CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX
RITAAH


“He… he has entered Union space.” Shiria said softly.

They were all gathered in the control room of VORTEX Cruiser 341, Avi and 341 just off to the side while the others sat on the make shift chairs and crates or within the actual chairs of the bridge stations themselves. Resumar looked up from where he was sitting next to Athani, who clung tightly to Nikkei’s hand in her lap. The last few hours had gone by quickly, everyone ending up here in the control room. Dario and Channa stood slightly behind Resumar, Channa leaning casually against the front of Dario’s body, her tail curled several times around his left leg the tip twitching absently against his knee. Vonis stood next to Mican and Na'lia, Ckaoa standing just behind where Shiria sat. It had been awkward at first, no one really knowing what to say as they took stock of the aftereffects of the Coven assault. Shiria had remained out of the way for the most part, talking with Ckaoa, Athani and Nikkei as they listened to Athani relay to them all that had happened to her in the last months. Athani had been stunned to hear that Jalersi had finally had her eyes opened to the truth, and even more stunned at who exactly had shown this to her. A man Athani had suspected for some time who held more than just a passing fancy in her sister. Nikkei was the confused one, Pian’s mother and Shiria beginning to make her see how things truly were, but it wasn't until she was beside Athani that she saw that all they were telling her was true. Nikkei saw how Resumar treated her Aunt Athani, as if she was some precious jewel, and she saw how her Aunt looked at this Lycavorian Prince. She had been far too shocked that Athani was now a Princess of the Union for it to set in right away, but as she saw others take directions from Athani and not question her orders or status, it had begun to sink in quickly.


Resumar’s Hyperetes and his two Durcunusaan troops had tracked the remaining two High Coven troops through the dense timber. They managed to bring one of them down before they reached the clearing where the Coven G9 LRR was waiting. They could do nothing as the G9 lifted off and engaged its Shroud before it was even five thousand meters into the sky. As quickly as everything was happening there was no way to inform the PILLAR’S captain in time for him to act. Doing so would expose his position and Antell would not do that. He and Maros had split their ships to cover as much of the area around Ritaah as they could. With the Coven ships on the other side of the planet, the G9 was able to slip right between the two groups of ships without ever being detected. The Hyperetes stripped the body of the High Coven troop, an officer, and they left his carcass for the beasts of Ritaah as they headed back to the cruiser. He had carried several data pads, which they gave to Avi and 341 when they returned.

Resumar looked at her as she spoke. “Who has entered Union space?” He asked.


Shiria met his eyes evenly. “Wayonn.” She replied. “Sumar’s Oracle. He has entered Union space.”


“How do you know?” Athani asked.


“I can feel him.” Shiria answered. “I can feel his happiness within Mindvoice. He is not shielding very well.” She said with a knowing smile. “I will have to scold him about this when I see him again.” She met Resumar's eyes. “He has met with your brother and they are returning to Earth.”

“How do you know that?” Resumar asked.


Shiria smiled. “It is a skill that takes time to develop, but you have it. Just as your father and your brother have it, truly your entire family. Anyone with the blood of Sumar or Wayonn in their veins. Any Pralor who had obtained the rank of Elder. It is a unique skill that only the most powerful Pralors, our Elders, had. Just as you are able to sense your family even over great distances, though you may not be able to communicate with them directly within Mindvoice. It is similar to this, but much more focused. If the target individual’s shields are low enough or they allow you, you can sense emotions and in some cases, you can even see with their eyes. It is how I knew you were here. That and the fact that I lost contact with Avatar 341. No one in your family is very adept at fully shielding themselves, especially from someone like me or Wayonn.”


“So you felt us?” Athani asked still trying to comprehend that this woman was the Scribe Mother. Demahra had looked so much older when Athani knew her.

Shiria nodded. “Yes. And you are now wondering how I could be the same person that you knew as Demahra aren’t you Athani.” She said with a smile.


“The thought had crossed my mind.” Athani said.


“She altered her appearance.” Resumar spoke looking at his striking Kavalian wife. “She altered her appearance just enough not to reveal her true nature.”


“Why?” Athani asked.


“Senior Polemarch Dymas did the same thing.” Dario spoke. “It was a way to hide his true age from those elves he associated with most on Earth. Before my Uncle Martin returned. The Feravomir did so as well, though not on as large a scale.”


“And again I ask why?” Athani asked.


“Athani my child… if your father knew what I was from the outset, do you believe for an instant that I would be sitting here now with you?” Shiria asked with a soothing smile. “If I was not in one of his wretched labs somewhere while his unskilled scientists dissected me I would be dead. He would not seek to learn what I know… he would seek only to discover how I can do what I can do so that he could have it as a weapon. It is his largest fault, yet his greatest asset and it makes him somewhat predictable.”

“But you… you have hid yourself out in the open all of these years. He even consulted you on several occasions.” Athani said. “Many of our people look to you as a… as…”


“A symbol of what could be?” Shiria asked. “Yes I know. It may have appeared that way to you, but in fact your father severely limited what I could do and where I could go. Well… he tried to anyway. He was attempting to put on a good front for you and your sister and others so that he could use you how he saw fit to advance his plans. He knew how you both felt and if he played to your weaknesses he could control you. It suited my overall plans regardless. While he may have thought he was keeping me in check as some sort of spiritual advisor, he never took my advice by the way, while he thought this I was setting up my own underground so to speak.”


“Underground?” Mican asked now.


Shiria nodded. “Ckaoa and her sister Poysha are only the tip of the mountain. Many of the border Prides help me and they adhere to new ideals and values that your father would find most traitorous. Ideals and values that I showed them, and they have advanced through the generations. The Nruarani Pride is only the largest and most powerful Pride that has sided with me. Pian’s love for your sister drove him Athani and in order for him to win your sister’s heart he knew he had to change. He embraced it willingly and in the process he brought his entire Pride along with him and they embraced it. When he realized the knowledge and freedom what I taught brought them, Pian saw the future not as something to fear… but something to hold on to tightly.”


“How many?” Mican asked.


Shiria looked at him. “Far more than even Keleru suspects or would believe. Many of those like you secretly follow us Mican. You are an inspiration to them you know. Your actions through the years.”

“Me?” Mican gasped in disbelief.


Shiria nodded. “Your refusal to give up. Fighting and saving biogenic clones that your father and Pusintin dismissed and simply threw away when they had outlived their cycles.” Her eyes cut to Na'lia. “And you Na'lia of the elves.”


Na'lia pressed closer to Mican. “Me?”


Shiria nodded her head with that ever present smile. “There have been rumors for months that a way to keep the clones alive after their cycle is over exists and that you and those elves with you here are the ones who developed it. A superior effort and even larger breakthrough and I commend you. I too am a scientist of sorts… not within the genetic field… but I know good work when I see it and from what I have seen… you do excellent work.”


Na'lia couldn’t help but blush slightly and smile. “Thank you.” She said.


“How did you get here?” Resumar asked causing Shiria to turn back to him. “Within Kavalian space I mean?”


“I came with VORTEX Cruiser 341.” Shiria answered without pause. “I was one of the last Acolytes of the Elder Pralor Scientific Council. A junior scientist working on the Pralor homeworld. When it was determined that our species would not be able to win the war we were embroiled in, the decision was made to put me on the cruiser and send me away with all of the knowledge of the Pralors stored on this ship. Our entire history. All of our main library archives and data cores. It was… it was meant only as a safeguard for we did not think our end would come.” Shiria paused and Ckaoa took her hand in hers and squeezed.

“Shiria you don’t…” She began to say.


Shiria nodded. “Yes I do Ckaoa.” She stated with a smile as she looked at her. “All we have done… you, me, your sister… it was all meant to bring us to this point. The End of the Beginning. From here… from here, now that we are finally beginning to come together… now anything is possible.” She turned back to Resumar. “The Chief Elder Pralor, the senior Pralor, our President is a term you could use. He was elected after Sumar was lost on CS41. He made the decision to send VORTEX Cruiser 341 into this quadrant of space for two reasons. This is where he knew Sumar’s ship had crashed and he hoped perhaps I could find them, and he knew our enemy would never think to travel this far to look for us. The second was that we have had a presence in this quadrant of space for many thousands of years. VORTEX Cruiser 341 was the first in a class of ships that ultimately were never built. Our most advanced warship and he did not want it falling into the hands of our enemy. I was chosen in a lottery to travel with this ship and attempt to maintain a link with the homeworld. Fully five years into our voyage the homeworld stopped responding and all we received after that was the same repeating message that said all was lost and… and to pray for redemption.”


“Wait a moment!” Resumar spoke getting to his feet quickly. “You said you’ve had a presence in this quadrant for thousands of years. A Pralor presence?”


Shiria nodded her head looking at him. “Yes. You caught that didn’t you?”


“Who?” Resumar asked. “Someone on Earth? Apo Prime?”


Shiria smiled and shook her head. “I’m sorry but I will not reveal their identity to you Resumar Leonidas. I cannot. It is something only I know and my duty would be to deliver this information to the most senior descendant of Sumar. I’m sorry but it is something I can only tell to your father. Wayonn knows of them, but I would not tell him who this individual was either. They were embroiled in troubles of their own at the time and they did not need any additional, perhaps harmful distractions. I will happily tell your father however… though considering the abilities your father has and continues to show, I would not be surprised if he has not already figured it out. From what I have been able to witness and read about your father since his return, he is perhaps the most intelligent and cunning individual I have ever known.”


Resumar drew silent and stared at her for a long moment. Athani saw the look on her husband’s face and she got to her feet and moved to him, pressing close to him and using the small female aura that she possessed to wash over him. She turned to Shiria after a moment. “You do not know?” She asked softly.


Shiria looked at her. “Know what?”


“My… my father is dead.” Resumar spoke the words with a pained expression on his face. “He was… he was killed several days ago by Kavalian assassins sent by Keleru and my uncle.”


Whatever anyone expected from her they did not foresee Shiria breaking out in genuine and hearty laughter. There were gasps from everyone present and eyes flew open in stunned shocked. Athani’s expression of disbelief rapidly turned to one of intense anger and she stepped closer to Shiria.


“How dare you!” She snarled angrily. “How… dare you laugh at this knowledge? How could you?”

Shiria glanced around the room and could see that perhaps they did not understand why she was laughing. She got to her feet quickly and faced Resumar her face becoming serious. “You misunderstand my actions Resumar Leonidas... Athani. I…”


Vonis was the one to step away from the wall. “Then perhaps you’d better explain them!” He growled viciously. 


Shiria looked at Vonis and her dark eyes narrowed. “Do not bark at me young man!” She snapped. “You do not frighten me Vonis, descendant of Xaxon! Though you may not have been touched by that fool as your mother and sister were, you are still descended from his foul line! I have seen more in ten millennia than you could possibly imagine and your tone of voice to me is disrespectful!”


“Disrespectful?” Vonis snapped. “You insult…”


Shiria waved her hand almost casually and Vonis went sailing back across the bridge by some unseen force to impact the control console that Avi was working next to. As he grunted in pain and slumped to the deck Avi’s head turned to look at him.


-Colonel Vonis may I suggest you do not anger the Elder Pralor in the future. She is a Category nineteen Elder Pralor and there are only ten others in the known universe that would have the ability to defeat her if a conflict ensued. You are not among those ten I’m afraid Colonel-


Vonis looked at Avi sternly as he pulled himself to his feet. “Thanks you for the vote of confidence Avi!” He barked.


-Always Colonel-


Shiria turned back to Athani and Resumar, her face back to normal as if nothing had just happened and she hadn’t tossed Vonis across the bridge. “As I said… you misunderstand the source of my laughter and the reasons behind it.”


“You laugh at the news that Resumar’s father has been killed Scribe Mother?” Athani gasped. “How… how could you?”

Shiria shook her head and looked at her. “Martin Leonidas is no more dead than you or I.” She spat vehemently. “It will take far better men than your father and Pusintin, that fool lap dog of his, to kill your father Resumar.”


Resumar looked at her with wide eyes. “I felt… I felt it.” He gasped softly. “My brother Andro, he…”


“When was the last time you spoke to your brother?” Shiria asked quickly.

Resumar looked at her. “We are not… we are not due to communicate for another eight hours.” He replied.


Shiria nodded. “He is dealing with much right now Resumar, more than he should have to shoulder for one so young, but he is holding up far better than I had thought possible. He is aware you do not know and he will not violate the safety of you or your mission here to inform you of this. You know as well as I every communication has the chance of being detected, no matter how good the equipment you use. Your father is not dead Resumar Leonidas. He still burns very brightly within Mindvoice, just as he always has, though lately he has shown the ability to understand and utilize the many tremors and threads of Mindvoice with consummate skill. No doubt in part because of his relationship with Avi. Something that Wayonn and your Feravomir will no doubt change when they join with him, if only to keep him safe. Lower your shields and let me guide you.”


“How do you know this?” Athani demanded.


Shiria turned once more. “When you get to be my age, you do learn how to do things that others cannot. Avatar 341?” She barked.


-Elder Pralor Shiria- 341 turned from the station he was standing at.

“341… activate a holochart display and overlap your most recent quadrant wide Etheric Scan.” Shiria ordered. “Give me the details. Category sixteen and above only 341. And do not include any Cretvore Draconius or other species in your calculations since any of them that are bonded with a rider will be Category sixteen or higher to begin with and other species will only alter the conclusions I am trying to reach.”


Avatar 341 looked at Resumar. –Resumar Leonidas?-

Shiria smiled and turned to Resumar. “I had forgotten that he is now programmed to respond only to a descendant of Sumar since you have activated this ship. Please Resumar… allow me to prove to you that what I say is true.”


“How?” Resumar asked the hope in his voice very genuine.


“Every Pralor ship to leave our homeworld in the last fifteen thousand years leading up to our end was equipped with a separate Etheric Sensor Array.” Shiria told him. “It runs the entire length of the ship and because it does not work on the consumption of power as we know it, it runs continuously even though the ship may be powered down. It is basically the same principle as when Channa first entered this ship. Her level of Etheric skill, though she did not know of it at the time, it allowed 341 to activate many of the ship’s other systems until you and the others arrived and your Etheric abilities were sensed by the internal ship sensors and full power could be obtained.”


“Do it 341.” Resumar snapped without question.


“Won’t this scan be detected by the Kavalians?” Dario asked moving closer.


Shiria shook her head. “Not unless they have discovered a way to scan for those who can Mindvoice. The Kavalians do not have this ability naturally; only through certain circumstances can it be obtained.”

“Like me being Resumar’s wife?” Athani asked.

Shiria nodded. “That and the fact that his dragon touched you. Cretvore Draconius seem to have the ability to stimulate the certain synaptic tendrils in an individual’s mind that allows them to Mindvoice. And your continued physical relationship with Resumar has triggered the L-stereoisomer cells in your body to the point that any changes are now permanent.”

Athani nodded. “Resumar’s mother Anja explained it to me when they discovered we had married. She said the same thing.”

Shiria nodded. “Anja Leonidas is the foremost medical mind in the universe. I dare say she could hold her own even against some of our senior physicians were there any left. She is utterly brilliant.”

“Tell me about this sensor array.” Resumar spoke. 

 “Only Pralor ships had this sensor ability. It is a low power automated sensor sweep that takes place every twenty-four hours. It is also probably one of the ways 341 discovered you were coming here.” Shiria explained. “And it will also pinpoint the majority of Mindvoice users in this quadrant when keyed to a certain level.”
“The majority?” Channa asked.

Shiria nodded. “It will not pick up those like Wayonn and myself when we are shielding our minds with our complete focus.”

-Overlapping most recent Etheric Scan. Five point three hours ago- 341 announced quickly. –Scans indicate eighteen contacts at Category Sixteen or higher. Adjusting scan for Etheric variance by point two. One Category Twenty-one… one Category Twenty… nine category nineteen… five category eighteen… and two category seventeen contacts have been found-

“Locations?” Shiria asked.


-One category twenty, two category nineteen and one category eighteen currently in transit within Lycavorian Union space. Supposition. Based on Etheric resonance levels, probability that this is Androcles Leonidas, Elder Pralor Vizier Wayonn and Lycavorian First Oracle known as Helen is 98.3%. Fourth contact is unknown at this time however the scans of Etheric resonance variables indicate that the Lycavorian First Oracle and unknown contact are related to Elder Pralor Vizier Wayonn-

“Related?” Shiria asked surprised. “Are you certain 341?”

-My calculations are accurate Elder Pralor Shiria. Resonance variables indicate that the First Oracle is a third generation descendant of Vizier Wayonn. The unknown contact is fourth generation descendant-


“His grandchildren.” Shiria said softly. “No wonder he has spent so much time using the Mark II Boosters since your father returned. And he is not focused on his shielding which is very unusual.”

“Who is this Wayonn?” Resumar asked. 


Shiria looked at him. “He is a Pralor. Or he was. He still is. It is very confusing when one tries to think about it. He was Sumar’s Oracle… like Helen is to your father. He is one of the original members of City Ship 41. A pureblood Pralor. I discovered him… or he discovered me actually… roughly fourteen thousand years ago give or take a century. He saved my life to be honest.”


“And this Wayonn is with my brother now?” Resumar asked.


Shiria nodded. “Yes… it would appear so. Continue 341.”


-One category twenty-one and two category nineteen Etheric contacts currently located on the Lycavorian Union world known as Curila 6. Most likely hypothesis… based on current resonance levels; this is King Martin Leonidas, Queen Aricia Leonidas and the Hadarian Queen Anja Leonidas-

Shiria looked at Resumar and saw the stunned expression on his face. The stunned but joyous expression. “You see Resumar. Your father lives. I did not lie to you.”


-One category nineteen currently located in The Wilds on the planet known as Belid with two category eighteens in transit and approaching the same location. Based again on resonance levels this appears to be King Leonidas’s Elven Queen Dysea Leonidas and his children known as Denali and Lisisa Leonidas. Another category nineteen is also located on Belid. Identification unknown at this time- 341 continued.

-One Category eighteen contact currently in transit within Union space. Closing on the position of Androcles Leonidas. Contact is unknown-
“Interesting.” Shiria said softly. “Two unknown contacts that I had no knowledge of. Discovering who they are will be most fascinating.”

-One category nineteen currently located on the Union world of Earth. Most likely analysis of resonance levels indicates that this is Androcles Leonidas’s Lycavorian Anome Sadi Leonidas-


-One category nineteen and one category eighteen currently located on Kavalian Federation world of Ritaah-

Shiria looked at Resumar. “That would be us. I am purposely not shielding so that you can see I am telling you the truth.”


-One category nineteen and one category seventeen currently in transit in High Coven space. Based on previous scans this indicates the vampire female Yuri and one of her offspring-

Resumar stepped forward quickly, moving right up next to Shiria while holding Athani’s hand tightly. “That bitch Yuri!” He snarled.


Shiria looked at him. “More than likely yes. They escaped Earth after their attack on your sister did they not?”


Resumar nodded. “That is what Andro told me.”


-Remaining category seventeen currently located in The Wilds on the planet known as Kranek. Based on current data, analysis would indicate that this is the vampire Queen Isabella Leonidas-



-Error-

-Current scan is not accurate with previous versions-


Shiria moved closer to him. “Explain.” She ordered.


-Previous Etheric Scans indicated nineteen total contacts. There is a Category Nineteen not listed in the current scan or the two previous sweeps. Odd. The category nineteen Etheric resonance of Dysea Leonidas did not register on the previous scan as well-


“But she is a positive contact now?” Shiria asked confused.

-Affirmative-

“Last location of the lost contact?” Shiria asked.


-According to previous scans… plotted location was Sparta on Earth. Mostly likely deduction is that this is the Elven Queen For'mya Leonidas-


“Why are you not picking her up?” Shiria asked as both she and Resumar moved closer to 341. 


-Unknown at this time. Running a systems diagnostic. I will need four minutes and thirty-three seconds to complete the diagnostic-

Shiria turned to Resumar and saw his still wide eyes. “Your father is alive Resumar Leonidas. Something that your brother Androcles more than likely would have told you when he contacted you next.”


“Why not right away?” Resumar asked gently, not directing the question at Shiria.


“I don’t know but as I told you before, there is much going on back on Earth and he is having to deal with it alone.” She said swiftly. “We know that Keleru and Pusintin have begun moving against you and your family. I warned Wayonn that this might take place and he would have passed this information on to your father.”


“Wait! You knew?” Athani gasped.


Shiria shook her head. “I knew of something thanks to Ckaoa’s sister Poysha. Her current position allows her to gather much needed pieces of intelligence for me, but not all of the pieces unfortunately. She warned me that there was talk and rumors of an direct attack against the Union and its Royal family several months ago. I did not have the opportunity to pass this on to Wayonn until only a few weeks ago.”

“Why not contact my father directly?” Resumar asked.


Shiria shook her head. “And risk your father starting a war to come and retrieve me from Kavalian space and destroy this ship? No. And you know as well as I that is exactly what he would have done. Ckaoa and I had this very conversation before we left Rizon Four. As the direct descendant of Sumar, his combined Lycavorian and Pralor blood would have drove him to come into Kavalian space at any cost. To retrieve me. To the best of my knowledge I am the only remaining pureblooded Pralor. Wayonn and I agreed many years ago once your father returned to us that we needed to keep my existence secret from him for fear of what he might do as he discovered knowledge of the past from Avatar 41.”

“Avi?” Resumar asked.


Shiria smiled at him. “Do you think your father would dismiss the knowledge that Avatar 41 holds within his memory cores.”


“Avi.” Athani said. “His name is Avi. He is not just a machine.”


Shiria looked at her and smiled. “Forgive me… Avi then. I should have known he would have developed his own behavioral parameters once he was reactivated, especially being around your father. It is what the avatars were supposed to do.” Shiria turned back to look at Avi and 341. “No doubt he has passed this independent behavior to 341 by now since they have been connected within the systems of this ship for the last few days.”

“If this Wayonn was on Lycavore… how did he not fall during the Black Day? Or get captured by the Coven?” Resumar asked.

“Wayonn and approximately twenty thousand of your people, many of them now with Pralor blood in their veins, attempted to return to Pralor space millennia ago.” Shiria explained. “This is how he explained it to me when we first discovered each other. They succeeded, but they arrived in the middle of the beginning of the war that eventually led to the death of our species. They escaped but did not make it back to Lycavore. They settled on a world in the Beta Quadrant of space and…”


“The Beta Quadrant?” Dario exclaimed. “That is… that is like a hundred thousand light years from here! It would take us decades to get there!”


Shiria nodded. “Not anymore.” She looked at Resumar. “Why do you think your father made it a priority to take from City Ship 41 the intricacies of Quantum Fusion Drives Resumar? And our Multiphasic shields. Why not try to develop weapons to protect the Union? Avatar… Avi would have done whatever your father asked of him.”


-King Leonidas was very specific in his requests of knowledge and how it was to be applied Elder Pralor Shiria- Avi broke in from his spot. –Conquest of others is not in his nature and it did not interest him in the least-


Shiria nodded. “Your father could feel it then Resumar. He could feel the call of his pure Pralor blood and he used the advances from CS41 to further the gains you had already made in engine technology. What did Martin Leonidas tell you the goal was Avi?”


-He never specifically stated a goal Elder Pralor Shiria. Only that he wanted to go very far and see new places, and he wanted the ability to get back- Avi answered.


“Your supposition?” Shiria asked him.

Avi paused for a long moment and Resumar turned to him. “You can answer her question Avi. Now is not the time to keep my father’s secrets.”


-I will not violate operational plans or concepts that King Leonidas was working on without his order. However… analysis would support that your father’s goal was to one day return to Pralor space- Avi answered honestly. –The development of the HMFC Drives of the LEONIDAS IIA Strike Cruisers further support this. In their current configuration designed by Zaala Randall, and with the new Quantum Resonance Field Reactors of the new ARIZONA Class, with proper coordination and accurate star charts, this task could be accomplished in only two years-


“Two years!” Resumar gasped.


“Exactly how far away is Pralor space?” Mican asked.


-The far fringe of Pralor space is not marked in any way- Avi stated. -341 would have more accurate data-


“341?” Resumar asked.


-The nearest border of Pralor space at the time VORTEX Cruiser 341 departed was exactly five hundred thousand, six hundred and fourteen point three light years from our current location-


“Nubou lae!” Dario spat.


Channa turned and slapped him hard in his chest. “Your language Dario my mate!”


Dario looked sheepish and smiled. “Sorry.”

-Travel to the Beta Quadrant would require accurate calculations and current star charts, but with the existing drive configuration as given to me by Avatar 41, such a trip would only require three, possibly four targeted jumps- 341 continued. –Factoring in Jump Drive recharging rates… and Light Speed Drive Coils… time to complete this transition would be two days at most-


“The Lost Ones!” Resumar gasped causing everyone to look at him.

Athani looked at his face as he stepped away from her deep in thought. “Resumar? What do you mean?”


Resumar turned back to look at her. “It is something… when my father destroyed Ukwav, when he released the Mindvoice essence of Canth, my grandfather’s Oracle… Canth told him he would have to discover the Lost Ones.” Resumar looked at Shiria. “That’s who these people are! The ones that remained on Lycavore! These ones that follow this Wayonn! That is what he meant isn’t it?”


Shiria smiled knowingly. “You share the incredible insight and keen mind of your father and brother Resumar Leonidas. Yes… Canth was Wayonn’s son.” She said. “And until right now I did not realize that your First Oracle… Helen… she is of his bloodline as well. I always thought she just received Canth’s essence during the Change of Oracles. It appears that is not the case at all. So there is much that Wayonn has not shared with me, and much I have not shared with him because of the situations we were both in. That will need to end very soon in order for us to understand all that is happening right now.”


“What do you mean?” Athani asked.


“Everything that is happening now… all of it… it was set in motion by actions that we as Pralors took thousands of years ago. We did not understand them at the time for these Pralors were acting out of what they thought was in their best interests at the time.” Shiria said. “I only arrived after these things were already in motion and I tried my best to offset the awkward balance of things. Why do you think I chose to remain here among the Kavalian people? Who do you think it was that gave the knowledge and technology to the Lycavorians of how to utilize your Shi Viskas?”


“You?” Resumar gasped.


Shiria nodded. “I did it as a means to balance the advantage that the essence of Xaxon gave to the Coven in other ways. Wayonn did not approve I tell you, but I knew it needed to be done and this technology was not something Wayonn had access to. I gave it to the Lycavorian people and I made sure it made its way to Earth so that those Helen had brought there could be balanced.”


Resumar stepped closer to her. “Who is the third Pralor?” He asked. “They are here in Kavalian space aren’t they? They’re Kavalian. That is why you have remained here isn’t it?”


“Resumar that isn’t possible.” Athani said. “My father would not allow this person to exist or act without his permission.”


“What if he doesn’t know about them?” Resumar asked looking at her.


Shiria shook her head. “I’m sorry Resumar… but I will not reveal that knowledge to anyone but your father. This… this Pralor has had far too long to contemplate the results of their actions and I tell you it has not made them very willing to reveal things. They harbor a deep seated regret for what their actions have wrought throughout the millennia and they have been trying to atone for that equally as long.”

“But we…” Resumar began.


-Resumar Leonidas… my diagnostic is complete and my conclusions are… odd- 341’s voice interrupted them.


Resumar tore his eyes from Shiria and looked at him. “Odd how?” He snapped.


-I am detecting minute trace levels of the negative Etheric Resonance of City Ship 19- 341 answered.


Vonis stepped forward now. “City Ship 19.” He asked. “That’s… that’s the ship that crashed on Nuwaroa. How is that possible… it lost all power over ten years ago.”

-My calculations are accurate Colonel Vonis- 341 answered.


Shiria stepped forward. “341… you said the negative resonance.” She stated. “Are you certain?”


-The data is 99.2% accurate Elder Pralor Shiria-


“What is negative Etheric resonance?” Resumar asked.


Shiria looked at him. “Every Pralor ship had a room or rooms, libraries if you will, that were used for meditation, contemplation and study without the constant battering of Mindvoice resonance against one’s shields. They were designed with material that blocked all Mindvoice abilities and communications. All of it. Completely. A negative resonance chamber if you will.”


“There are rooms like that on CS41.” Resumar spoke. “The largest one is used as a nursery for dragon hatchlings so that they do not get overwhelmed in their first few weeks of life.”


Shiria looked at him oddly for a second. “An interesting use.” She said softly. “That does not explain how trace levels of this negative resonance chamber from CS19 got to Earth. It…”


-I am also detecting trace levels of a similar design surrounding a High Coven ship now in orbit around Belid. They are nearly identical in composition Elder Pralor Shiria- 341 was working quickly at his console. –These trace levels of negative resonance were not present on Earth four days ago, nor anywhere in the sector of space surrounding Belid. Avatar 41?-


-Adjusting previous scans and then overlapping them with the trajectory of travel corridors in The Wilds- Avi’s hands also were a blur of movement. –The negative resonance anomaly was activated on Earth approximately 91 hours ago and on the High Coven ship approximately 83 hours ago. When activated on the High Coven ship, the ship was holding station 4.8 million kilometers from Kranek-

“Kranek!” Resumar exclaimed. “That is when the Kavalians were attacking the Immortal settlement there! That is where they took my mother from.”

Shiria looked at him. “What do you mean took your mother?” She asked quickly.


“Immortals.” Athani spoke now. “Immortals that are in my father’s employ. They took Dysea… kidnapped her during the battle there! Denali and Cha'talla have gone after her from what Andro told us during the last contact with him, but we do not know what has come of it.”


“Why would they take your mother?” Shiria asked softly.


“I don’t know.” Resumar answered. “It is something that has occupied my thoughts for many hours now. At least until you arrived.”


“With your shields at the level they are can you feel your family?” Shiria asked. “Use me as a continued guide if you must!”


Resumar closed his eyes and reached out gingerly within Mindvoice using both Athani and Shiria as anchors. Almost immediately he was able to detect his brothers and sisters and once more his father. He could feel his aunt and the Feravomir as well as all of his mothers except for For'mya. He opened his eyes after a moment. “Yes.” He answered swiftly. “All but my mother For'mya. We… she was with my aunt in the Senate Building when the Kavalians destroyed it with explosives. Andro… we believe the explosion…” Resumar took a deep breath. “We believe she may have died in the explosion.”

-I do not believe that is the case Resumar- Avi’s voice spoke now.


Resumar looked at him. “What do you mean Avi?”


-Reviewing the data from the Etheric scans and when they activated coincides to almost the exact time frame when your mother’s disappeared from the sensor array- He looked up at him. –Activation points of these negative Etheric anomalies are eighteen point nine percent higher than the trace levels we are now detecting-


“I’m not following you Avi.” Resumar spoke.


Shiria’s eyes grew a little wider. “But I am.” She stated firmly. “Avi… 341… what is the percentage that someone with knowledge of Pralor technology could take minute portions of the interior of a negative resonance chamber and make it portable?”


-There would be no purpose in such an endeavor Elder Pralor Shiria- 341 answered.


“Indulge me.” Shiria spoke.


-With the proper schematics and knowledge of Pralor technology the probabilities are 82.5%- Avi answered. –However only certain sections of a negative resonance chamber would be useful in such a device. The molecular structure of the bio-mechanical properties within a chamber would be begin to degrade after only a few hours leaving miniscule amounts that were useable. Certainly not enough material would be left that could effectively hide a ship-

“I’m not taking about a ship Avi.” Shiria said urgently. “Would there be enough material left to effectively eliminate someone’s Mindvoice essence? To block it from being detected by others?”


-With the proper adjustments to negative coefficients and resonance variables. Yes. Such a device could be built to hide an individual as well as completely inhibit their Mindvoice abilities- 341 answered.


 “And how big would it be?” Shiria asked.


341 held up his hand and looked at it. –No larger than my fingernail- He responded. –If not smaller-


Shiria looked at Resumar then. “Your mother isn’t dead Resumar Leonidas.” She stated. “You cannot feel her because her Mindvoice resonance is being blocked. And if I had to guess I would say she is no longer on Earth either.”


“What?” Resumar exclaimed. “Why?”

Shiria turned to Ckaoa. “Ckaoa… what time is it on Cabelir?”


“Four hours after sunset.” Ckaoa answered immediately. “The main meal time would have finished thirty minutes ago.”


“Then Poysha would be back in her quarters?” Shiria asked.


Ckaoa nodded. “More than likely preparing a burst transmission to send to Rizon Four yes.”


“Use the communications array here.” Shiria ordered quickly. “It will not be detected by Kavalian Intercepts. We need to talk with her now!”


“Avi… help her!” Resumar snapped moving closer to her. “Shiria… what do you think is going on?”


Shiria turned back to him. “The timing is too precise.” She stated. “The attack on Earth, on Kranek. The attempts on your father and your family. The Drow elf bases you have in The Wilds. Now this use of Pralor technology that the Kavalians should not have. You and your brother are right to think something else is going on Resumar, but I cannot for the life of me figure out what it is! They accomplish nothing by killing your father and members of your family. If they think this will not lead to war they are more insane than I first thought. To do this and not follow up with a full scale invasion? You are more of a military officer than I… does this make sense to you?”

Resumar shook his head. “No. And neither does it make sense to Andro.”


“Hadaria then.” Vonis spoke. “To insure they had a secure footing on Hadaria?”


Resumar shook his head. “That was a political coup against mother.” He stated. “They only supported it. They know the Union Senate would never approve of forcibly returning my mother to power and they gain what they always wanted without any bloodshed. Hadarian Healers in their ranks. Hadaria is a founding member of the Union. The Union Senate would never allow us to attack it; my father would never attack it.”


Shiria looked at him. “Would your brother?”


Resumar met her eyes for a long moment before slowly nodding his head. “If he deemed the Kavalian presence there a threat yes.” He stated confidently. “Andro is not our father and I do not believe he would hold the same convictions as our father in some respects. If Andro sees the Kavalian presence on Hadaria becoming a threat to the Union or to others within the Union yes, he will attack without hesitation. He will go after that Kavalian presence until there is no more threat.”


Shiria shook her head. “It isn’t Hadaria. As you said Resumar… why use force when they have gained what they wanted politically.”


“Then why attempt to kill my father?” Resumar asked. “Why attempt to kill my mothers and my siblings?”


“I don’t know.” She stated softly. “That is why I’m hoping that Poysha can give us some clues to what is going on.”

SCIMITAR

FOUR HOURS FROM EARTH



The slap was hard enough to echo slightly even in the landing bay of the SCIMITAR and Andro reached up to rub his cheek for the second time in less than ten seconds. Wayonn was walking down the ramp of the STRIKER DT with Helen when he saw this, Dutkne and the others as well. Devra stood with Arduri and Naesta at the bottom of the ramp while Elynth and Majeir had already exited and were sitting on the deck watching with what would amount to an amused expression for a dragon. Wayonn looked quickly at Helen.


“I take it this is normal?” He whispered.


Helen smiled and nodded her head as she saw the burgundy red hair of Eliani Leonidas. “Oh yes… quite normal.” She stated looking at him. “Eliani shares the sharp tongue and quick temper of her mother Anja.” They turned back to watch as Andro lowered his hand and moved his jaw back and forth while Lu'ria looked on with a humorous glint in her amber colored eyes and Ne'Veha couldn’t help but giggle while holding Lu'ria’s hand.

“Are you quite through?” Andro asked his sister as he towered over her five foot three frame.


“Forn igord riad aulved!” Eliani hissed staring at him with her fern green eyes blazing in anger. “You should have touched us! You should have told us!”


“And if I had done that when you were not in front of me you would have rejoiced to the stars and allowed everyone in three systems know our father was alive.” Andro spoke calmly. “That is something he didn’t want.”


Eliani glared at him for a moment longer before throwing her arms around his shoulders and burying her face into his neck and hugging him tightly. Andro smiled and returned the embrace, feeling the tension leaving his sister but also feeling something heavy weighing on her mind that had nothing to do with their father. He squeezed her tightly and Eliani relished in the feel of his arms around her. Eliani was strong, she knew that, but Andro had the unique ability to calm her and sooth her wilder nature. It was something she always loved about him and why she did not want to be very far from him. She could tell him anything, no matter how personal and it had always been that way.


Andro pulled his face back and stared into her tear stained eyes. [Eliani what is wrong?] He asked her.


[I need… I need your opinion of something Andro. I’m… I feel torn up inside.] She answered him.


His eyes narrowed and he held her tighter. [What? Tell me!]


Eliani kissed his cheek. [Soon. I know we have much to do first.]


[Eli…?] He began.


Eliani shook her head as she touched his face. [Soon.] She spoke. [Zarah is busting to…]

[You are just as important to me as Zarah sister.] He spoke. [I am here for you… always. You know that.]


Eliani nodded. [I know… and when I gather my thoughts enough where I don’t ramble I will come to you. I always do.]


Andro nodded and set her back on the deck. [No matter the time.] He told her.


Eliani nodded. [I will… right now I want to immerse myself in the happiness that I feel that father is still alive and meet your new mates.]


Andro leaned over and kissed her cheek once more before nodding. Eliani squeezed his arms before turning to Lu'ria and Ne'Veha and reaching for them. Andro turned and looked at Zarah’s beaming face. Lucia was beside her looking equally as happy and Andro knew that they were slowly growing closer and closer. He stepped forward quickly and crushed Zarah in his arms, squeezing her tighter than he had Eliani because of the bond they both shared. Zarah exerted all of her combined vampire and wolf strength and squeezed him back just as tightly as she rubbed her cheek against his. He set her down and brought his hands to her face.


“You are…?”


Zarah nodded. “I am fine Andro.” She whispered. “I am… I am healing.”


He closed his eyes and touched his forehead to hers. “Zarah I…”


Zarah shook her head. “Don’t… you dare apologize to me.” She hissed softly. “You saved me Andro… you saved us.”


“Yes you did.” Lucia spoke softly causing both of them to look at her. Her vampire features also beamed with happiness as Zarah reached out and pulled her close to them. Andro didn’t hesitate and encircled Lucia’s waist with his arm.


“You brought us together.” Zarah whispered as her head dipped and she touched Lucia’s cheek. “You made it so we could find each other. As it was meant to be. That is the gift you have given us.”


Lucia nodded as her arm snaked around Zarah’s waist and pulled her closer. “And it is a gift.” She spoke softly. “A gift I would never have found without you.”


Andro chuckled. “Alright… enough you two.” He said pulling back and kissing both their cheeks. He reached up and traced their skin with the back of his knuckles.


“Andro I wanted to go after mother.” Zarah said. “Why did you make us come back?”


“Janae is missing Zarah. The Kavalians hit her apartment at the same time they attacked Grandfather Panos’s home.” Andro told them. “Marci is holding things together very well… but she needs skilled operators that know Sparta and Earth. That is why I had Anton and Cihera return as well. I think Janae is still on Earth and I don’t believe she is dead. I need you and Lucia to find her for me, using Anton and Cihera as your backup. I need you to use your skill to find her. With Lucia beside you it will be even stronger now.”


“Father does not want me using that skill Androcles, you know that.” Zarah said. “He thinks it is a severe invasion of someone’s privacy.”


Andro nodded. “I know… but I am not father.” He answered. “Janae has been trained by our mother, Aunt Aihola and Armetus. She knows her importance and if she was attacked she will drop off the grid completely and not resurface until father returns. And if she was attacked and is being held somewhere because they could not get her off Earth, I want her found. Our father can’t return; he needs to stay dead for now in case the Kavalians have a follow on attack planned. That is why I need you to find her.”


“What of our mother and Aunt Deia?” Zarah asked.


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know.”


“I can’t feel her presence at all Andro. None of us can.” Zarah said softly. “That… that could only mean one thing.”


“I will not believe that until we know for sure.” Andro said.


“And if it’s true?”


Andro met her eyes evenly. “Then as I told Res… the Kavalians will rue the day they ever started down this path.”


Zarah nodded. “We will do it.” She said. “We’ll find her.”


Andro nodded. “Good.”


Zarah looked around his shoulder and saw Eliani step away from embracing Helen and she began to introduce her to the men and women gathered around. Zarah’s dark eyes fell on Dutkne lastly and she felt an involuntary shiver course through her. “Why is it that these people feel so familiar Andro?” She asked looking back to him. “It is almost as if I feel I should know them for some reason.”

Andro gripped her hand. “Come… I’ll introduce you and you can discover it for yourself. But you are right to a degree. We should know them. They are… they are the true Lost Ones that father has been searching for all these years.”

RITAAH

VORTEX CRUISER 341


“… This secure Mistress?” The dark haired Kavalian female spoke from within the secure holotransmission.



Shiria nodded her head with a gentle smile. “I would not put you in danger Poysha… you know that. We are on VORTEX Cruiser 341. No one will be able to detect this signal let alone intercept it.”

“The VORTEX cruiser?” Poysha gasped. “Why? How did you get there? Where is Ckaoa Mistress?”

“I am here sister.” Ckaoa spoke stepping up beside Shiria. “We are safe so do not worry for us.”

“I was… I was just preparing a report to you.” Poysha spoke still somewhat confused at what was happening. 

“Poysha… you can tell us what you were going to report now.” Shiria said. “And then I have some questions for you.” She reached out and held her hand to Resumar who took it and moved up on the opposite side of her. “Poysha… you know who this is don’t you?”

Poysha’s blue/green feline eyes grew slightly wider and she nodded her head quickly. “He is… he is Resumar Leonidas. Mistress… he is there with you? What is going on?” Her eyes grew even wider. “If he… the Union has discovered VORTEX Cruiser 341!” She gasped.
“We always knew it would happen sooner or later. Let’s just say that Resumar is here with a separate mission, but one that is necessary and vital.” Shiria said. “I have…” She looked at Resumar. “I have told him who I am… and he can feel it within his blood.” She looked back to Poysha. “Tell us what you were going to report?”

“There is a standing low alert among Kavalian forces.” She said quickly. “There is rumor among the officers here that it has something to do with a report from a field team that Prefect Keleru received two days ago. He cancelled all of his meetings after this report, including the daily military brief which is very unusual, and his nephew Kattu has been seen several times at the main Military Headquarters.”

“Kattu?” Ckaoa said coming forward. “Are you sure sister?”

Poysha nodded. “I saw him once myself.”

“Who is this Kattu?” Resumar asked.

“He is my father’s enforcer.” Athani spoke now. “His oldest brother’s son. He makes… he makes people disappear that do not agree with my father. He’s very strong, very cruel and very good at what he does. He usually remains in the shadows but if he is being seen by others then whatever this rumor is…”

“What are the rumors?” Shiria asked.

“Something to do with Pusintin’s youngest son Leruk.” Poysha said. “No one is speaking openly of it for fear they will draw Kattu’s attention… but the consensus among many of the military is that he has been killed by someone while operating within The Wilds against one of the Drow outposts. It is being kept very low key Mistress… almost as if they do not want Marshall Pusintin to find out. The consensus is that it wasn’t a Drow but someone else who killed him. I think… I think that frightens them. To kill Leruk was no small deed.”

Shiria looked at Resumar when she felt him fidget next to her. “You know something of this Resumar?” She asked.

“I know it’s no rumor.” Resumar stated calmly meeting her eyes. “Andro killed him on Iraruzu. He was the one that was leading the attack on the Drow settlement there. He almost killed Andro’s Drow mate Lu'ria.”

“Your brother did this?” Shiria asked.

Resumar nodded. “Yes.”

Shiria shook her head slowly. “I am not as familiar with Spartan customs as I should be. This is not a good thing I take it? Attempting to harm the wife and mate of a Spartan?”

“Not if you wish to remain living a long and prosperous life.” Res answered. “Going after a Spartan’s mate is a singularly stupid thing to do. It has no honor to it and it shows that you are weak and cowardly and afraid to act as a man. At least to a Spartan.” 

Poysha looked stunned. “Leruk was no mere soldier Mistress. He was a fully trained Puma Bane Commando. One of their best by all accounts.”

Shiria nodded still looking at Resumar. “Yes well… not trained enough it seems if he is now dead.” She said turning back to Poysha to answer and then cutting her eyes back to Resumar. “I take it your brother will act as your father has acted in the past when his wives and mates are threatened or harmed. As you would act?” She said. 
Resumar shrugged laconically as he drew Athani closer to him and her face beamed as her hand rested on his abdomen. “It’s a pretty safe bet.”

Shiria smiled and turned back to the transmission. “What else Poysha?”

“The Union still has not been able to stop the flow of forces to Hadaria it seems.” She told them. “My guess is that the Prefect had a single Jump Gate built somewhere close to the Union border and somehow was able to connect it to the Union Jump corridors. How I don’t know… but it is the only reason I can think of. The Union Jump Gates are all controlled and operated from a secure facility on Apo Prime. I find it hard to believe he was able to penetrate that facility.”

“Resumar?” Shiria asked.

“She’s right.” Resumar spoke. “It’s a secure facility… no effort has been made to keep it secret, but I disagree with her in that it could not be penetrated. Someone did only a few months ago, for they hid an attempt on my sister Normya by hiding the fact that one of our Gates had been destroyed. My mother believed it was linked to this Rinard and his success at getting my mother removed as Queen of Hadaria.”

“Rinard?” Poysha said quickly causing them to look at her. “I know this name Mistress. A Lycavorian. He was here on Cabelir several times nearly a decade ago.”
“What forces are on Hadaria?” Resumar asked now.

“Upwards of five million biogenic clone ground troops and at least a thousand warships.” Poysha answered. “If it comes to it Resumar Leonidas… the Prefect will not give Hadaria back easily. If at all.”

 “Poysha tell me… has there been any unusual activity concerning Keleru or Pusintin?” Shiria asked.
“Unusual how Mistress?” Poysha asked.

“Abnormal behavior perhaps.” Shiria stated. “Meetings that may have took place that are not normal. Any out of place activity around either Keleru’s or Pusintin’s homes. Anything of that sort?”

“Not that I can recall Mistress.” Poysha said. “Everything they do is abnormal to me. I could ask… wait…” She turned from the transmission and appeared to be searching through a short stack of data pads. She turned back quickly. “I don’t know if this is what you mean… but in the last seven weeks the requisitions officer has seen a significant increase in Class Nine Mindvoice dampeners. He did not have any on hand and he had to purchase them in The Wilds.”

Shiria looked at Resumar quickly and then back to her. “Why is that significant?”

“The cost of a Class Nine MV dampener in The Wilds is outrageous Mistress. Upwards of twenty million credits. For some reason the pirate and mercenary scum believe this will shield them from being detected by an individual who can Mindvoice. The fool idiots don’t understand that we can detect that as well.” Poysha answered her. “The Requisitions officer was instructed to purchase thirty of them.”

“What were they to be used for?” Shiria asked.

“Ten of these dampeners were installed in Marshall Pusintin’s home while he is offworld, ten were installed in the Prefect’s home and five were installed in a single examining room within the secure Medical Center near the Prefect’s office. All within the last three days. I know this because I was the technician who made sure they were active and working.” Poysha replied.

“The medical facility?” Shiria asked. “Why? Aside from yourself no one on Cabelir has the Mindvoice ability that a Class Nine Dampener would be needed for.”

“I don’t know Mistress.” Poysha spoke.
“And you say Pusintin is not within the capital?” Shiria asked.

Poysha shook her head. “He left aboard his ship two days ago.” She answered. “No flight plan was filed, which is usually the case with him. I don’t know where he has gone. And I dare not press too hard.” 

“Can you get into this medical facility?” Shiria asked.

Poysha nodded without hesitation. “Easily Mistress. My clearances extend to the medical facility. I have been tasked with maintaining the dampeners. The better question is why would I want to?”

Shiria looked at Resumar once more. “Your mother isn’t dead Resumar.” She said with some confidence. “She has been taken from Earth and they are bringing her back to Cabelir. More to the point, Pusintin is bringing her back to Cabelir.”

Resumar’s eyes were wide. “What? Why?”

“That I do not know.” Shiria stated. “There would be no reason to install such powerful dampeners at their homes and in this medical facility unless they plan on holding a powerful Mindvoicer prisoner. Someone like your mother For'mya.”

“How would they… there is no way they could have gotten her off Earth! Why would they want to?” Resumar protested. “That’s just not possible. They would have needed help from the inside. Someone close to my family that could…” Resumar stopped as his eyes went even wider. 

“What?” Shiria asked.

“Someone who would know the Durcunusaan and how they would react to an attack on my family.” Resumar answered. “Someone who had working codes to get them into secure areas that are not accessible to normal people.”

“A traitor.” Shiria said softly.

Resumar nodded. “Yes.” He replied as his jaw hardened and the look in his dark eyes made Shiria shiver; and not from the chilly air in the cruiser. He looked at Poysha in the secure holotransmission. “I need you to find out what you can!” He barked the order. “Everything that you are able!”
Poysha looked at Shiria. “Mistress Shiria?” She asked.

Shiria placed her hand on Resumar’s arm just as Athani stepped closer and took his hand. He turned to look at his wife and pulled her close, leaning over to inhale deeply of her sweet tangerine scent and nuzzle her cheek. It had the desired effect and Shiria could feel the tension and anger leaving his body, more from the touch and scent of Athani than anything she did and it only proved to her that indeed they were on the path to the future. She nodded to Poysha. 
“We knew this day would come Poysha.” She said softly. “It is what we have worked towards for many years. Can you accomplish what we need without endangering your position and cover?”

Poysha nodded immediately. “Yes.”

Resumar looked up and took a deep breath. “Forgive me for sounding rude.” He spoke. “Do nothing to compromise yourself no matter what you may think you can discover. If you are as deep as I think you are… you are a far greater asset to us than anything we have and I will not risk you no matter what.”

“You… you believe Pusintin has taken your mother from Earth?” Poysha asked. “He cannot be that insane. That is an open and unquestioned act of war.”

“I don’t know what he thinks to accomplish…” Shiria said. “But this action would give some explanation to why they have done what they have. Perhaps they intend to use her as a bargaining chip of some sort. To keep your brother from attacking. Perhaps that is why they haven’t invaded. When do you think you will have something Poysha?”

“It will look odd if I try to enter the facility at night.” Poysha responded. “I will go there tomorrow and contact you on this same channel at this hour tomorrow night.”

Shiria nodded. “As Resumar has said Poysha, do nothing to risk yourself. I would never be able to forgive myself.”

Poysha nodded. “I will be careful Mistress. I will contact you tomorrow.”

Shiria and Resumar watched as the transmission faded and then Shiria turned to Resumar to talk. “I’m sure you have many questions.” She said. 
Resumar met her gaze evenly. “And you would be correct.” He stated calmly. “First and foremost is who is she and how deep is she? The next is how did you accomplish that with her being a female?”

Ckaoa stepped forward slightly. “She is my sister and she is helping you!” She hissed softly.

Resumar nodded. “Considering the way females are treated within the KFI, her being a tech that has access to this type of information is extremely out of place isn’t it? How exactly is she able to know all that she knows?”

Athani squeezed his arm gently and looked at Shiria. “Is it what I think it is Scribe Mother?” She asked softly.

Shiria looked at Ckaoa for a long moment and then back to Resumar. He saw the look on her face and then turned to Athani. “Aryschanne… what do you mean?”

“There is only one way she would have the secure access that she does Res. The technical training that she seems to have, as well as the ability to move within the senior ranks of those close to my father.” Athani said softly. “Isn’t that right Scribe Mother? Ckaoa?”
“Would you care to fill me in?” Resumar asked softly.

Athani looked at him. “When my father discovered that the biogenic clone treatments could alter the appearance of females so that we lose the coat of hair that we normally have, make us look like those females within the Union, many of the Puma Bane Pride leaders and officers found them to be very pleasant to look upon.”

Resumar’s dark eyes narrowed. “Please don’t tell me what I think you are going to tell me.” He stated.

Athani nodded. “There is a small group of females that were given the treatments. Some are the daughters of senior Pride leaders and military officers. They were given the treatments and then additional training not usually afforded to our females.”

“In exchange for what?” Resumar demanded.

“The men who walk the power corridors with my father are very vain men Resumar.” She stated. “They feel most everything is beneath them. What better way to stoke this feeling of superiority than make females do the jobs that they won’t do themselves, make them all look like me and Jalersi and Ckaoa here, and then be able to fuck them at their leisure!” She finished the sentence with a harshness in her voice.

Resumar looked at her with wide eyes. “That’s a joke right?”

Athani shook her head. “It is a status thing for the Prides. It gains them my father’s favor to commit their daughters to such a life. And you know how they view females.”
Resumar looked at Shiria. “You allowed this?” He asked.

Ckaoa stepped in front of Shiria. “Mistress Shiria had nothing to do with this!” She snapped. “This was a decision that Poysha and I made together. Shiria tried to stop it when she discovered it, but by then Poysha was already within this inner circle. She is… she is more of what those foul men desire in her appearance and she is… she is better at responding to them in ways that pleases them.”

Shiria watched Resumar’s face for a moment. “Resumar you…”

Resumar ignored her and turned to look at where Mican and Vonis stood. “Mican, Uncle Vonis… prepare a plan to move to her location and extract her if need be. Mican… you know the capital well enough?”

Mican nodded. “Perfectly.” He answered.

“We are closest to her and if she needs our help I want to be able to give it within hours.” Resumar spoke. “Use Avi and 341 to assist.”


Vonis stepped closer to his nephew his vampire blood beginning to churn with incentive as he was a former Intelligence officer and operative. “Objective?” He asked.


Resumar looked at Ckaoa. “Pulling Poysha out of the Kavalian capital if we need to and any of those females who want to go with her.” He stated turning back to him. “Aryschanne?”


Athani nodded without question. “Between Mican and myself… there should be nothing about the capital that we will forget.”


“You cannot do this!” Ckaoa spoke moving up to him. “Think… think of the intelligence you will lose!”


Resumar turned slowly and looked at her. “I will not leave your sister… any of them to sell their bodies or their dignity for information! Not for you, not for us… not for anyone!” He snarled. “It is one of the most vile things I have ever heard of and I will not let it continue one moment longer than necessary. And if my father and brother knew of it they would act in a similar manner!”


Ckaoa looked at him stunned at his words. They were filled with such conviction and anger over what he had discovered. “You must.” Ckaoa said softly. “If you do not… if you do not you will condemn all of them to die.”

“What do you mean?” Resumar demanded.


“All of them… all of them have been implanted with a micro explosive device in their heads.” Ckaoa told him. “It can be triggered by anyone with a detonator or if they leave the planet.”


Athani’s eyes grew wider. “You must be joking!” She exclaimed. “Who… who would do such a thing?”


Ckaoa met her eyes. “Your father ordered it after you defected Athani Leonidas.” She said softly. “Poysha believes none of the others know of it. She discovered it after the medical exam given to her after your defection. All of them had one. It was fused into the base of her skull at the juncture of her spine and her brain under the guise of tests. If you… if you remove them from Cabelir, they will all die.”


“Vith!” Vonis swore. “That is… that is…”


Shiria looked at him and nodded. “Yes… unconscionable.” She said softly. “Yet this is the enemy we face, and they are children compared to others I have witnessed.”   


Resumar turned now and looked at Shiria. “What do you mean by that?”

Shiria shook her head. “A discussion for another time perhaps young Resumar. We are here… and it would be foolish of me to return to Rizon Four. You need me here. At least right now. What can we do?”

“I must contact Andro and let him know what we have discovered.” Resumar said instantly.


“We don’t know if what we think is actually true Resumar Leonidas.” Shiria said.


“If you are who you say you are… who I believe you are… then Andro will not question what you and I think.” Resumar answered. “He will act on discovering if it is true. Something we cannot do from here.”


Shiria nodded after a moment. “Of course. It would also allow me to speak with Wayonn since he is with your brother now.”


“Avi… Spartan Secure 11!” Resumar barked as he turned away. “Find my brother and let him know we need to talk. Like yesterday!”

NORMYA’S LIGHT
SIX HOURS FROM BELID


Cha'talla stared at himself in the mirror of the quarters they had been assigned, unable to truly comprehend what had taken place in the last seven hours. That is when Esther had finished developing the agent to counteract the biotoxin present in his body as well as every Immortal soldier that had accompanied him. It had truly been a miraculous event. The initial pain of the transformation, the toxin being eradicated from within his body, was minor compared to the joy and euphoria that he felt when he looked upon himself in the mirror several hours later. What he saw… it was the epiphany that he had been waiting for all of his life. 

His skin was no longer drawn tight, no longer wrinkled and grayish in color in some spots. Now his skin was a deep bronze color, as if he had spent all of his waking moments in the sun. His bone spurs, beginning to grow back since he had stopped filing them down, they were now a healthy white color and set against the bronze color of his skin they were nowhere near as fearsome looking. His forehead was no longer sunken and his eyes appeared so much brighter and clear because they were no longer set back into his skull. His face still bore the scars of over seven thousand years of life, but he now had short dark hair beginning to form a beard around his strong jaw and short dark hair quickly growing in on top of his once bald head. It was a miracle unlike any he had ever witnessed and now when he stroked the flawless skin of his Blessed Wife he would no longer see the large grayish colored hands. Now he would see strong hands and fingers that danced across her flesh with love and honor. 
Cha'talla turned when he heard Esther enter and he looked at the vampire pureblood who had first saved him and then altered the course of his life. She was over six millennia his junior in age, yet she had utterly rewritten everything about him from the first moment he had taken her blood to save himself. It was not a question of whether he loved her, but only how much. He startled her when he moved faster than a man his sized should have been able and he scooped her into his powerful arms and covered her sweet lips with his own. Esther whimpered in total, unrestrained delight and wrapped her arms around his head as she returned the blistering kiss with all that she was. She hadn’t known before what he would look like if he continued with the treatments she had thought were changing him. She had fallen in love with an Immortal and she did not want him to look different. He was beautiful to her no matter what his outward physical appearance was. Seeing him now, Esther cursed herself for not thinking about it sooner. It was not something she had expected, but it was a miracle for lack of a better word. She knew that he would look something of what their sons looked like, but Esther had no idea he would be so ruggedly beautiful. She could feel her body call out for him in a way that it never had before and she allowed her fingers to caress his face as he drew back from her and she saw for the first time what the man who had claimed her heart and soul justly looked like.
Cha'talla grinned at her, baring the tips of his vampiric fangs. “Do I… do I meet with your approval my Blessed Wife?” He asked.

Esther could only shake her head as tears filled her eyes. “Oh… my Blessed Husband.” She said softly running a finger across his thin lips as she stared into his eyes. “You… you are the most… the most delicious man I have ever laid my eyes upon. You always have been no matter what you looked like.”

Cha'talla pulled her close, burying his face in her dark hair and spinning her around. “I feel… I feel reborn Esther!” He gasped. “I feel… I feel reborn!”

“You are Cha'talla.” She cried with a smile. She pulled his head back again. “You… you do realize that I will… I will need to spend days rediscovering you in our bed.”

Cha'talla laughed and squeezed her tighter. “That is a time I look forward to!” He spoke. “And perhaps it will be time to give our sons the daughter that you want so badly and they have been badgering us to have.”

Esther smiled brilliantly and kissed him hard. “I will definitely hold you to that Cha'talla my Blessed Husband!” She said.
“A promise I look forward to fulfilling.” He spoke.

“Come with me. I want to show you something.” Esther said taking his arm in her hands.

Cha'talla didn’t know how she had memorized how to get to the landing bay so easily, only that several twists and turns and an elevator ride down and suddenly Cha'talla was standing in the port landing bay of NORMYA’S LIGHT. As he stepped off the elevator with Esther, his eyes took in not the dozens of fighters that were being prepped in the background, or the hundreds of crewman that scurried about with a singular purpose. No… what caught Cha'talla’s eyes were the several hundred Akruxian Immortals that were mingling with the Spartan troops, all of them preparing their equipment for battle. 
And all of them looking exactly as he did.

Cha'talla knew it wouldn’t have mattered to the Lycavorian Spartans what his people looked like. The majority of them had stood together on Kranek and thrown back a superior Kavalian force soundly forging a bond of brotherhood that would now never be broken for it was part of Spartan and Akruxian honor, yet Cha'talla didn’t doubt it made things so much easier. No longer did the Spartans see the gray skin of their once vaunted enemy, now they saw the tanned flesh of new allies and friends. Cha'talla heard the laughter and saw two of his people standing with a group of Spartans, all of them holding their weapons and discussing one thing or the other. Not one of his people had refused the anti-toxin produced by Esther. She was well known as Cha'talla’s wife and considered by many as their Matriarch Mother and they would never question her skill or heart. He saw dozens of his people with dark hair just beginning to grow on their heads, blond hair, brown hair, many of them like him with facial hair beginning to form. No doubt this was taking place on the opposite side of the ship in the starboard landing bay Cha'talla thought. He would never have thought six short months ago that he would be standing here on a Union ship and considered an ally and friend. 

“Brother?” T'lolt’s voice from the side caused him to turn and look at his brother. They were equal in size and build, but T'lolt had light brown hair beginning to grow on his head, and his eyes were light brown instead of dark brown.

“T'lolt!” Cha'talla gasped.

They embraced each other tightly and then held each other at arm’s length. “Never did I imagine a day like this brother.” T'lolt spoke. “This is beyond what we had ever…”

Cha'talla nodded slowly. “Yes it is.”

T'lolt looked at him. “I wish… I wish he was here Cha'talla.” He said. “For the first time in centuries I wish he was here among us. Beside us as we used to be. It would be different then.”

Cha'talla squeezed his brother’s arms. “That may be too much for us to hope for T'lolt.” He answered. “But… I wish the same thing.”

T'lolt nodded and took a deep breath. “We are ready.” He stated as Denali and Danarla walked over from where they had been standing beside the STRIKER DT.

Denali looked at Cha'talla as they stopped beside him and T'lolt and shook his head. “As my sister Eliani would say, this is going to utterly freak people out.” He stated with a smile as he took Cha'talla’s hand in a firm grasp and shook it. “I was able to talk with Andro briefly and he sends his regards and his happiness at what you and the others have discovered.”

“He… he approves of the plan we have?” Cha'talla asked.

Denali shook his head. “He didn’t ask about it.” He said. “My brother is no fool Cha'talla. He is not going to second guess us from halfway across the universe.” Denali grinned broadly. “My father is alive Cha'talla.”

Cha'talla’s dark eyes grew wide and he gripped his hand tighter. “Alive? But… we saw… how is this possible Denali?” He glanced at Esther and saw her smiling brightly. No doubt she knew this when she had come to their quarters.
Denali shook his head. “Andro didn’t go into details… only that our father is alive and no matter what we hear or see on the Netnews it is only a façade to protect that knowledge. He has linked up with the SCIMITAR again and is returning to Earth from some meeting he had but he wanted us to know.”

“Your mother? Does she know?” Cha'talla asked quickly.

“Andro was able to feel her very briefly.” Denali spoke quickly. “Whatever was blocking her Mindvoice resonance is gone and no doubt she would have been able to feel him. She is heavily shielded now, as are Normya and Tir'ut, but they know we are coming. I imagine once we arrive in Belid’s system we’ll know more for we’ll be able to touch them easily, as well as your son Lynom, without worrying about someone among Phy'iad’s group detecting us.”

T'lolt nodded his head with a large smile as well. “Then I will be able to finally thank your father in person for the life he gave back to me on Lycavore.” He stated. “That is enough reason to obliterate these fools under Phy'iad and return Dysea to our tribe and family.”
Cha'talla nodded. “Indeed it is.” He said. “Indeed it is. We are ready?”

Danarla nodded her head. “We were just going to start shuttling our forces to the VIPER. Ta’lon is already onboard and prepping the troop areas.” She stepped forward closer and looked at him, imagining a young half Immortal half vampire that looked like him loving her daughter. Danarla found that if his son was half the man that Cha'talla had proven to be, she would never have need to worry about As'hia again. “I… I speak for my husband as well Cha'talla… I speak for us both when I say we were wrong. We were wrong about so many things.”

Cha'talla shook his head. “I have dwelled in the past for too long.” He spoke. “I will not do so any longer. Nor should any of us. It is a new beginning for all of us…”

Danarla nodded. “Yes it is.”

“My orders still stand.” Cha'talla spoke straightening up to his full six foot five height. “These animals that follow Phy'iad are not Akruxian. Unless they throw aside their weapons and surrender, we will take no prisoners. They are beyond any hope of redemption and I have neither the time nor the patience to try and make them see things our way. We will execute our plan… we will remove the threat in any way possible… and we will return Dysea to her rightful place with her family. Our family.”
Denali nodded his head. “Best damn news I’ve heard in the last hour.” He stated. “Oh… one more thing. According to my brother… you’ve been frocked.”

Cha'talla looked at him confused. “Frocked?” He asked. “What… what does this mean?”

Denali grinned even wider now. “Until this mission is over, and unless you refuse, you are now a General of Lycavorian Union forces.” Denali spoke seeing the look on his face go from one of confusion to total astonishment. “Overall command is yours… and I am your second in command with T'lolt.”

“But you are… you are a Prince of the Union.” T'lolt gasped.

Denali nodded. “And I’ve never commanded anything larger than a company in battle.” He stated. “Something that both of you have done more times than me. I wanted Andro to do this. It is customary for our people, Lycavorian Spartans… it is customary for us to learn all we can from those who have more experience than us. I don’t have a problem with this.” Deni turned to Danarla. “Colonel?”

Danarla shook her head immediately. “Not a one.” She stated.

“There you have it.” Deni answered. “My time will come soon enough, and until it does I intend to learn all I can.”
T'lolt laughed now. “Hah!!! You have never been a General brother! This ought to be good!”

Cha'talla looked at Esther and saw her face beaming with pride. He turned back to Denali and nodded his head. “So be it.” He spoke. “Begin shuttling our forces to the VIPER and let’s go get back our Queen.”

SCIMITAR

NINETY MINUTES FROM EARTH’S HOME SYSTEM


“These are his women Dutkne?” Arduri asked as they sat at the single large table in the mess lounge of the SCIMITAR.


Dutkne looked up from his food and glanced over to where the two female elves were sitting with who they now knew were Andro’s sisters. He turned back to face Arduri, who sat with Devra on one side and Naesta on the other. Nirilo sat across from his mother and Drey and Caia were sitting on his opposite side.
Dutkne turned back to Arduri and nodded. “His two elven mates yes.” He answered casually. “Sadi his anome and Carisia his vampire wife are on Earth keeping up appearances.”

Arduri looked at him. “I thought your people hated vampires.” She asked.


Dutkne put his fork down and dropped his hands to either side of his plate. “Many thousands of years have passed since that day Arduri Re Mydala.” He stated. “While it is true that those in the Protectorate have a profound dislike of vampires, we have lived away from our brothers in the Union. I have discovered through the years that millions of High Coven citizens defected to the Union. If what I have seen is accurate, the vampire population within the Union is over fifty million now.”


“What you have seen?” Devra asked softly. “I thought you said you’ve never been here.”


Dutkne nodded. “I haven’t. Androcles has shown me.”


“Showed you?” Naesta asked. “Showed you how?”


“Within this Mindvoice that your people use?” Devra stated as she looked at him.


Dutkne nodded. “Yes.”


“So passing knowledge and such is possible with this skill? You can read minds?” Devra asked.


Dutkne shook his head quickly. “No… nothing like that. It is more being able to pass images and certain visual things to men or women that you are able to connect with. Reading a person’s thoughts as you suggest is strictly taboo within the Protectorate and from what I have been able to see… it is severely frowned upon within the Union. It is just not done.”

“But it is a skill you possess?” Naesta pressed.


Dutkne looked at her. “Anyone with the ability to Mindvoice can sense another’s surface emotions and thoughts.” He said. “It’s in our blood because of our Pralor ancestors. The Pralors used Mindvoice exclusively to communicate. Actually going deeper than surface thoughts and emotions is something we are raised and taught to avoid at all costs. As I said… it is simply not done.”


“But you can?” Naesta pushed him.


“If you are waiting for me to say yes Naesta… then yes. It is an ability I have.” Dutkne answered. “Using the system that the Lycavorians here in the Union use, anyone who is a Tier Six Mindvoicer, with the proper instruction and schooling could do this.”


“And how many of these Tier Six men and women are on this ship right now?” Naesta asked.


Dutkne tilted his head to the side for a moment. “Including Wayonn, myself, Drey and Caia… thirteen.”


Arduri looked surprised. “Only thirteen?” She asked. “I thought all of your people could do this.”


“We can… but to achieve the level that would require a Lycavorian to read someone’s thoughts takes years of training.” Dutkne said. “The vast majority of our people do not bother to get that schooling because quite frankly… it is extremely boring and tediously annoying.”


Devra and Arduri couldn’t help but smile at the disgusted way he answered the question but Naesta continued to press him. “How many of these… these Tier Six people are within the Union?”

Dutkne sipped his drink and then lowered his cup to the table. “If you include those bonded to a dragon… less than five thousand.” He answered.


“That is a significant number.” Naesta insisted.


“Perhaps to you…” Dutkne said. “But when you consider that the population of the Lycavorian Union, at its last census, was well over thirty trillion lifeforms… five thousand is microscopic”


“Thirty trillion!” Arduri gasped. “That is more than double the Vanari Empire!”


Dutkne nodded. “Yes… I know.”


“So there is no one higher than this Tier Six?” Naesta asked.


Dutkne met her green eyes. “Why the intense interest in how many there are Naesta?” He asked with a grin. “Are you hiding something you don’t want anyone to know?”


“Certainly not!” Naesta popped. “I am… I am curious. That’s all.”


Dutkne smiled. “At the moment there are ten individuals who cannot be labeled as Tier Six.” He answered. “They cannot be charted… or are close to the point where they can’t be measured.”


Devra looked at him. “Androcles Leonidas is one of them isn’t he?”


“Why?” Dutkne asked her softly.


“I looked into his eyes Dutkne. There is… there was wisdom and power within those eyes. Wisdom and power that one so young should not have yet he wields it as if it is second nature to him.” Devra said.


Arduri turned to look at her. “How did you convince him to let us accompany them mother?”


Devra smiled. “I don’t think I did.” She replied. 


“But they allowed us to come with them at the last minute mother. While you were talking with him.” Arduri said.


Devra nodded. “Yes I know. Yet I don’t believe it was anything I said that changed his mind. I believe… I believe it was his dragon.”


“What did you offer him mother?” Naesta asked.


Devra looked at her. “Anything he wanted.” She answered quickly. “Engine technology, weapons, anything he wanted.”


Naesta’s eyes grew wide. “Mother how could you?” Naesta rasped.


Devra looked at her. “Because I want your sister back with us and they can help us to achieve this goal.” She answered sternly. “I do not care what it takes or what I have to do. I will not abandon your sister as so many outside of us at this table have done!”


“And I suppose he took it all?” Naesta spat.


Devra looked at Dutkne then and she shook her head. “He refused.” She said softly. “I was willing to give him anything and he refused.”


Naesta’s eyes grew even larger and she looked at her mother. “If… if he refused what you offered him… then what… what did he want?”


“His price was that I keep an open mind.” Devra said gently. “That was it. To keep an open mind. And to give him the opportunity to allow him to show us that what we fear most about the Lycavorian people is something that we fear for no reason.”

“That by itself should show you…” Dutkne began.


The loud smashing sound and the skittering of utensils across the metal floor drew their attention quickly. Dutkne’s eyes went wide when he saw Warem on the deck on his back and the female elf standing over him.


“Are you mentally defective?” She barked at him loudly. “I told you to stop that!”


Warem shook his head to clear his thoughts. Her punch to his jaw had carried quite a bit more power in it than her body appeared to be able to hold. He looked up at her as he pushed himself up on his elbows. “But… your scent… it…”


Dutkne shook his head and got to his feet. “If you will excuse me ladies. I need to save one of my men before he gets his mida handed to him.”


The female elf, a Commander in the SCIMITAR’s fighter wing, had long blond hair and stunning gray eyes Dutkne noticed as he moved across the room quickly. She filled out her flight suit exceptionally well, and her four inch high elven ears were almost turning red in anger. “Just because my scent tells you that I find you attractive does not give you the go ahead to come up to me and start playing with my ears or hit me with your aura you arrogant fool!”


Warem began getting to his feet. “But it said… it said this was the way to see if your species are interested!”


The elf looked at him with wide eyes. “What? My species? You are mentally defective!  Vada carians rhin jar! Who told you that?” (The gods save us)

“I read it!” Warem exclaimed as he got to his feet. “You speak the ancient language!” He spoke surprised.


“Of course I speak the ancient language! Do you think I am stupid? Over half the Union speaks the ancient language and almost all of the elves who are pilots in the fleet!” She spouted back. “And my name is E’yarna igord!”


“I am not a fool!” Warem protested.


“Coming up to an female when you are not their mate or involved with them and fondling their ears is not the way to get her interested in you! Nor is it wise to hit them with your aura when touching their ears doesn’t work! Some of us elven females have been around Lycavorian males enough to know when you’re doing that.” E’yarna shouted. “It’s a good way to piss them off and get your ass kicked though! Now what does that make you?”


“You did not kick my ass!” Warem barked.


“And what do you call it where you come from matus haro?” E’yarna asked him smugly as she folded her arms under her medium sized chest, purposefully lifting her firm cone shaped breasts upward. (Big boy)

“I am not… I am not from this quadrant of space!” Warem spoke.

“Vinn’ sibfla!” E’yarna snapped. (No shit)

“You do not have to use foul language!” Warem popped right back.


E’yarna looked at him stunned. She then executed a perfect front side kick that caught Warem unprepared and sent him sprawling once more. E’yarna used her elven speed to pounce on him and slap his face as he turned to look up, his own eyes angry now. “I will use whatever language I deem fit!” She snarled at him as she grabbed the front of his uniform and jerked him upwards as much as she was able. Warem was not a small man and E'yarna only managed to get his upper body an inch or so off the deck, but it had the desired effect. “And if you so much as touch me or hit me with your pathetic aura without my permission one more time I will gnaw off your arm at the elbow igord! And then I will give it back to you! Do I make myself very clear?”


“Yes!” Warem barked. “Now get off me!”


E'yarna released the front of his shirt and stood up to her full height of five foot two. She brushed back her hair and turned to go back to her table. She picked up her mug from the deck and sat back down next to the other two elf females who were watching. She leaned close to the dark haired female. 


“How did I do?” She whispered.


“I don’t know E'yarna.” Her friend answered. “You may have scared him off.”


“He’s a wolf!” E'yarna spoke. “They don’t scare easily. And he’s so handsome I almost jumped his bones right there on the floor!”


The three of them shared a female laugh as Dutkne stepped up to Warem and looked down at him. “I distinctly remember telling you to mind your manners Warem.” He said with a knowing grin. “I told you the females here in the Union are more traditional.”


Warem pulled himself to his feet. “I didn’t know she could feel my aura!” He growled. “And I only touched her ears because they looked tasty and she smells delicious! She tickled my nose.”


“Tickled or not… I’d say she doesn’t want anything to do with you.” Dutkne spoke. “For once can you try and keep it in your pants.”


“I will now!” Warem snapped. “I will also stick with females of our own species!” He said rubbing his jaw. “She hits harder than you Dutkne. I’m a lover not a fighter.”


They heard the soft laughter behind them. “She likes you Warem.” The voice spoke.


Dutkne and Warem turned and saw Andro standing beside the Durcunusaan officer in the doorway. Warem bowed his head quickly. “Forgive me Milord… I did not…”


Andro stepped up to him and slapped his shoulder lightly. “Don’t bow your head to me Warem. I’m still a man just like you.” He said. “E'yarna likes you.”


“Likes me Milord?” Warem gasped. “More likely she wants to kick my ass.”


“She’s been on the SCIMITAR for three years now and in all that time I think every single Lycavorian on this ship has hit on her at one point or another.” Andro said. “You are the first one to get that much of a reaction out of her. Normally she just cusses them out… but she actually knocked you around. That’s a good sign.”

“You are jesting Milord.” Warem said with wide eyes. “Aren’t you?”


Andro looked at Bren. “Bren?”


Bren nodded his head. “It’s the truth.” He stated. “She has also never crossed her arms and stuck her chest out at any of them like she did with you.”


“Milord… surely you are joking with me.” Warem said. “She was angry. She wanted to kick my mida.”


“Trust me on this Warem.” Andro said. “You want her to become interested in you… put aside the ladies man routine and show her that she is worth the effort you put forth. Most elf females will not arbitrarily sleep with any male unless they believe that a relationship will ensue and be sincere. If that’s what you want… then show her this. If it isn’t… stick with females of our kind Warem. They will know exactly what you want and they won’t expect something more in return.”


Warem looked at Dutkne quickly and then back to Andro. “Thank you Milord.” He spoke.

Andro smiled and looked at Dutkne as Warem turned and headed back to his table. “Dutkne… this is Bren. He is the senior Durcunusaan officer in my security detachment.” Andro said.


“So then you do have security?” Dutkne said as he and Bren shook hands.


Bren laughed. “If that is what you want to call it.” He chortled. “I haven’t been able to protect him since he was sixteen. He won’t let me. Besides… when you have four tons of teeth and tail wherever you go, you can’t get much more secure than that.”


Dutkne grinned and nodded his head. “I see your point. Where are Wayonn and Helen?”


Andro pulled him along as they began to walk further into the mess lounge. “They are eating together in one of the smaller lounges on the deck above us.” He replied as he directed them back toward the table Dutkne had just left. “Probably devising more ways to drive my father and I completely insane with their cryptic talk.”


Dutkne rolled his eyes. “Ah yes… cryptic talk. Sometimes I wonder if that is an inbred trait among our Pralor ancestors. It is an incredibly taxing method of teaching; for those poor slobs doing the learning that is.”


Andro grinned. “I take it you get that quite a bit from Wayonn?”


“You have no idea.” Dutkne said. “Though I would hazard a guess and say that since Helen is also descended from my grandfather, our Aunt it would seem, I would say that you and your father know exactly what I am talking about.”


“In that you would be a hundred and ten percent accurate.” Andro stated. 


“Then you know of the mind twisters they can hit you with?” Dutkne said.


Andro chuckled again. “Only too well.” He said as they came up to the table where Devra and the others sat. Nirilo and Drey started to get to their feet but Andro waved them down. “You will find that on this ship we do not stand on protocol.” Andro said. “I hate protocol in fact. Gives me a heat rash.”


Neither Drey nor Nirilo could keep from smiling broadly as they returned to their seats and Andro looked at Devra. “Regent Re Mydala… I would like to introduce you to Commander Bren of the Durcunusaan.”


Bren bowed his head as Devra came to her feet. “Regent… it is an honor.” He said.


Devra looked at this dark haired man intently. He was easily six feet plus and looked to be well over two hundred pounds of chiseled muscle. His dark eyes twinkled with something that Devra had never seen in before and it caused her to shiver slightly. “Commander.” She said in reply. 


Andro looked at her. “I have arranged for you to stay at my villa on Cranae Island in the port city of Gytheio once we arrive on Earth. All of your party actually. Dutkne and the others, with the exception of Wayonn, will be staying at my brother Resumar’s villa a short distance away.”

“That is not necessary Prince Androcles.” Devra said. “We would be more than satisfied with guest quarters.”


Andro smiled. “They are guest quarters.” He replied. “We are close enough to Earth now that I have already spoken with Sadi within Mindvoice and she is arranging it as we speak. I did not want to use the communications array so that the signal is not picked up by just anyone.”


“In Mindvoice?” Arduri asked now. “We are still… we are still over an hour from Earth are we not?”


Andro looked at her and nodded. “Yes.”


“You are strong enough to talk to her from here?” Arduri asked.


“Sadi is my anome… we have a much deeper connection that allows us to do many things that others cannot.” Andro said. “It is no different than my father and my mothers.” 


“And do you share this type of connection with all your wives and mates?” Arduri asked.


“To a somewhat lesser degree right now… but yes.” Andro said. 


“And later?” Naesta asked.


“Eventually yes.” Andro said.


“Who don’t you want to know we are coming?” Devra asked calmly.


“There is a possibility that there may still be Kavalian assassins on Earth.” Andro spoke. “Someone of importance is still missing and she is not one who would simply just disappear without reason.”


“Will we be in danger?” Devra asked.


Andro shook his head. “No. I’ve assigned Bren as your personal security and he has several other Durcunusaan team members waiting at my villa to remain with your daughters.” Andro looked at Nirilo. “Between the Durcunusaan and your own security there should be no issues.”


“So we’ll be confined to your villa?” Naesta asked with a tenseness in her voice. 


Andro met her eyes. “It is my home Naesta Re Mydala. Not a prison. I don’t imagine you will want to do much sightseeing, but if there is anything you desire you only need to ask Bren and he can arrange it. Gytheio is a beautiful city and you can go there if you wish. I do not want you going to Sparta at this time for obvious reasons.”


“So you are dismissing us then?” Arduri asked with a very neutral voice.


“Not hardly.” Andro spoke. “Based on what I have already studied of the information that your mother gave to me, I have many questions for you. This is my home you will be staying at. It has become the… temporary headquarters for me since my father must remain dead for now and I am… I am in charge so to speak. At least that is what everyone thinks right now. It will not look odd if I choose to work out of my home for a time.”


“How much time?” Devra asked.


“Until such time as I discover why the Kavalians have attacked my family in so many locations and what their ultimate goals are.” Andro answered. “That does not mean however that we will do nothing to attempt to find your daughter. I gave you my word and I intend to keep it. Our intelligence division is taxed right now and The Wilds is a very large place, but we will find where these men have taken your daughter.”

“And you are going to do this all for nothing?” Naesta asked.


“Naesta!” Devra snapped turning to look at her. “Enough of this… please!”


“You have nothing I want Naesta Re Mydala.” Andro said calmly. “You seem to have some preconceived notion of who and what my people are. Whatever the history you have with Dutkne and the Protectorate does not widen to include us, though I believe this attitude extends less from Dutkne and the others and more from what you fear and what you don’t seem to understand. Or what you don’t want to understand. As I told your mother… if you will allow me and others to show you, I think you will find that we are not so different from you and your people in what we desire. We just go about it differently. If your sister is in The Wilds… then we will find her. It is not a matter of if… it is a matter of when. You just need to trust us.”

“Trust is a relative term Androcles Leonidas.” Naesta said softly. “It is not something very easily earned.”


Andro nodded. “You see… something we agree on Naesta Re Mydala. We are starting already.” He said with a smile. “There is hope for us yet.”


Naesta met his gaze and for the first time since coming here with her mother, she allowed the genuine smile to crack her soft violet lips. “Perhaps.” She said softly.

Andro turned his head and his eyes found Lu'ria and Ne'Veha watching him expectantly. He turned back to Devra. “Regent Re Mydala… you will be joining us on my STRIKER DT when we leave the SCIMITAR once she is in orbit but if you will excuse me now… I have neglected my SirsanGai for too long since I turned her.”


Devra opened her mouth to reply but her choice of words died in her throat as in two incredible bounds Androcles Leonidas had leaped across thirty meters of mess lounge and gather Ne'Veha into his arms. She watched as the elven female wrapped her arms around his shoulders and they shared a blistering kiss of passion right there in front of everyone as Lu'ria and his sisters looked on with beaming faces. She turned slowly back to Bren and saw his own dark eyes gazing at her and she felt that shiver course through her once more.


“They are… they are quite passionate.” She stammered.


Bren smiled. “Wait until you see him greet his anome Sadi, but it has been like that for anyone who spends much time around the Leonidas family. They have a very unique and quite unquenchable passion about them. It is contagious.” He answered as he settled into the chair next to Nirilo and Dutkne pulled one from another table. 
“What he just said.” Arduri asked. “What does it mean?”

“SirsanGai?” Bren asked.

Arduri nodded. “Yes.”

“Elven Heart.” Bren answered. 

“And she is like him?” Devra asked as she reached for her own chair. “She is wolf?”

Bren nodded. “Yes… Lu'ria he turned in order to save her life and Ne'Veha he turned because she wanted it and he loves her.”

“But this Sadi… she is his…” Arduri began.

“His anome… his soulmate.” Bren answered. “Yes that is true.”

“And yet he can still say he is in love with these others.”Arduri said softly. “That doesn’t seem… that doesn’t seem possible.” 

“It is.” Bren spoke. “He is much like his father in that regard… and to this day no one is able to explain it. No one tries anymore. As with our Queens, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha, Carisia and Sadi love each other just as much as they love him. Sadi is his anome, and she will always have a larger pull over him based on that fact, but never doubt they don’t love each other.”

“Are there many relationships like theirs and his father?” Devra asked. 

Bren shook his head quickly. “No. They are very rare… though the most well known among them happen to be close to the Leonidas family which should tell you a lot. The man the King considers his brother has two mates, both elven females, one he turned and the other he did not. She is also a Drow like Lu'ria. I’m sure you will meet them all at some point if you remain among us for any length of time. One of the things we cherish as a people is family.” He waited for Devra to return to a sitting position as he gazed at her. “I imagine you do as well or you would not be here.”

Devra met his eyes evenly. “Yes.”

“Good… another thing that we have in common it seems.” Bren said looking at Naesta. “We may not be that different at all.” He turned back to Devra. “I’d like to ask some questions if I may.”


Devra nodded. “Certainly. What sort of questions?” She replied.


“Andro and Dutkne here have given me some idea of the history of your people.” Bren spoke evenly. “I’d like to hear in your words about the history of your people with this Orionis Syndicate.”

It didn’t take Andro long to pull Ne'Veha and Lu'ria out of the mess lounge and walk with them back to the large Ready Room he shared with Sa'sur. She was on the bridge and he just wanted to spend time with his elven mates before his duties took him away once more. He rested on the floor with Ne'Veha sitting on one side, Lu'ria the other. Their heads rested on his shoulders, the fingers of their hands entwined with his and they basked in the feeling of his aura swirling around them and his physical presence beside them.

[You will grow stronger… both of you.] Andro’s voice filled their minds. [Sadi and I will always help you, but do not be afraid to ask anyone within my family about something that seems odd or out of place to you.]

[These new Lycavorians?] Ne'Veha asked. [Are they our friends?]


[Lu'ria asked the same question.] Andro replied. [And I believe they are. They are part of the Lost Ones that my father has been searching for. And this Dutkne… he is somehow different than the others.]


[In what way?] Lu'ria asked.


[There is a connection I have with him.] Andro answered. [Like I know him… like I have always known him. It is very strange… but it is comforting at the same time.]

[Andro…] Lu'ria drew her head back and looked at him. [I spoke with my mother. She says… she told me that my entire family is waiting to meet with you at the villa.]


Andro nodded. [I knew this Ilythiiri Tessai. It doesn’t frighten me.]

[My father… he may not be happy my love.] She told him. [He is a very traditional Drow and he wanted me to marry a Drow warrior that he thought could…]


Andro reached up and touched her cheek, loving the way his tanned skin contrasted against her dark caramel colored skin. [You let me worry about your father Ilythiiri Tessai. No one will separate us now that we are all together. I won’t allow it.]


Lu'ria’s face beamed ay his words and she rested her head on his shoulder again. [We are not yet all together Andro.] Ne'Veha spoke softly. [Not as we should be.]

Andro smiled. [You have been talking with KertaGai.] He said.


[Yes… but I feel it as well Androcles.] Ne'Veha said. [It is like an echo… an empty thread in Mindvoice that is supposed to be filled.]


[SirsanGai is right qu'ess d'ussta xukuth.] Lu'ria spoke. [I feel it too.]



Andro nodded. [I know… I feel it too… but I have only just discovered you Ilythiiri Tessai and SirsanGai is newly wolf. I want time to explore all of you.]

[Destiny sometimes does not wait for us qu'ess d'ussta xukuth. You know that better than us.] Lu'ria said.


Andro smiled and nodded his head. [How well I know this.] He stated. [We…]

The internal COM shattered their moment and Andro’s eyes darkened at the unwanted interruption as Sa'sur’s voice broke into their time together. “Andro… we’re receiving a Priority Alpha communication on your Spartan 11 channel. It’s from Resumar and it’s coming in on an odd frequency.”


Andro nuzzled both Lu'ria and Ne'Veha’s elven ears as he got to his feet quickly. “What do you mean odd?” He asked as he stood completely.


“Very high frequency and incredibly focused on a narrow beam.” Sa'sur answered.


“He’s using the MV ship’s COM array.” Andro said as he moved for his desk. “Route it here to my desk Sa'sur. And have Helen and Wayonn join me as soon as they can. Dutkne as well.”


“We are here already.” Helen’s voice broke in as Lu'ria and Ne'Veha turned. They saw Wayonn and the vampire officer Valin but ignored them both and held out their hands for her. Helen didn’t hesitate and took their hands as they drew her close. “Wayonn, Valin and I were coming to speak with you anyway.”

Wayonn stopped just behind Helen, Valin moving to the side as they all turned to look at Andro as he tapped on his command console and the holodisc on the floor activated, flickered and then cleared instantly with the image of Resumar. 
“Res!” Andro barked. “What is wrong? Have you been compromised?”

Resumar shook his head. “No. Andro… we think… we think we know why we can’t feel mother within Mindvoice. Why there is nothing but a void there… as if she is gone.”

“We?” Andro asked.

They watched as Resumar reached to the side and the female hand took his and he gently pulled Shiria into the transmission. Wayonn gasped and stepped forward instantly. “Shiria?” He almost shouted.

Andro looked at him quickly and then back to the transmission as he gazed at the very attractive and exotic looking female. He moved around the desk slowly his azure eyes focused on her, alarms going off in his head and in his blood that this was another person he should know. 

“It is very good to see you again Wayonn.” Shiria spoke with a dazzling smile. “It has been too long in my opinion.” Her dark eyes fell on Androcles and her smile grew more brilliant. “And you are Androcles Leonidas no doubt. Your eyes give you away you know.”

Helen stepped forward quickly after glancing at Wayonn. “Andro… Andro she is a…”

“Pralor.” Andro said softly as realization dawned on him.

If it was possible Shiria’s smile grew even wider and her dark eyes shone with happiness. Wayonn stepped closer to the transmission.” Shiria what are you doing? You should not be there! It is dangerous!”

Shiria looked at Resumar and then back to Wayonn. “I am quite safe Wayonn… I doubt very much a descendant of Sumar would allow any harm to come to me. I now have twice the security I normally have thanks to Resumar and we have information that Androcles needs to hear. I decided it was time to stop playing this hiding game that you have insisted I play for ten millennia. When I received the signal that Avatar 341 had been activated and would not longer respond to my directives I came here immediately. It’s a good thing too.”

“If The Kavalians discover you are there…” Wayonn exclaimed.

“They won’t.” Shiria stated. “At least not yet.”

“Shiria…”

“No Wayonn… you have protected my existence for ten thousand years! I know why this needed to be done and I accepted it… but not any longer!” Shiria spoke calmly. “All of us… all of us with Pralor blood can feel the call now Wayonn. We can no longer deny it… not even you. I will no longer deny it. I want to be among my people… those who have the same blood pumping in their veins.”

Andro looked at Wayonn his eyes wide. “She is… she is a pureblood Pralor?” He gasped.

Wayonn nodded slowly. “For lack of a better term… yes.”

Shiria chuckled in the transmission. “I actually like the term pureblood.” She stated with a grin. “It sounds so feral.”

“She is the last of the Pralor species. I was going to wait and tell your father when this business with the Kavalians was over.” Wayonn spoke softly. “I did not expect she would do something so foolish though.”

“She has done nothing foolish old man!” Resumar snapped angrily. “She and those she came with kept the Coven from escaping this planet with detailed plans of VORTEX Cruiser 341 and if not for her we would never have discovered what we have in regards to my mother! Now be silent and let me speak to my brother old man!”

Wayonn took his words in stride and he even felt the small smile cross his face. He hadn’t expected so forceful a reaction from Resumar, but he was very happy he got it. It gave him a great deal of peace that Resumar Leonidas would defend Shiria no matter the cost. Helen did not let it slip however.

“Resumar Leonidas… that is not the way you have been raised to speak to your elders and your betters!” She barked loudly. “We will have words when I see you again young man!”

Resumar blinked several times but looked properly chastised and he bowed his head to her. “Forgive me Feravomir. This man… he is not you.”

“Enough of this!” Andro snarled. “I am tired of not knowing what is going on and who all the players are! Everyone be silent and let me speak to my brother!”

“Androcles we…” Wayonn began to speak.

Helen turned quickly and held up her hand, shaking her head just enough to get her point across. [We do not want to interfere grandfather. Not when he is like this. We would not like the reaction we get.] 
“Brother… talk to me! What have you found out! Is the ship…?” Andro started.
Resumar dismissed everyone around him and looked at Andro. “We devised a way to complete our mission with what we have on hand as I told you before. That is nearly complete. Another day at most. The Coven survivors hit us yesterday Andro. They knew how to breach the ship in a way that suggests that either Yuri or Aikiro gave them the information from Xaxon’s dark influence.”
“Sibfla!” Andro swore. “We did not think of that!”

“We did not know of it at the time brother.” Resumar said. “They did not go after the cores as we expected Andro. They were almost empty anyway. They went after the other Avatars.”
“Other Avatars?” Andro said.

Shiria nodded from her spot next to him. “VORTEX Cruiser 341 had five avatars Androcles. Only one is ever operating at a time.”

“Had?” Andro asked.

“We had to destroy three of them Andro. And one just stopped operating when it detected me.” Resumar answered. “The Coven however, they made it off the ship with six data pads worth of what they downloaded from the avatars. We were able to neutralize all but two of them.”

Andro moved closer to him in the transmission. “What did they get Res?” He asked.

“I’ll let Avi answer that.” Resumar replied.

Andro saw the familiar hulking form of Avi come up behind his brother. “Avi… talk to me.”

-As Resumar stated they were able to download six data pads Androcles. Essentially every bit of knowledge held within the avatars themselves about this ship, its systems, the history cores, and countless star systems-

“What was on the pads they did get Avi?” Andro asked.

-Quantum Drive Propulsion Schematics. Sublight Engine Designs and Base Core Fields- Avi’s red eyes focused on him. –Androcles… they were able to secure several different types of advanced weapons designs. Many of them for this very ship… but the principle variants can be adjusted easily with the base plans-

“Nubou!” Andro growled viciously.

Resumar stepped forward. “I’m sorry Andro.” He stated.

Andro looked at his brother. “This is not your fault Resumar!” He insisted turning back to him. “None of it! We were unprepared for the existence of this ship and the mission happened too quick! Sibfla! Avi… how long before they could have working prototypes of what they stole?”

-Six months at a minimum for the weapon designs Androcles. A year at most for the Propulsion Plants- Avi answered. –The Coven engineers are equally as skilled as Zaala Randall but will not have her sense of safety-

“The machine is right.” Valin interrupted now causing them to look at him.

“Admiral Valin?” Andro said.

“The Empress had a special shipyard built for just this purpose. The thing is massive and it orbits the third moon of Usu Ozeib 7.” Valin spoke. “I have seen it. If they got away, this is where they will go with the new data to begin work immediately.”

Andro turned back to Resumar. “Narice and I will speak of this when she returns with Arrarn.” He said quickly. “You said something about why we can’t feel mother. What have you discovered Res? Tell me!”

“Andro… I don’t think we can feel mother not because she may be dead… but because her Mindvoice Etheric resonance is being blocked.”

Andro’s head drew back and his eyes grew a little wider. “Blocked?” He asked. “How is that even possible?”

“It is possible.” Valin spoke now moving even closer to Andro. “It is not only possible… it is a fact.”
Wayonn looked at the man he had know only as a boy many years ago. “You can not completely block a Mindvoice resonance.” He said. “Even the Pralors never managed to do that.”

Valin looked at him. “Oh but you did Wayonn.” He said seeing Wayonn’s eyes grow larger. “Yes... I remember you Wayonn. I was only a boy, not yet ten years old when you came to see my parents. A vampire father and Lycavorian mother. You came to see them and you told them who my mother was. The last descendant of the Lycavorian Fifth Ruling Bloodline. That you had made it so deep into High Coven space impressed my father enough to listen to you. My father… he loved my mother with all that he was and he did not care that she was wolf and so very different from him. And she adored him equally. So much so that he made her to look like a vampire so that at first glance she would not be noticed. My father’s last words to me were to honor my mother’s bloodline just as you had asked them to do so many years before. When Cirith was born they told me… they told me she would be the key. To keep her safe, for one day a time would come when that bloodline… our bloodline would be needed. That time is coming, isn’t it Wayonn? It is why I felt the need to lay with that wench Aikiro and hide who I was. It is why I forced her to give birth to Cirith, and it is why I have protected my daughter, trained her to be perfect all of these years.” Valin moved closer to him. “That is why we both felt the need to leave the Coven now, isn’t it? We discover something new about ourselves every minute… is that not what you told my father?”
Wayonn nodded slowly. “It is.”

“You are the one he gave the Coven records to, isn’t he?” Valin spoke. “The records of the Black Day and the slavery after?”

“Yes.”

“Then you should know that the Pralors did invent the technology to do what Resumar Leonidas says.” Valin spoke. “It was not intended for this task as you built them, but you did develop the technology.”
“Explain yourself Admiral! Quickly!” Andro barked.

Wayonn’s eyes were wide now. “The negative resonance chambers” He said softly.

Valin looked at Andro and moved closer. “Yes… the rooms on the ships!” Valin told him. “You must know of them! If City Ship 19 had them… then City Ship 41 had them.”

Andro nodded. “I know of them!” He snapped. “Why would…” His eyes grew larger.

“Of course!” Wayonn exclaimed moving up to Andro as Dutkne came rushing into the room now. “Shiria… did you…” He began to speak to the transmission.

“Yes Wayonn.” Shiria answered. “341 detected trace levels of residual components from inside the negative resonance chambers of CS19.”

Valin nodded. “It was something she worked on for decades.” Valin spoke still looking at Andro. “We called them Static Inhibitors!”
“Xaxon!” Wayonn spoke. “He was a technical genius with negative resonance waves! If his Mindvoice essence is as intact as I think it is, then he could pass this information to Aikiro easily. Even Yuri. Almost anyone!”

Valin moved closer to Andro still, right up next to him. “An entire developmental batch of these were taken during a Kavalian Raid on one of the High Coven Research facilities near Pe’Iohagro. She had many senior officers that defected to the Kavalians Androcles. Several of them that are still alive and had knowledge of this facility and what these Static Inhibitors could do.”
“But why?” Andro asked no one in particular. “Why attempt to kill my father… all of us? Why take her? It doesn’t make any sense! None of it!”

Dutkne moved up beside him. “Then they intended to use her as a tool.” He stated. “To force the Union to do what these Kavalians wanted.”

Andro shook his head. “My mother would never betray the Union! Never!” He stated. “And she would never allow anyone who remained to concede anything for her return! She would take her own life first!”

“Even if they thought you were all dead except for your mother?” Dutkne asked softly. “Your entire family? They… the Union Senate would do nothing to avoid a full scale war?”

Andro met his eyes. “This is crazy.” He said. “What could they hope to accomplish?”
“To keep the Union out of the war with the Coven.” Valin said. “It has to be! Why else go to these lengths? They must have known you were training the Coven dragons long ago in order to plan things this well. This way… if they held your mother prisoner… they could guarantee you would not interfere while they took the Coven apart!”

Andro looked at him. “They could do this?” He asked.

Valin nodded. “Yes. Not within the next few years… but they can breed their clones in cycles. Each cycle is bigger. In ten or fifteen years they would have worn the High Coven down enough to eventually wipe them out by sheer numbers. If they held your mother… and the rest of your family was dead… they could guarantee that none of you would attempt to rescue her and that you would remain out of the war as they destroyed the Coven.”

“Pusintin is not that smart.” Helen snapped.

“Perhaps not Dustha.” Shiria spoke once more from the transmission. “But Keleru is. I have had someone inside their network for over thirty years now… and even we did not see this coming. These attacks against the Union now. It all makes sense though, the way your vampire friend just explained. It also ties in with the way they assisted the overthrow of your mother on Hadaria as Resumar has explained it to me. The Hadarian Elders… this Buonau and Wiktor, they kept trying to take your siblings Retta and Calyb did they not?”
Andro looked at her. “Yes.”

“Which means Buonau and Wiktor must have had some idea what the Kavalians were planning all along.” Helen said as she put it all together. “Why else continue to try and take Retta and Calyb from your mother and father? They wanted what they thought belonged to them before the Kavalians acted as they have, knowing they would kill Retta and Calyb as well as the other young ones.”

Shiria nodded. “And it is why they continue to pour troops towards Hadaria via this Jump Gate that you cannot find!”

“Andro… according to Shiria’s contact, they have over five million troops on Hadaria right now. And nearly a thousand ships in the active system.” Resumar spoke. “If we are ever to take Hadaria back we need to stem that flow now. Andro… we must execute Command Order Nineteen.”

Helen glanced between the two brothers her eyes wide. “What… what is this?” She demanded. “What is Command Order Nineteen? Resumar?” She looked at Androcles. “Andro?”

 “ENOUGH!” Andro shouted as he snarled angrily. He moved to his desk once more and stabbed his finger down on the console. “Sa'sur?”
“Go!” She answered immediately.

“My grandfather Riall! Get him on a secure COM right now!” Andro demanded.

“Stand by!”

Helen stepped forward slowly. “Andro what… what are you going to do?” She asked softly. “What is this Order Nineteen?”
Andro looked at her. “Something my father would have expected me to do a long time ago.” He stated. “Sa'sur… how long until we reach Earth?”

“We’ll be entering the system in eighteen minutes.” Sa'sur answered. “I have Admiral Riall. Routing it to you now.”

Andro watched as the face and shoulders of his grandfather appeared in the holoimage projected from the desk. “Grandfather?”

“Andro… Sa'sur said it was urgent. What is wrong? Where are you?” Riall demanded.

“Eighteen minutes from entering the system and an hour from Earth.” Andro answered. “Where are my brothers and sisters?”

“I did as you instructed me. I just put them on an AUTUMN MOON with Gorgo and Dasha not an hour ago.” Riall said. “We got them out under cover of night and they are on their way to Curila 6 as we speak.”

“Our façade is holding?” Andro asked.

Riall nodded. “For now… yes.” He answered immediately. “The Netnews people are beginning to reach out to their own contacts within The Wilds however, to try and discover what is happening with your mother Dysea on Kranek.”
“They will get no where near Kranek.” Andro stated confidently. “Anyone who tries now will be killed instantly by the forces still there.”

“I warned them of that.” Riall stated. “They chose not to listen.”

“Nubou them!” Andro snarled. “Grandfather… what are the estimates from our drones and contacts on what the Kavalians have put on Hadaria?”

“You… you won’t like it?” Riall answered.

“I’m sure.” Andro spoke looking at Helen directly.

“The last report came in an hour ago.” Riall stated. “At least a hundred divisions of ground troops and nearly a thousand ships in the Hadarian system. No one at JGC can say how they are operating our Gates and they’ve tried everything they know to shut them down. Our only guess is they built a Gate close to the border somewhere and then somehow got their hands on our codes and have linked into our system in and around Hadaria.”

Andro looked at one of them men who had guided him as he grew. A man whose total knowledge of fleet operations and ship to ship combat was nearly unmatched by anyone. A man who commanded the whole of the Union Fleet and military for that very reason. “Grandfather… I need you to do something by my order and my order only.”

Riall nodded his head slowly. “Command me.”

“Grandfather… Admiral Riall… I need you to execute Command Order Nineteen on my authorization, transfer the command overrides to me here on the SCIMITAR and I need you to do so immediately.” Andro said.

“Andro… we…” Riall began to speak but shook his head. “I will do it.” He said finally.

“No… this is my decision and mine alone. Transfer the overrides here.” Andro spoke.

Helen moved forward now. “Riall… what is this Command Order Nineteen? I demand you tell me right now!”

Riall seemed to be working at his console and he finally looked up and nodded. “It is done.” He said.

Andro watched the display on his console light up with several lines of code and he nodded. “Thank you.”

“Andro… you don’t have to do this.” Riall said.

“Is there another way to stop the Kavalian reinforcements?” Andro asked.

Riall shook his head. “Not that we have discovered so far. No one’s command codes work Andro, it’s like they have all been locked out of the system somehow.”

“A traitor.” Resumar spoke from the main holotransmission.

Andro nodded. “Then it must be done.” He said softly. He looked first to Lu'ria and Ne'Veha and saw in their beautiful eyes unquestioned trust and love. “Sa'sur… realign the subspace deflector array please. Coordinates 75639.4 and lock.”

Sa'sur’s voice was soft when she replied only a few seconds later. “Coordinates 75639.4 confirmed and locked.”

Andro looked at his brother in the holotransmission. “Res… I have help coming your way. Once you complete your mission… you’ll have a new one. Send me whatever data you have so far, everything from the ship.”

Resumar nodded. “Avi is standing by to transmit.” He stared at his brother. “There’s no other way Andro.”

“I know.” Androcles answered. “I will confirm what you believe when we reach Earth Resumar. You know that our father lives.”

Resumar nodded somberly. “Yes. What of 341 Andro?”
“He is no different than Avi.” Andro answered. “He goes with you. He is too valuable to us as a teacher to let what he knows die with that ship.”

Resumar nodded. “I’ll make it so.”

“I will contact you in six hours Resumar. Be standing by.” Andro said. “SCIMITAR out.” Andro turned as Dutkne came up to him and stood directly in front of him. “I can’t let it happen again Dutkne.” He said softly.
Dutkne nodded. “I know.” He whispered back.

Androcles Leonidas turned back to his control console and without pause he stabbed his finger down on the blinking green light. There was a confirming beep and then he looked up at Helen. “I’m sorry Feravomir… but I will not let it happen again.”

“Let what happen?” Helen gasped. “What did you just do Androcles?”

“If everyone will excuse me… I need to tend to my bonded sister.” Andro spoke before turning on his heels and walking out.

“Andro?” Helen called to his back. “Androcles Leonidas anse forn!” She whirled around and stabbed her own finger down on the control console. “Sa'sur?”

“I am here Feravomir.” Sa'sur’s soft voice answered.

“You will tell me what just happened Sa'sur!” She snarled. “What did Andro just do?”

“The only thing we could do to stem the flow of Kavalian troops to Hadaria Feravomir.” She answered. 

“And that would be what?” Helen nearly shouted.

“Androcles just sent the automated signal that will command the four Jump Gates leading to Hadaria’s home system to self destruct.” Sa'sur told her not seeing Helen’s eyes go wide in horror and shock. “In twenty seconds the four Gates will implode.”

“Sa'sur… that will… that will kill anything traveling in those Gates as well as anything within half a light year!” Helen exclaimed. “There could be… there could be refugee ships moving for those Gates!”

“Yes Feravomir… we have been tracking everything within the system.” Sa'sur said softly.
“How many?” Helen shouted.

“Twenty-three Feravomir.” Sa'sur answered. “Nineteen of them will be caught within the blast radius of the four Gates.”

“How… how many people?” Helen gasped.

“Feravomir…”

“How many of our people damn it!” Helen snarled.

“If the ship classes are accurate and they are fully loaded… nearly three million four hundred thousand.” Sa'sur answered painfully.

Helen staggered back as if she was in physical pain and Wayonn and Lu'ria caught her as she shuddered in agony. “Son vada carians.” She whispered. “No!”

