… I forgot where we were for a moment.” She said.

“We really need to leave!” Cirith stated. “Now!”


Dysea shook her head again. “No.” She said as she got slowly to her feet and pulled the blanket around her tighter.


Normya scrambled to her feet as her mother turned to look at Kr'nak and Osiri. “Mother this is crazy!” She exclaimed. “We have to go!”


Dysea moved closer to where Kr'nak held Osiri tightly to his body, even as the second Coven troop held his rifle on them. She looked at Osiri and reached up to brush the spot on the back of her neck where the Static Inhibitor had been. “Thank you Osiri.” She said softly. “Thank you both.”

“You… you should listen to your people.” Kr'nak told her. “Get out while you can. We will be arriving on Belid in a few hours and I can’t guarantee what will take place once we do.”


“How much time do we have before they come for me to take me to the surface?” Dysea asked.


Kr'nak met her eyes. “We’ll arrive in perhaps two hours. Phy’iad will want to depart the ship immediately upon arriving. As it stands now… I was to take you to the transport fifteen minutes before we arrived.”


“Then we have ninety minutes to try and figure something out.” Dysea said.


“Mother…” Normya spoke coming up beside her. “What do you mean?”


“Your father’s brother intended this for a reason.” Dysea said turning to look at her. “I am not a major piece of whatever he is planning… only a pawn as Kr'nak has said. For what purpose I do not know, but I do not like being a pawn of anyone.”


“This is not wise Darthirii Ilhar Dysea.” Tir'ut spoke moving up beside Normya. “My father would not approve.”

Dysea nodded looking at him. “Yes… and I’m quite sure neither would my Nauta Melme.”


“Then why?” Cirith asked.


Dysea turned now to look at her. “Because whatever is happening is larger than just me. Pusintin came after our family for a reason. He set out to kill all of us for a purpose and I want to know what that purpose is.” Her emerald eyes narrowed. “And I want to meet this traitor of Lycavorians… for when I do, I will end his miserable life myself.”


“Shu!” Cirith swore. “Then we’d better come up with a plan quickly.” (shit)

Dysea’s tilted her head slightly as she looked at her. “You understand?” She asked in genuine surprise.


Cirith met her gaze. “”I’m half Lycavorian.” Cirith stated proudly. “Yes I understand. And I would do the same thing.”


Dysea felt a powerful warmth cascade through her at this news but she fought it down and turned to Tir'ut. “I know my sons Tir'ut and they will be coming after me. And I have learned a great deal of your father over these last months.”


Tir'ut shook his head. “My father is coming.” He stated unequivocally. “We only need to survive until he arrives.”


“Lynom!” Normya gasped. “We should contact Lynom! We are close enough now to do this without being detected. Iriral taught us much mother!”


Dysea’s eyes grew wider. “Oh my Iriral?” She gasped beginning to reach out for her Bonded Dragon Sister. 


“No… if you reach for your dragon in Mindvoice it will be like a beacon!” Cirith stated grabbing her arm once more. “Even an Immortal with no training will detect it!”


Dysea kept her shields clamped in place and nodded. She turned to Kr'nak and Osiri. “Will you help us?”


“That is not a question you need to ask.” Osiri answered immediately.


Dysea looked at her and then to Kr'nak. “Then I have to know why?” She asked.


Osiri looked at Kr'nak with adoring eyes before dropping her hands to her abdomen and rubbing it gently. She looked back to Dysea. “We want our child to grow up free.” She stated.


Dysea stepped closer to them now, surprise etched on her face. “You carry his… you carry Kr'nak’s child?” She asked.


Osiri nodded with a bright smile as she pressed back against Kr'nak. “I am… I was a scientist Milady Dysea. I know enough to insure I do not become pregnant unless I want to. Kr'nak gave back to me something I never thought I would have again when Phy'iad killed my first husband and my children. This is what I need to insure our future. I… we want this child Milady. More than anything.”

Dysea looked at Kr'nak and saw him nod his head without a moment’s hesitation. “I will do anything to see my son born! To see my Blessed Wife free” He stated. “And I will not allow Phy'iad to take that away from me. Command me Queen Dysea. Command me and I will follow you without question to achieve this goal.”

HARBINGER


Dutkne and Wayonn walked down the ramp first, Drey and the others following directly behind them. The buzz of work and machinery did not stop as they reached the bottom of the ramp, their eyes going to where the dark skinned elf female stood a few meters away. They could see nearly two dozen heavily armed men and women like the ones that had come onto the transport, and though their weapons were not pointed directly at them, they were within easy reach for well trained troops. And something told Dutkne these men and women were far more than well trained troops. All of them wore similar uniforms with crimson coloring down the outsides of their arms and legs. Dutkne knew without being told that these were the soldiers that Wayonn had told Devra about. The Durcunusaan. The Wolves of the Blood. The elite force that guarded the Lycavorian Royal family and all those they considered important to them.

They watched as the tall figure of the Lycavorian broke from the rank and stepped up to them. His helmet hid almost all of his features, crimson paint streaked down the sides of his helmet in angular design. His dark eyes were looking not at Dutkne and Wayonn but at the blue skinned Vanari security detachment of four females and two males. All of them were armed still and they stood around Devra in a loose formation that provided them excellent opportunity to respond to almost any threat.


“You were told no weapons would be allowed.” The Durcunusaan officer spoke gruffly to Dutkne, but his eyes remaining on the Vanari security detachment.


“They are members of Regent Devra’s Vanari Security Detachment.” Dutkne spoke calmly. “I will vouch for them.”


The officer cut his eyes back to Dutkne. “You will vouch for them?” He asked him indifferently. “What makes you think I care what you vouch for?”


Wayonn stepped forward slightly. “I am…”


The officer turned to him. “I know who you are Val’istar.” He said gruffly. He turned his head slightly until his eyes fell upon Lu'ria where she was standing. He saw her nod her head and he motioned with his hand. “Confiscate their weapons.” He barked out as he turned back.

“No!” Naesta barked bringing up her hand weapon as she moved closer to her mother. The rest of the Vanari detachment moved with blinding speed in forming a tight circle around Devra, Arduri and Naesta, their weapons coming up into ready positions. 


Vanari Commandos were the finest of the Vanari Defense Forces. The finest trained and the most skilled; the strongest and the fastest. Even as they settled into stances that would allow them to protect their Regent from harm, the Durcunusaan troops had already moved. The Vanari suddenly found themselves surrounded by no less than ten Lycavorians that had moved with a speed unlike any they had witnessed, and their P190A3s were now leveled at them from less than twelve inches away. Devra’s eyes were wide at this incident, while Naesta and Arduri were shocked that the Lycavorians had gotten so close so quickly. Any firing now and they would all die, while taking perhaps only one or two of the Lycavorians with them. The Vanari were not as tough as they knew Lycavorians to be, and at this range they were at a decided and quite obvious disadvantage and they knew it.


Dutkne blinked several times himself, never having seen any of his kind move with such speed, and he turned slowly from where the officer was remaining in front of him with a very confident smile on his face.


“If you vouch for them… I suggest you inform them to lower their weapons.” The officer spoke calmly watching as Dutkne turned back to him. “I will not ask again.”


Wayonn turned now and looked at Devra. “Devra… order your people to lower their weapons!” He said firmly. “We are in no danger here!”

“No one disarms us!” Naesta barked. “We will decide if there is danger or not!”


“Naesta is right!” Arduri snapped. “We will protect our mother!”


“Protect her from what?” The new voice spoke loudly. “No one here has any intention of doing her harm. I believe you came to us.”

Dutkne and Wayonn smelled him first and they turned quickly as Androcles moved around from under the side on the MENKLA transport, his fingers tracing the smooth belly of the ship. He moved a few meters away from the ship and stopped with his hands clasped behind his back, looking at Dutkne and Wayonn intently. Dutkne and Wayonn were the only ones who noticed that Andro now wore brown contacts to hide his true eye color and Wayonn was struck by how much he looked like Resumar and his father. The resemblance was unnerving. 
Without thinking about it, something that Dutkne would not even realize until many months later, he stepped away from the others and moved right up to Andro. Drey, Nirilo and Caia were the ones who took notice of this fact more than anyone and Caia’s hands gripped Drey’s arm tightly. Wayonn noticed their reaction and hid his small smile. Androcles was shielding heavily, allowing only a small portion of his aura to escape from around him, though Drey and Caia sensed something was awry. Nirilo had been among their people and worked with Dutkne enough to know his grandson very well and though he could not feel a Lycavorian aura as other wolves could, he also knew something was amiss when the Durcunusaan did nothing to stop Dutkne from moving.
“The Protectorate and the Vanari have a… tenuous relationship.” Dutkne spoke as Andro met his eyes. “We are not enemies… but nor are we allies. I ask… I ask that you allow them some leeway... Admiral.” He finished emphasizing the Admiral.

Andro’s eyes stared at him for a long moment. He could feel the power in this young man in front of him, he could feel the blood pulsing through his veins and oddly enough, it made him relax ever so slightly. Not in any sort of defensive manner, for Andro could tell this Dutkne and all of the Lycavorians now standing on the deck before them would side with them in any sort of confrontation. It was more an overall sense of calm that Dutkne exuded and in turn, passed on to him. Andro turned back to where the blue skinned Vanari were standing with their weapons up and surrounding the three females. 
“I will allow them leeway when they lower their weapons.” He finally said. “Greeting me with weapons drawn is not the way to invoke my good nature. They are in no danger here.”
“So you say!” Naesta spat from where she stood.

Dutkne rolled his eyes and turned back to look at her his own patience with Naesta’s attitude wearing thin. Nirilo beat him to the punch though.

“Naesta… for once shut your mouth and be still!” Nirilo barked. “I grow tired of your inability to see beyond what our father has taught you!”

“I will not!” Naesta snapped. “You have been among them too long Nirilo! You are blind to the past!”

“I am not blind to the past! I simply do not choose to live in it!” Nirilo snarled at her. “Dutkne and the Protectorate have done nothing but help you… help all of us since you joined with us!”

“We can find Caliria on our own!” Naesta snapped.

“And you would have blundered somewhere you should not have been and gotten mother captured or killed. And Arduri and the others as well!” Nirilo popped. 

“Naesta…” Arduri spoke softly. “Perhaps Nirilo is right.”

“Naesta… stand down.” Devra told her daughter. “I do not believe we are in any danger here.”

“Mother… how do we know that?” Naesta hissed. “Father has said they are cunning and just like the animals they can become! We should…”

“If I had wanted you dead or captured…” Andro spoke now moving closer to the group of Vanari. “It would already be done.”

“Hah!! We are not as helpless as you think!” Naesta snapped turning back to him.

“Yes… actually you are.” Andro spoke. 

The combined trumpets of two dragons in the landing bay echoed painfully around the walls even as cavernous as it was. The snap and pop of Elynth and Majeir extending their wings out to their full extension was deafening as well. The sound caused everyone but those from the Union to cower and drop to the deck in real fear as first Elynth and then Majeir lowered their huge heads over the shoulders of the Durcunusaan that they had come up behind.

“Nubou!” Drey exclaimed as he pulled Caia close to him.

Devra’s eyes were wide in terror as she gripped Arduri’s arms where they had dropped to their knees on the deck. “By the Grace of the Four Prophets!” Devra almost screamed.
Elynth’s golden eyes and Majeir’s ruby orbs glittered in the light of the landing bay, giving both of them an extra fearsome appearance. When a dragon extended its wings out to their full span, it made them appear much larger than they may have been, and it was an extremely intimidating visage. Wayonn, who knew of the existence of dragons within the Union before coming here, even he was taken aback by their size and savage looking appearance now that he stood before them. The pure Lycavorians from the Protectorate, while better able to control the fear they felt, still moved closer together amongst themselves. Naesta and Arduri were holding their weapons on Elynth, their eyes wide as their hearts raced in fear. Even Dutkne was frozen in his spot, his dark eyes wide as he looked on.
“Your weapons will not harm us.” Andro’s voice stated.
Naesta spun around, her hand wrapped around the small Pulse Blaster as she attempted to bring it to bear on Andro’s head. His right hand snapped out with lightning like speed and he slapped the weapon from her grasp before she was able to complete her turn. One of the male Vanari Commandos began to bring his smaller Pulse rifle up but Andro’s right hand snapped out again and his closed fist smashed across the man’s jaw with enough force to spin him around and send him to the deck unconscious. Arduri was turning now, bringing her own pulse weapon up and she saw the light blue shimmer around this Lycavorian’s body. A flash from the side and she saw a mane of glittering white hair zip past her with a similar shield around her figure. It was the strange dark skinned female with white hair she had seen standing a short distance away. Arduri, Naesta and Devra could only watch in shock as Lu'ria used her inbred elven speed, now augmented by her wolf blood, to move in front of a Vanari commando. The light blue shield around her flared briefly as she slapped away the barrel of the pulse rifle and impossibly used the body of the commando to walk up the front of his chest. Just before she used her legs to push off his shoulders and flip a hundred and eighty degrees backwards, the toe of her combat boot connected with his jaw and snapped his head back viciously. The blow carried enough power in it to physically lift him off the deck and drop him back down to the hard surface completely dazed and only half conscious. As Arduri began to bring her weapon up Lu'ria’s hand snapped out, now filled with a gleaming Drow Glaive. The two blades were four inches long from the base and the tip of one end of that glaive pressed to her throat.

“I wouldn’t.” Lu'ria stated calmly.

“ENOUGH!” Devra screamed as she stepped away from Arduri and looked at Andro as he tossed a Vanari pulse rifle to the deck. Devra’s lips snapped shut as Elynth stepped closer to her and breathed heavily through her nostrils, the sound very nearly a growl. “We surrender to you! Do not hurt my people!” She turned on Wayonn with evil green eyes. “You lied to us Wayonn!” She snarled. “Curse you… you have led us into a trap!”

Nirilo stepped forward. “Mother that is not…”

“This is no trap.” Andro’s deep voice sounded from behind her. Devra turned around quickly to see him standing right in front of her. She watched as he held out his hand and gasped as Naesta’s pulse hand weapon leaped into his grip from six meters away. Andro flipped it around in his hand so that the grip was facing her. “I just do not care for weapons that are pointed at me when I have made no threatening actions. I imagine you would feel the same if our roles were reversed?”

Devra met his dark eyes intently. There was something about this young man, something that she could not place her finger on. He was far too young to be an Admiral in any fleet that she knew existed, yet he spoke with the words of someone who had great wisdom and inner peace. Devra looked down at how he held the weapon out to her and she reached up slowly to curl her fingers around the grip. That tightness of fear she had felt in her gut only moments ago was slowly drifting away. “Yes… yes I suppose I would.” She said softly.
“Lieutenant?” Andro barked without taking his eyes off her.

“Milord!” The officer responded before thinking. He shook his head at his stupid mistake and cursed under his breath. “Sir?”

“Have our Hadarian medic inspect our guests for injuries.” Andro said with a smile at the man’s self admonishing tone of disgust at his slip of the tongue.

Devra continued to stare at him. “You are no Admiral.” She stated confidently. “I have been around enough of those pompous fools to know the difference. You do not have… you do not have that sense of superiority about you.”

“Actually… Admiral is my military rank.” Androcles told her.

Devra glanced quickly at where Elynth still stood ready to spring into action to defend her Bonded Brother. She looked back to Andro and it all clicked into place. “You are him.” She spoke softly her eyes wide.

Andro’s eyes narrowed in confusion. “Him?”

“The one we saw in the transmission.” Devra spoke trying to keep her voice low so that no one heard her speak even with their heightened wolf ears. “You… you are the Crown Prince. You are his son!”
Andro looked at Dutkne as he came up beside them. “We intercepted some of your more recent Netnews feeds before we left. One of them… one of them was when you destroyed some clinic in Sparta.” He said just as softly. “You were… you were riding that beast and…”

Beast! Elynth exclaimed as she moved closer. I am no beast little man!
Dutkne’s eyes grew wide as he stepped back, all of the Lycavorians from the Protectorate able to clearly hear Elynth's words. All of them would be considered low Tier Six Mindvoicers in the Lycavorian Union since the Protectorate had never stopped using this ability. “He… he understood me?” Dutkne gasped.

He? Do I sound like a male to you fool? Andro my brother… who are these Lycavorians that they can not tell the difference between a male and female? And yes… I understood you! I am not as unintelligent as you seem to be!  Elynth demanded.

“Sibfla!” Drey spoke from where he stood next to Caia staring at Elynth. Caia was barely able to hold in the snicker of humor along with several of the Protectorate troops that had come with them. 
Andro couldn’t help but smile as he looked at Dutkne. He stepped away from Devra and moved over under Elynth's head as she lowered it down. His arm reached up and he slid it along the side of her muzzle. “This is… this is Elynth.” He said. “She is my Bonded Dragon Sister, and yes… she understood you Dutkne.” Andro saw Lu'ria still standing with her blade to Arduri’s throat and the two women staring at each other. “Ilythiiri Tessai… there is no danger here.”
Lu'ria stared at Arduri’s stunning green eyes for a few moments longer before she deftly pulled back the glaive and it disappeared into a hidden sheath at the small of her back. She bowed her head slightly, blinked her amber eyes and using her newly discovered TK power leaped up and back nearly seven meters to land catlike next to Majeir. As Majeir lowered her head, Lu'ria pressed her cheek to her snout and wrapped as much of her arms around Majeir’s head as she could. It looked almost comical, but they got the message. Lu'ria turned back to face the group as well. 
“And this is Majeir.” She said with warmth as Majeir closed her ruby eyes and brushed her snout against the back of Lu'ria’s shoulder.

Wayonn moved forward from where he had stood allowing things to play out. “Perhaps it would be better if we did not hide what we are from each other any longer Andro. Truth is our tool now.” He spoke gently. “Dutkne and I know who you are, reveal it to the rest of us so that we can move forward past this point before someone ends up getting hurt! I did not come all this way for a conflict!”

Caia looked at Wayonn. “Grandfather… what are you talking about?” She asked him. “If he is not an Admiral in the Lycavorian Union… then who is he?”
Wayonn continued to stare at him. “Andro?”

Andro met his gaze for a moment longer and then turned to Dutkne. He stepped away from Devra and slowly nodded his head. “It is what we have come here for.” He stated. “What we have waited many years for.”

Wayonn smiled to himself when Andro simply turned to Lu'ria. “Ilythiiri Tessai… take them out.” He stated. 

Wayonn clasped his hands together in knowing retrospect. He was much stronger than Wayonn had first thought, much stronger than Martin had led him to think. Even then he had been protecting his son from a potential threat Wayonn realized. A son that did not need as much protection as his father thought, considering the untapped ability Wayonn felt within him. He had acted without question after Dutkne’s words, and this only served to confirm for Wayonn what Dutkne’s role would be moving into the future. He watched as the dark skinned elf female, a Drow Wayonn knew them to be called, moved right up in front of him and reached up to his face. Wayonn inhaled deeply and he could smell the Drow’s honey melon scent deeply imbedded in Andro’s blood, mixed in with the dominant scent of sugar plums and spice. In her blood he could detect the heavy scent of lavender and pines. He could feel the tendrils of Mindvoice connecting the two of them and three others together, one of them on this very ship somewhere. They were unbreakable strands within the fabric of Mindvoice, much like those he felt from Martin and his connection to his Queens. He watched as Lu'ria delicately used her index finger to remove first his left and then his right contact, exposing his azure blue eyes for everyone to see. Wayonn heard Caia and several of the female members of the Protectorate gasp after he blinked several times and then they were clear and focused. Wayonn stepped closer to him now, coming up beside Devra. 

“Our Vanari friends will not be able to feel it Androcles.” Wayonn said. “But we will… now show us who you are boy!”

“Androcles?” Caia hissed in shock. “Grandfather… are you…”

“It is not something my father looks upon as appropriate Val’istar.” Andro told him. “We are not better than those who follow us. He has taught this to me… to all of my brothers and sisters since we were babies.”

Wayonn nodded. “I know this Androcles. But it will allow us all to see that we have not come here to this new area of space for nothing. That our hopes for the future still live on brightly, and that our people are once and for all finally reunited.”

Andro glanced at Dutkne quickly before lowering his Mindvoice shields almost entirely and allowing his aura to cascade outward so that every Lycavorian nearby could feel it. Devra turned quickly as first Dutkne and then every member of the Protectorate dropped to one knee and bowed their heads. She looked at Arduri and Naesta as they came up to her wide eyed as well and Wayonn basked in the aura of the direct descendant of his dearest friend and the man he had sworn to himself would live on in his descendants.

Wayonn didn’t hesitate and he crossed the few meters to stand in front of Andro with a smile. He reached out and gripped Andro’s shoulders. “You don’t know how long I have waited for this day Androcles.” He said softly. “And when I stand before your father, all I have worked for these past millennia will come together. Our people will be whole once more… the first time since the Black Day that we will be united again and the five Bloodlines will be one once more.”

Andro drew Lu'ria close to him as he looked at Dutkne once more. “Five Bloodlines?” Andro asked.

Wayonn smiled and squeezed his shoulders again. “You have felt it within you… and I will fill in the unanswered questions… but now… where is Helen? Where is the First Oracle?”

Andro looked at him oddly. “She waits for us in the conference room.” He answered. “Why?”

“Because it is time she realized her own bloodline.” Wayonn spoke with a warm smile. “And then my family will be whole once more as well.”

Andro’s head titled to the side. “Your family?” He asked.

Wayonn nodded his head. “Oh yes… you see… Helen… Dustha… whatever you wish to call her… she is of my bloodline. She is my son Canth’s great granddaughter. She is of my blood Androcles.” Wayonn spoke proudly.

PHY’IAD’S COMMAND SHIP

[…is insane brother!] Lynom’s voice filled the heads of Dysea, Normya, Tir'ut and Cirith as they sat in the cell.
[Can you do it Lynom?] Tir'ut asked.

[Yes… but father will have our heads if we fail!] Lynom replied. [It is too much of a risk Darthirii Ilhar Dysea. You should have left before. You should get off the ship now!]

[If what you and Tir'ut believe Lynom, if what I know of my children is accurate, your father and my children will not be far behind us. Perhaps twelve hours.] Dysea answered. [And no doubt they will be coming in ready to do battle.]

[This I do not doubt.] Lynom answered. [It is doable Darthirii Ilhar, but not without great risk. I must think of As'hia as well now.]
[We will do it.] The gentle female voice echoed within the highly shielded connection. Cirith knew as Dysea did, that no Immortal could detect their conversation on the level they were speaking. She was amazed at the ease with which Dysea manipulated the tremors of Mindvoice in order to do this. Her strength was rapidly returning due to her elf and wolf genes no doubt. Normya and Cha'talla’s son Tir'ut were also incredibly skilled Mindvoicers, and they shared a unique connection which nearly tripled their individual power. Tir'ut’s brother, this Lynom, obviously was of similar strength and the hybrid female she sensed within the shielded connection appeared to be growing in ability even while they spoke.
[As'hia we…] Lynom began to speak. 

[We will do this Lynom my love.] The voice answered. Her reply caused Tir'ut to look at Normya and Dysea to smile.

[Phraktos belbau uns'aa z'ress!] Lynom muttered softly. [Brother… we will begin to make our way back to the main Immortal base. We have moved a hundred and sixty kilometers away but with As'hia leading us we can be back within six hours after you arrive. There is a cave two kilometers west of the southern entrance to the base. It is secluded and we can meet there.] (Gods give me strength)
[I told you I was a handful!] As'hia exclaimed brightly, her voice teeming with love and happiness. [And you are stuck with me now! Forever!]

Tir'ut nodded his head with another smile and looked at Kr'nak. “There is a cave two kilometers west of the southern entrance. Do you know it?”

Kr'nak nodded immediately. “Yes. It sits a hundred meters above the valley floor. It is a good vantage point to watch the entrance and none of Phy'iad’s people will venture out to it.” 

“Why?” Dysea asked.

Kr'nak could not meet her eyes. “They… they will be otherwise involved Lady Dysea.” He answered distastefully. 

Tir'ut nodded. [We will meet you there Lynom.]
[Then we will pack our equipment and begin moving. We will see you shortly.] Lynom answered and then he and As'hia left the connection.

“Will you be able to communicate with Cha'talla when he arrives?” Kr'nak asked Tir'ut.

“The moment they enter the system.” He answered.

“You must show no mercy Tir'ut, son of Cha'talla.” Kr'nak spoke somberly. “You must tell your father this. I will direct those men who feel as I do to gather the elf females into one location and remain there when the attack begins. Your mother… she has… she has truly made this serum you speak of?”

Tir'ut nodded his head. “Our tribe has many happy Immortal and elf marriages.” He said. “Once my mother discovered what it was that caused this within our males, they lined up for three days to get the serum. If your heart is true Kr'nak… you can start a new life with our tribe.”

Kr'nak looked at Osiri and saw the love written on her face and he nodded without a moment’s hesitation. “No doubt your father and the Union will have a multi-pronged attack planned. I will gather what information I can before you meet with your brother and you can pass this to your father when he arrives. We are supposed to make contact with the Kavalian scum within twelve hours of arriving. It is an open communication on an Immortal channel for some reason and Phy'iad already has the men on the base preparing the main control room.”

“Open communication?” Cirith asked. “Why would they request that?”

“I would imagine to keep their involvement secret for as long as possible.” Kr'nak said. “No doubt Union Communications Experts are scanning every known Kavalian frequency to try and figure out what is going on.”

“But if it is intercepted… this would only indict Phy'iad.” Dysea said.

“He does not care.” Kr'nak answered. “As soon as the communication is complete, we will begin breaking down the base to depart.” He looked at Tir'ut. “That is why you must show no mercy Tir'ut. These men… and I count myself among them… they are a blight upon the honor of what our people once held dear. They can not be allowed to escape.”

“Kr'nak… you are not like them!” Osiri protested taking his hand. “Stop thinking like that.”

“She is right you know.” Dysea told him. “After all this time has passed and knowing what Osiri must endure and still you love her… that tells me you are not like those others Kr'nak.”

“I once was Lady Dysea.” Kr'nak spoke honestly.

“And as my father is fond of saying, once you step through that door of change, whatever happened in the past remains in the past.” Normya spoke proudly. “And your future begins with each step forward that you make.”

Kr'nak looked at each of them and finally his eyes settled on where Lancy squatted next to Cirith. The grizzled vampire commando nodded his head. “I have killed far more innocents than you ever will Immortal.” Lancy spoke. “If I can change… then there is hope of redemption for anyone.”

Osiri moved closer to Dysea and lifted the medical scanner once more, passing it over her body. She nodded her head after a few seconds. “Your healing system has purged the drugs that were affecting your body temperature and keeping you unconscious… but the Lilzin will need several more hours to wear off completely. I do not recommend shifting and most certainly do not let Phy'iad or any of his men sense that you have this ability back or that you can Mindvoice again.”
“Will he notice that the inhibitor is gone?” Cirith asked with concern in her voice that caused Dysea to look at her.

Osiri shook her head. “He would not know what to look for either way.” She said. “I may be his sex slave… but I am by no means as stupid as he seems to think. He knows what the Static Inhibitor does, but not how.”

“Osiri… I…” Dysea began.
Osiri moved closer to her and held out her hand, unfurling her palm. Dysea looked at the small yellow pill. “Irixtol.” She said softly. “It is not as refined as what this Esther has designed but it will do the same thing. Unlike her creation however, it will not work on those who are already infected.”

Dysea took the pill without hesitation and popped it into her mouth. “We will succeed.” She said finally. “I promise you this… we will succeed and your child will be born free.”

HARBINGER

ENROUTE TO EARTH

Helen had stood up from the massive table in the HARBINGER’S main conference room when Andro led them in. She hated meeting others for the first time in such surroundings like those in the landing bay and that is why she had chosen to come here and wait. It was a quirk of hers that Martin and the others had quickly discovered and learned to get around through the years. She had to admit to herself that Martin, his Queens and Gorgo had learned how to cater to her without it seeming like they were. They had also learned how to manipulate her almost as well as she manipulated them she thought with a smile. They would never be as good as she was however, something that Helen found much easier once she and Arzoal bonded together. From the day they had first met, there had been something between them. Helen was the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people and Arzoal the Dragon Elder Mother. Throughout the entire Union these two positions and the females that held them were revered by all, no matter their species. After that day in Sparta when Martin had defeated his brother and Gorgo had truly returned to them, it seemed that no matter where they traveled, Arzoal and Helen ended up with each other. It reached a point after a few years where one would not travel without the other. With the ships that Martin had built for the dragons, it was a simple matter for Arzoal to request a ship to take her somewhere. As the Elder Mother of the Dragon Species, she would always be shuttling back and forth to Apo Prime and to Earth, and when she did they always seemed to end up together. When Helen wanted to go somewhere it was no different, and soon they were visiting different planets and meeting people together. Their friendship grew, and as it did so did their bond; and soon they could deny it any no longer. There were many things they shared with each other that no one else knew about them. There were secrets that Helen held inside her heart about her Bonded Sister, and there similar secrets that Arzoal held about Helen. Secrets that would shock even Martin Leonidas if he knew, though Helen had a sense that the King she served so willingly knew far more than he let on to anyone but that infernal cyborg Avi and his son.
Helen had watched them walk in while returning her mug of tea to the massive table top, seeing the strange blue skinned male and females and the healthy looking Lycavorians that wafted of tradition and culture and honor. She could feel the touch of Androcles’s aura upon them, for she had felt it even here, nine decks above the landing bay when he lowered those powerful shields around his aura. The tall, deeply tanned young man she knew as Dutkne that entered just behind Andro and Lu'ria seemed vaguely familiar for some reason she could not place. Andro had passed to her the images of everyone from the landing bay to her within Mindvoice almost without thinking. The next male and young female she knew immediately were mated and the female was of the same lineage of the first young man Dutkne, so she was his sister. The young woman’s mate was a handsome young wolf who just by his scent Helen could tell worshiped the ground upon which his wife and mate walked. Helen could barely keep the joyous feelings from overtaking her as she felt the vibrations of excellent Mindvoice control and the natural instincts of their people burning deeply within these young people. 
When he entered the room Helen stiffened considerably as she looked at him. His face… his eyes… they were so very familiar to her. His almond spice scent tickled her nose and Helen found herself rapidly trying to determine where she had met him before.  She was over four thousand three hundred years old and if he seemed familiar to her then she should know who he was. She watched his eyes sweep across the room and finally come to settle on her. She then watched him cut behind where Andro stood, and when Andro did nothing to stop him or the young man Dutkne and woman when he followed, Helen knew these men and women were no threat. She blinked several times as the came to stand in front of her, much taller than her and close up the lines of age etched deeply in his face. Yet his features… and those of the young Dutkne and his sister… they were so very familiar. Their scents drifted to her as well, Dutkne’s a warm Ambrosia spice scent and the young woman an enticing Gardenia Spice.
Wayonn’s heart was racing as it hadn’t raced since the birth of his first child with his beautiful wolf mate so long ago. He stood in front of Helen and it was easy for him to see the face of his son. She had his eyes, so very bright and intelligent. It appeared that Canth’s eyes were the one thing that had been passed to all of his descendants as both Dutkne and Caia bore his eyes along with their sister. 

“I can not… I can not put into words what it means to finally see you standing in front of me Dustha.” Wayonn spoke softly.
Helen’s eyes were confused as she glanced between him, Dutkne and Caia. “I… I feel as if I should know you… but I have never met you. Any of you.” Helen said.

“But we have spoken. Many times through the years.” Wayonn said with a smile. 

Helen’s eyes grew a little wider. “You must be mistaken.” She said. “I am not one to ever forget a face…”

“Wayonn. I am Wayonn. And this is Dutkne and Caia.” He told her.

Helen stared at him for a long moment. “You are the Pralor.” She stated. “That much I can sense from you. That is easy enough to determine… but I have never met you.”

Wayonn reached down and took her hands. “It is I who has been communicating with you all of these years Helen, using the face and voice of Canth because that is who made you most comfortable.”

“You!” Helen gasped pulling her hands away. “You must think me a fool. How would… how would you know this?”

“I would know… I would know because Canth… Canth was my son.” He stated looking at her and seeing her eyes grow wider. “He was my youngest son.”
“Your… your son!” She gasped.

Wayonn nodded and motioned to Dutkne and Caia. “Yes. This is Dutkne and his sister Caia. Carana, who is Caia’s twin, is not with us right now. They are Canth’s grandchildren. Two of his three remaining descendants. My descendants. My grandchildren.” He turned back to look at her. “We have waited many years to discover the last member of our family. We have known whom she is; we have just not been able to come forward until now.”
“What are… what are you saying?” Helen gasped.
Wayonn smiled. “You are that third descendant Dustha.” He stated. “You are my son’s third generation granddaughter.”

Helen’s heart was now beating out of control and she staggered back slightly against the table. “That’s… that’s not possible.” She gasped. “Canth… that’s not possible.”
Wayonn moved closer and took her hands once more. “But it is possible… and it is the truth.” He stated confidently. “Canth’s mate, her name was Dalena, she was believed killed at the beginning of the Black Day. Killed in the bombardment of the capital on that first day. He could not find her body or the bodies of his children at their home and he searched for three days among the rubble. When the Coven began landing troops he had to stop searching for them or be killed himself. He felt he abandoned them and that is why he never took another mate the rest of his life. Dalena did perish on Lycavore as they were executing our people in the streets over the next week but she died saving their youngest children. A boy and girl. She gave them to a family she didn’t even know, that were making their way into the mountains. They were later picked up by High Coven patrols, but by then the executions had stopped and they were enslaved like the rest of our people.” Dutkne reached out and placed his hand on Wayonn’s shoulder.

“Grandfather you do not…”

“Yes I do!” Wayonn hissed softly. “Yes I do! I need to speak it! I have held it in for far too long Dutkne! And she needs to know! She needs to know where she comes from for it is a question she has asked all of her life!” He turned back to Helen who had a look of astonishment on her face. “Isn’t it Helen?”
“How… how do you know that?” Helen gasped.
“My granddaughter died in the first year.” Wayonn spoke. “Leftover affects of the poison missiles that the Coven used. My grandson lived on. He married while enslaved and had three children. The oldest was a boy. When the Coven burned the School of the Oracles and ordered all of them killed, that boy and his mate, who were both students at one of the Academies, they escaped into The Wilds. You are their only child.”
Helen shook her head. “That can’t be!” She said. “I… I spoke to Canth! I was the one who told him the Spartan people on Earth were…”


Wayonn nodded. “The perfect fit for our people.” He said. “Yes I know. It is one of the things I saw before Canth passed all he was to you during the Tuarvomir.” Wayonn smiled brightly at her expression when he said that and he nodded. “Yes… how many people know that Dustha? What are there… perhaps a hundred… perhaps a hundred that know it was Canth who conducted the Tuarvomir with you that day. How could I know that if what I am telling you is a lie? And tell me… who recognized it first?”


Helen’s dark eyes grew even wider. “Deia?” She gasped.


Wayonn nodded. “The sister of Queen Eliani. She recognized it for what it was for she had seen it before. My son thought his family dead Dustha… he had no reason to suspect that you were of his blood when you spoke with him. By that time he had committed himself to making sure those Oracles that had survived the Purge remained alive and in hiding, and planning the rebellion with Resumar.”



“How… how do you know all this?” Helen asked shaking her head.


“That is a question I would like an answer to as well.” Andro spoke moving further into the room while holding Lu'ria’s hand. “Union… Union history says that all records that were kept during that period of the rebellion were destroyed by the Coven when they assassinated my great grandfather.”


Wayonn nodded. “Lycavorian records were destroyed.” He said. “Not the records kept by the High Coven.”


“The Coven?” Helen gasped.


Wayonn nodded. “Yes. The Coven kept detailed files on anyone of importance within our society and of many events that took place. It is how I know of my grandchildren and your mother and father Dustha.”


“And how would you have obtained these records if you have never been to this quadrant of space before?” Andro asked.


Wayonn met his eyes. “I have never said I haven’t been here before. I said I haven’t been inside the Union. If I had entered Union space you would have detected me before the time was right Dustha.”


“My name is Helen!” She snapped pulling away from him now. “You expect me… us to believe you got these records by just walking up to some Coven officer and taking them?”


Wayonn shook his head. “I never said that either.” He stated. “I received them roughly thirty five hundred years ago. I received them from the descendant of the Lycavorian Fifth Ruling Bloodline.”

“That is a lie!” Helen snapped. “You…”


“No Feravomir.” Andro spoke stepping forward next to Dutkne and looking at her. “He… he speaks of Cirith. Her father Valin.”


“What?” Helen stammered.


Andro looked at Wayonn. “Don’t you?”


Wayonn smiled warmly. “Your insight is just as keen as your father’s my boy.” He said with a nod. “Yes… Valin is the one who gave me the records. I was able to track him down using the DNA sequences of the Five Bloodlines that we have in the Protectorate medical labs.” Wayonn looked back to Helen. “I can prove it to you Dus… Helen. Do you remember what I said to you after Sadi left that day in your garden? Do you remember my words to you?”

“How… how do you know that?” Helen stammered her eyes wide.

“It is beginning.” She said softly.


We knew this day would come eventually. The male voice spoke in reply inside her mind like the whispering of the winds through the pines. 

“Will it be enough Canth?” She asked softly.


Only time will tell Dustha. Only time will tell. The male voice filled her head as she looked up into the sky at the bright sunshine. It is a start however. Androcles is very much like his father and grandfather… but he is more like Resumar than either of them and that is our advantage. He has taken the best of all three and blended them into one person Dustha. We can not hope to stop what is coming… but it will be the defining moment for all of them. Androcles especially. We must trust in what you and his parents have taught him and all their children. What you continue to teach them. You have accomplished far more than even I could have dreamed in teaching both of them Dustha. Trust in that training and be there for them when they come to you for council. And they will come to you Dustha. 


“I thought we would have more time.” Helen said.

The first son’s existence has changed events. Canth spoke. We must adapt and respond or all will be lost.

“I hope you are right.” Helen said. “I hope you are right.”


Helen shook her head and looked at him as he projected the words from that conversation into her mind. Words that only she and he could have known. Her dark eyes blinked several times and became moist as the truth of what he was saying began to wash over her like the warm spray from a sun shower. Those eyes cut to Dutkne who stood there looking at her with a smile. Caia had tears rolling down her cheeks as she squeezed her brother’s arm. And then Wayonn stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into his powerful embrace.

Helen whimpered loudly as the vibrations of truth rumbled through her and one of those secrets that only her Bonded Sister knew came true. As her arms slowly wrapped around Wayonn’s waist and Dutkne and Caia stepped closer to press their bodies against them, Helen surrendered to the one feeling she had always lacked and never thought she would experience. The one sensation that had always escaped her.


The feeling of blood and family.

CURILA 6

The bed had not lasted long at all; especially not after Aricia joined them. By that time, Anja was beyond caring about anything. By the time Aricia had gotten her clothes off, Anja was impaled on Martin’s beautiful twelve inch cock and coming continuously. There was nothing she could do to stop it, not that she would have. Every single nerve in her body was screaming out in rapturous abandon, her pleasure receptors working in overload. Each glorious stroke of his dominating shaft and she clawed at his shoulders and back as a kaleidoscope of illuminating colors and agonizing pleasure seared her very being. It was so very passionate, so exquisitely breathtaking. His minty scent permeated her senses, filling every crevice of her mind, and even though she barely had the ability to draw a breath between her howls of delight nothing else mattered to her in the least. She wanted nothing more than to be wrapped around Martin’s large chiseled body for the rest of her life, yet even though she could not deny the supreme pleasure she was experiencing, Anja had control. She had not lost her cognitive reasoning, her mind was just as sharp as it was before, only now it was processing the pleasure every thrust of his cock made. It was registering every stroke of her skin by his fingers, every nibble of his dual wolf fangs, it was collecting all of this information and returning it to her brain and body as the most inconceivable vibrations of pleasure Anja ever believed could exist. When she felt the burning of Aricia’s lips upon the flesh of her neck, the press of her firm breasts against her back, Anja Leonidas howled long and loud.


It hadn’t ended there.


As she shuddered almost violently in an unearthly orgasm, while her mate filled her to overflowing with his essence and seed, the tremors didn’t die. They only grew stronger and when Martin kissed her as the last of his seed filled her womb, Anja shivered in explosive bliss as she was rocked by another orgasm even more powerful than the last few. Then the sweet lavender and coca scent of their beautiful raven haired mate caught their senses. As her sizzling azure eyes told them she was ready… the pleasure began anew. Within moments they had Aricia joining in their howls of enchantment as their lips and tongues explored every contour of her body, rediscovering familiar flesh as if it was the first time. They lavished the pink scars of her recent wounds with soft, butterfly kisses, Martin paying extra attention to them for he deemed them his fault. 

Anja didn’t know how long they had pleasured each other, as she had lost all track of time. All she knew now was that her deliciously sore petite figure was molded to Martin’s left side while Aricia’s svelte muscular form was molded to his right. The fingers of their hands danced lightly across his rippled abdomen, delighting them as they saw the clenching of his stomach muscles and the control over his body that they had. Anja knew she had not lasted as long as Aricia, but given the fact that he had not lowered his shields back into place and she still basked in the brilliance of his unshielded aura, Anja doubted he would ever use them again. It took her many minutes to focus and regain the clarity under the dominance of his aura, but Aricia had helped her without hesitation and soon they were both laying with their heads on his chest simply listening to him breath as the aftermath of their encounter strummed through them.


“Dysea and I…” Aricia whispered to her as she entwined her fingers with Anja’s. “We always hoped that one day you and For'mya would be able to feel what we feel when he takes us. It is divine isn’t it?”


Anja smiled brightly as she tightened their finger grip. “Divine doesn’t begin to cover it.” She said blissfully. “Will… will it be like that every time?” Anja asked wistfully.


Aricia nodded with a seductive grin. “Every time.” She answered softly.


Anja rolled her eyes and dropped her head to his chest, her Persian red haired wild and unkempt. “Carians… I will need to start working out again.” She said gleefully.


“You two can stop talking like I’m not here now.” Martin’s voice grumbled. “Given our current position that seems kind of ridiculous don’t you think?” Anja lifted her head and looked at his face just as she and Aricia brought their fists down on his granite like abdomen as hard as they could. “Owwww!” Martin barked at the sharp pain, sitting up quickly and holding his stomach while Aricia and Anja sat up as well heedless that they were both quite naked. “What the hell was that for?”


“For almost dying on us you nubous rock head rensibfla!” Anja barked right back. 


“I didn’t almost die!” Martin snapped.


“If Filrian and Yuriko hadn’t saved your tight ass, you would be!” Anja barked right back. “Were you crazy or something? You should have told us this is what you were planning!”


“I didn’t make the decision to do it until the last second!” Martin said pulling himself up off the floor, also heedless of the fact that he too was completely naked. “We had spoken of doing this before! All of us!”


Anja and Aricia moved closer together as they watched him. One set of azure blue eyes and one set or jade green eyes watched him get to his feet, both of them shuddering with renewed desire. No matter how many times either of them saw him naked, no matter how many times he made love to them with passion and love, gazing upon his chiseled body never ceased to make their own wolf blood churn in need. He was the largest man either of them had ever taken into their bodies, the largest man any of them had ever had in their lives, yet for all his size and stamina he was the most skilled and gentle lover they knew. He could turn all of them to putty just by having his huge tool buried inside them and flexing it while his hands explored their flesh and his lips dotted their skin with kisses and nibbles. Of course… neither Aricia or Anja had many experiences to compare to him. Aricia much less so than Anja for other than Martin, only that barbaric animal Joric had ever partaken of her womanly delights and that had been far from mutual, but neither of them would have it any other way. Of all Martin’s Queens, Bella was the most experienced in terms of partners she’d had, but even she couldn’t imagine herself with any other now. Between Dysea and For'mya, there had been only five men who had shared their beds in their combined lifetimes, three for Dysea and two for For'mya. None of them compared to Martin in the least.

“I didn’t have time to tell you before I did it!” He spoke forcefully. “The Kavalians were closing in around us! They would have overwhelmed our position before Fache got there! I had to do something!”


Anja became serious then and looked at his face. “Lover… do you know what you did to us?” She asked. “Do you have any idea how it affected us?” Martin turned and looked at her with his dark brown eyes, eyes that all of them could stare into for hours and never tire of what they saw, full of questions and concern for them. “Marty… it was like a piece of our souls were just ripped away in that instant. I… when... when you shut us out Martin, I felt it on Hadaria. I felt it like I had been right next to you and Aricia when it happen.” Anja said softly.


“I didn’t mean… I didn’t mean for it to happen as it did.” Martin said. “Once I got up to Yuriko’s ship I was going to touch all of you immediately. I wouldn’t do this and leave you not knowing… none of you! When I found… when I found I could not touch Melda Min and Kinsoaurgai I panicked. When I saw those two black… I thought I had lost them.”


Aricia held out her hand for him and he didn’t hesitate. He returned to the floor next to them and both Aricia and Anja pressed their bodies close to him as his arms went around their waists and held them in a near crushing grip.


“You concentrated so hard Beloved… you concentrated so hard that you cut yourself off from Anja, Bella and I.” Aricia said softly. “We couldn’t feel you… couldn’t sense you. It was like… it was like you were dead.” She pulled her head back and looked at him. “How… how did Andro know? Where… where did you learn to erect shields so powerful?”


Anja pulled her face back and looked at him as well now. “I’ve never felt… in all the years we have been together Lover, I’ve never felt shields like you had up.”


“It was… it was something Torma and I did several months ago.” Martin told them. “Sort of a preprogrammed message to Andro and Elynth. We had made them for all of our family and they would activate when we raised our new shields. I never… I never intended for any of this to happen. For some reason only the one to Andro and Elynth got out. I think maybe the one to Deia as well. I can’t remember now.” Martin looked at Anja. “How did you get here?”


Anja stroked his cheek lovingly. “Yuriko contacted me on the SPIRIT.” She said.


“Andro touched me in the hospital.” Aricia said. “He showed me what he knew and then he gave me medicine to fake my death as well.”


Martin looked at her wide eyed. “Why?”


“We are anomes Beloved.” Aricia told him reaching up to touch her cheek. “If you were truly… if you were truly gone… I would have followed within a short time. He knew you were alive and even though my mind thought otherwise, my body would have known you were still alive and it would have been very hard to explain why I was not reacting as history tells us anomes react to the death of their soulmate.”

“And the shields you erected?” Anja asked.

“Something we learned from Avi.” Martin told them.


“Avi?” Aricia gasped.


Martin nodded. “He was Sumar’s constant companion… aside from Wayonn that is. He stumbled across several programs in his central data core modules. Teaching programs. He brought them to me when he discovered them and between the three of us we determined they were core teaching elements of a system that Sumar had been designing to teach my grandfather when he got old enough. Apparently he never finished them, but there was enough for Torma and I to learn how to erect shields based on the electrical impulses of our brains. These skills are like a modulating frequency shift for Mindvoice.”


“Lover… is what… that wall… it was this Xaxon?” Anja asked softly.


Martin nodded. “The blackness… the emptiness. I don’t know why he released Melda Min, but For'mya is not dead. I would know if she was. We all would. He is… he is keeping her from me.”


“She was… she was with Deia at the Senate Building Martin.” Anja said as he looked at her evenly. “The Kavalians… the Kavalians brought the building down. Hundreds are dead. They are still trying to recover all of the…”


Martin shook his head. “She is not dead and neither is Deia.” He stated. “Deia is weak… very weak… but she is too strong to die like that.”


“Is Kinsoaurgai... is she injured perhaps Beloved?” Aricia asked. 


“I don’t know.” He answered in a whisper dropping his head to Anja’s shoulder.


Anja reached up to stroke his long black hair. “You need… you need rest Martin.” She said. “You need normal sleep and then food.”


Martin pulled both of them tighter. “Don’t… I don’t want you to leave.” He said softly.


“We have no intention of leaving Beloved.” Aricia whispered. “Not now…”


“Not ever…” Anja finished.

HARBINGER 


Andro stood by the large monitor on the wall watching on the screen as Wayonn, Caia and Helen walked along one of the interior landing bay decks of the HARBINGER. He could see Helen walking between them and they were all holding hands. The walkway was high up near the ceiling and circled the entire length of the landing bay below and many of the crew used it to run on or to simply come and chat when it was quiet. There were several sets of benches set up along the walkway for just this purpose.

“I’ve never seen him so animated.” Dutkne’s voice echoed softly next to him and Andro turned to look at him. “She is in no danger Androcles.”


“Her being in danger is something that never crossed my mind.” Andro spoke. He turned back to the monitor. “She has been like a grandmother to me… to all of my siblings for as long as we can remember. Yet in all that time… there was always a sadness within her that we could sense.” Andro smiled. “I don’t feel that from her anymore.”


“That’s good.” Dutkne said.


Andro turned fully and looked at him evenly. “Would you care to explain why I feel as if I already know you? Why I already trust you to the extent that I do?”


Dutkne rolled his eyes. “My grandfather would say it is all in the blood.” He said. “He was Sumar’s First Oracle and best friend. Canth was Resumar’s; my Aunt there was meant for your grandfather and instead became your father’s closest confidant in many ways. It has to do with our Pralor blood and our roles. It’s all been pre-determined according to Wayonn.”


“I don’t believe in pre-determination.” Andro said. “Nothing is ever set until it happens and becomes part of the past.”


Dutkne’s eyes grew a little wider and he smiled as he looked at Andro. “I’ve been trying to tell him that for years!” He stated. “Finally… someone who agrees with me. I don’t suppose my Aunt believes as you do?”


Andro couldn’t help but smile. “No.” He answered shaking his head.


Dutkne swore under his breath, but he was smiling as he did. “Well… we can work on her.” He said finally. 


Andro looked over Dutkne’s shoulder at where Devra and the others sat at the massive table looking at data pads or talking softly. [Who are these people you have brought with you?] He asked.


[The Vanari?] Dutkne answered. [They are an advanced race within our quadrant of space. As I said… we are neither allies nor enemies. We have agreed to mind our own business and they have as well. One of Devra’s daughters was taken by pirates and they tracked them here. We stumbled across them before making the last jump.]


[Pirates?] Andro asked.


Dutkne nodded. [They call themselves the Orionis Syndicate. A particularly nasty group of humanoid pirates and mercenaries. We have tangled with them in the past. That ceased when we eliminated one of their bases of operation. They have been around for millennia… and they have quite the history with the Vanari.]


[How so?] Andro asked as they both, turned almost reading each other’s thoughts and faced the table.


[Vanari females are highly prized as slaves.] Dutkne told him. [They are a very open race and much like us they do not shy from expressing their openness. Every Vanari, whether male or female, learn the arts from a very young age.]


Andro looked at him, his eyebrow going up. [Arts?]


Dutkne nodded. [Let’s just say… they have an oil they can secret through their pores. It is an extremely powerful oil, odorless unseen and it can make a person very open to suggestion if you get my meaning. This Orionis Syndicate learned very early on how to break Vanari females and turn them into willing slaves.]


[No one is a willing slave Dutkne.] Andro spoke.


Dutkne nodded. [The Vanari are. Their species began as a mono-gendered species. They could take whatever form they wanted given the situation. Through the centuries that changed as their numbers grew. They are a female dominated species. The ratio is like three to one. They are like this in order to continue to produce children. Apparently this Orionis group learned how to cause their bodies to alter their chemical makeup forcibly. They are very successful in doing this. It causes the female’s body to believe they are male and while their outward appearance is not altered, their internal composition is changed somehow at the genetic level. The Vanari government has some sort of ongoing agreement with this Syndicate. They will not attempt to wipe them out, if the Orionis Syndicate does not take more than a few dozen Vanari females as slaves per year.]


Andro looked at him horrified. [You are joking?]


Dutkne shook his head. [No. If this Orionis Group is interfered with in any way, they have said they will unleash a systematic attack on Vanari colonies and pour this chemical into the atmospheres of these colonies. It will essentially make all Vanari females sterile. If this were to happen…] 


[Their species would die out.] Andro said.

Dutkne nodded. [They are taught from a very young age to resist capture and slavery to a point… but then give in for the continued survival of their species.]


[Their government allows this?] Andro said.


Dutkne nodded. [Not willingly… at least not the younger members of their Ruling Body, the Board of Regents. Grandfather has spent more time with them than I have. They know he was a Pralor before he was a wolf, so they trust him more than the rest of us. Many of their older Regents believe we are nothing more than animals.]


[And that is why this one at the table… this Naesta. That is why she acts this way?] Andro asked.


[I had thought when she came onboard the TALON that she was beginning to see that what her father raised her to believe is not true. Apparently based on her actions that is not the case.] Dutkne replied.


[The male does not seem to harbor the same feelings.] Andro spoke.


[Nirilo has lived and worked among us for nearly a hundred years.] Dutkne explained with a smile. [He has a Lycavorian woman who worships him and who he adores in return. No… he does not harbor the same sentiments about our people. He knows they aren’t true for he has seen it himself.]


[The other two females?] Andro asked.


[Devra is their mother.] Dutkne said. [She is one of the more progressive Regents on the Board and her interaction with grandfather has given her some trust of us. Arduri… Arduri I don’t know. She is the middle daughter, again one of the more progressive generation, but from what Nirilo tells me she is going to be married soon to the son of one of the backwards Regents like her father.]


[An arranged marriage?] Andro asked in disgust.


[No… she accepted the proposal after the last Celebration of the Hundreds.] Dutkne said.


[Celebration of the Hundreds?] Andro asked.


Dutkne grinned. [A topic for another time perhaps.] He said. [As I was saying… they have apparently tracked an Orionis Syndicate ship into this Quadrant of space. Somewhere in what you call The Wilds. This ship had Devra’s oldest daughter on it. She was captured sometime last week from one of their colony worlds. We…]

“It is very rude to talk about others in the manner you are doing right now.” Arduri spoke from the table as she was looking at them.


Andro and Dutkne turned to look at her. Andro took in the petite figure with very large breasts that, incredibly, looked like they fit her body perfectly. Her silver/yellow hair fell far past her shoulders and her green eyes were bright and very intelligent. Her Brandeis blue skin was flawless in every way, her full lips a soft amethyst color. The uniform she wore conformed to her petite figure like a second skin and showed off all of her supple curves, of which there were many, to include an incredible ass that almost matched his KertaGai’s amazing backside. Andro looked at Dutkne who broke away to return to the table and he turned back to Arduri and bowed his head slightly. 


“You are right. Forgive me for being rude.” He stated as he came up to the table and settled into the chair facing the doors into the huge conference room and across from them. He reached out and poured himself a mug of his mother’s coffee from the urn and then sat back in the chair.

“What were you talking about?” Arduri asked with an even voice.


“Arduri?” Devra gasped.


“It is alright.” Andro spoke gently. “I have nothing to hide. If you must know, we were talking about why you are here.” He said. “I know now why Dutkne and Wayonn have come but considering the distrust Dutkne has told me that you have of my people, I find it odd that you would come to a new society of Lycavorians asking for help. A society of people that you neither trust or call friend. We may be separated by thousands of light years, and until this day we may have had no contact, but we are still the same species and I dare say we will have many of the same mannerisms and traditions.”


“I told you they wouldn’t help us mother!” Naesta popped. “We should have come on our own and found her!”


Devra glared at her daughter. “Naesta that is enough!” She spat. “We…”


“Over the last three long weeks I have seen my younger sister brutally raped by the High Coven as a means to obtain information she has within her head.” Andro spoke softly his azure eyes turning to look at Naesta. “I have seen the Kavalian Empire systematically try and butcher my entire family. They have tried to kill one of my wives and mates. They have come very close to killing my father and now he is in hiding because they think him dead. They have quite possibly succeeded in killing one of my mothers and my favorite Aunt and their agents have also captured and are holding another of my mothers. My brother and his mate and several friends and other family members are deep within Kavalian space on a very dangerous mission that could very well tip the balance of power within this quadrant. More of them are on their way to him even as we speak. With everything I have going on right now, do you believe for an instant that I give a nubous sibfla about how you view my people!” Andro finished his sentence with an angry growl. They watched him get to his feet slowly. “I agreed to listen to you because Dutkne and Wayonn asked me to. I do not have the patience or desire to listen to you berate me or my people when it is obvious that you don’t know shit about us!”

Andro stabbed a button on the console in front of him. “Captain Velnar?”


“Milord?” The response was immediate.


“Prep the MENKLA to return our Vanari guests to where the TALON has gone.” Andro spoke. “Inform Admiral O’Connor they are to be put on their ship and then escorted out of Union space. If they attempt to deviate from course while they are within Union space their ship is to be destroyed immediately.”


“Understood Milord.” Velnar answered immediately. “Captain Sa'sur contacted me as well sire. She and the SCIMITAR will be joining with us in three hours.” 

“Thank you Velnar. We will transfer to her when she arrives and then you can rejoin with Miranda’s command.” Andro said.

“As you order Milord.” Velnar answered.

Andro looked at Devra then. “The Durcunusaan outside the door will escort you back to the landing bay and you can depart and make your own way since it appears that is what you want.” Andro turned from the table. “I wish you all the best.”


“Androcles you…” Dutkne began to speak.

“Wait!” Devra shouted as she came to her feet interrupting Dutkne. “This… this is my daughter we are talking about!”

Andro looked at her. “And this matters to me why?” Andro asked her. “The Lycavorian Union is on the cusp of a war that I will have to start because of what the Kavalians have done. I have neither the time nor the desire to stand here and listen to you or your daughters speak about my people as if we are somehow inferior to you. I do not care where you have come from or what you want. I will have Captain Velnar give you copies of the star charts for this quadrant of space and you can make your own way. Given your attitudes… I estimate you will last about two days in The Wilds. The Durcunusaan will be along shortly. Good luck in your endeavors.”

Devra was speechless as Andro turned and without further pause walked out of the conference room. She turned quickly and looked at Dutkne. “Dutkne… can you do nothing?”

“My grandfather and I warned you Regent Re Mydala.” Dutkne said gently. “We told you the men and women of the Lycavorian Union were not like us. We have lived with your distrust and your feelings of superiority over us for millennia. We have learned how to accept it for what it is. The Lycavorians here now… as Androcles has just expressed to you… they are not like us and they have no desire to tolerate or help a species that looks down upon them with one hand while asking for their help with the other.” Dutkne shook his head slowly. “No, there is nothing I can do. You can thank Naesta for pissing off the one man in this quadrant of space who would have helped you and asked for nothing in return. The Lycavorians here… they were slaves once. They were slaves to the High Coven for over ten thousand years. They despise any kind of slavery. They would have helped you based on that fact alone. No… even if I could do anything I would not. To be honest… I have been tired of your people’s attitude towards mine for some time. I have just not voiced that displeasure because of my grandfather and how he feels about you. If you will excuse me…”

Even a stunned Nirilo could do nothing but stand there in shock and watch Dutkne follow Andro out the same door. 

You are sending them away without helping them Andro? Elynth asked as she watched the Durcunusaan troops leading the Vanari delegation into the landing bay towards where the MENKLA transport was being readied.


Andro turned from where he was inspecting Majeir’s flank and how she was adjusting to wearing one of the Mark Eleven saddles. He followed her gaze and then faced her. “Yes.” He answered finally.


Because they have this complex with the Lycavorian people? Elynth said.


“That’s not the only reason sister… you know that.” Andro answered. “So much… so much is happening right now. We do not have the resources to help them.”

We do not have the resources… or they angered you enough with their fool attitude that you will not give them the resources? Elynth asked.


“Both.” Andro said.


So you will send them into The Wilds knowing full well they will more than likely be dead or enslaved themselves within a week. Elynth blinked her golden eyes. That is not my Bonded Brother speaking.


“Elynth we…” Andro began.


Who was the first to visit the Evolli homeworld after the end of the war? Elynth asked. Who was at the forefront of giving them the means to rebuild what war took from them. Who remained on their homeworld for three months even though we both find them distasteful and hold a great dislike for them in our hearts for what they perpetrated?

Andro looked at her. “We did.”


Do you know why men and women follow you my Bonded Brother? Why they follow you and your father without so much as a second’s pause? Elynth asked him. They follow you because they believe in you. Your father and you, above all your father’s children, adhere to the saying of your grandfather.


“Fight with your head. Lead with your heart.” Andro said softly.


Whatever may have happened between them and Dutkne’s Protectorate did not happen between us. Majeir spoke now. And given their attitude towards your people, it does not seem like it would take much to make them such. Especially if what Dutkne has told you is true.


The Lycavorians. My kind. Elynth spoke. We have tossed aside the bonds of slavery and oppression and crushed them under our talons and claws. Perhaps what is needed for these Vanari… perhaps what is needed is for someone to show them that it is not something they must live with.


“And if we help them and it changes nothing?” Andro asked. “If we help them and it costs us blood and sweat and tears? Resources that could be used against the Kavalians!”


Then we will be the better for it. Elynth said. For we will have acted in the superior manner… and they can wallow in self pity and wail over the opportunity they let pass them by. And you have said yourself… the Kavalians are up to far more than we know right now. And think of the allies we could gain.

Andro shook his head after a long moment. “I hate it when you are right.” He said.

Elynth laughed softly within Mindvoice. That means you hate it when you are right. She said with some humor, reaching out with her head and butting him in the chest with her snout. For you and I speak with one voice and one heart.


Androcles? Majeir said.

Andro turned to look at her and she motioned with her large head. Andro followed her gaze and saw Devra striding purposefully towards him, the Durcunusaan officer trying to catch up and stop her. She stopped in front of Andro, her green eyes passionate and clear. She held out the data pad in her hand to him. “Look at it!” She snapped.


The Durcunusaan officer finally reached them. “Milord… I apologize! The Regent caught me when I wasn't looking. I…”


Andro held up his hand as he took the pad from Devra. “Stand down Lieutenant.” He said. Andro held up the pad. “What is this?”


“The technical details on refining your Hyper Matter Fusion engines.” She snapped. “I will… I will give you anything you want. I will beg if that is what you require of me. I only ask that you help me find my daughter. She is… she has been through enough in her life because she is different and I will not allow her to believe we have just dismissed her.”


Andro met her eyes and his head tilted slightly. “Different?” He asked. “Different how?”


“My people… the Vanari… the majority of our females are born with the features you see in me. Green or blue eyes; silver/white or blond hair.” Devra told him. “There is a much smaller percentage that are born with black hair. These females are most often looked down upon and considered genetically defective in some ridiculous manner because of this gene they are born with. Caliria… my daughter has this gene. Her hair is as black as night and she has ice blue eyes. She is beautiful… but because she has black hair, her father and many others do not treat her the same way.”

“I take it you do not conform to this way of thinking.” Andro said.


“She is my daughter. The oldest of my daughters. I have loved her no less because she is different.” Devra stated. “Nor do Nirilo, or Arduri or Naesta. She is their sister, and the way they have treated her has given their father fits for years. Coren… Coren is not a bad man… he is just too entrenched in the past.”


“This Coren is your husband?” Andro asked.


Devra shook her head quickly. “We haven’t been married in almost thirty years. Nirilo is our oldest child at almost five hundred years old. Caliria is the next oldest at just over three hundred. Arduri and Naesta are still considered extremely young, for they are less than a hundred years old. Like your people we are a long lived species. Caliria is part of the Vanari defense Cadre and a strong advocate for those females with dark hair who aspire to other duties within our society that right now they are not granted.”


“Why did you come here Regent Re Mydala?” Andro asked.


“Wayonn… he told me you would help us to find her.” Devra replied. “He told me that if she was within this place you call The Wilds, your people could find her. I love my daughter Androcles Leonidas. I love my daughter and I will not abandon her to this fate. I will give you anything you require. Anything.” Devra stepped closer to him. “Just please help me find my daughter.”


Andro held out the data pad to her without even looking at it. “Take this.” He said. 


“Please… I’ll give you anything!” Devra almost shouted. “Name your price.” 


Andro took her hand and placed the data pad back in it. “My price?”


“We have… we have technology you could use… we have…” Devra began.


Andro stepped closer to her, his azure eyes bright and glittering. “I have eight sisters Devra Re Mydala, eight sisters and five brothers with another brother who will join us in a few months. There is no price in this universe that is worth any one of them. How do you put a price on blood?”

Devra blinked several times at his words and the closeness of him. “You can not.” She stammered. “That is why I will give you anything you ask for.”


Andro smiled warmly and squeezed her hands within his. “My price? My price is an open mind.” He stated. “An open mind Regent Re Mydala. An open mind and we will find your daughter. That is my price.” Andro released her hands and looked at the Lieutenant. “Tell the Commander the trip is no longer necessary Lieutenant. The Vanari will be accompanying us to the SCIMITAR when she arrives.”


The Durcunusaan officer nodded. “As you order Milord.”


Andro looked at Devra once more. “An open mind.” He said softly. “And an opportunity to show you that my people are not what the Vanari think we are. Something I believe Dutkne and Wayonn have been trying to show you for centuries.”


“That… that’s it?” Devra asked stunned.


“You have nothing that I want Lady Devra.” Andro said with a smile. “I invite you to sit with us for dinner when we transfer to the SCIMITAR. Aside from that… we’ll begin to figure things out when we return to Earth. The Wilds is a very large area and we will need all the information you have on this Orionis Syndicate.”

“I… we have several pads of information.” Devra spoke slowly.


Andro nodded. “Good. If you will excuse me… I need to find my new mates and nuzzle their elven ears for a time.” Andro bowed his head to her and then turned and began walking away leaving Devra standing there completely astonished.


This was not what she had expected. Not in the least.

