CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT
CABELIR 

KFI MILITARY HEADQUARTERS

“…did this happen?” Keleru roared as he threw the data pad across the conference room and let it shatter against the far wall. None of the twelve senior Pride leaders presently in the room wanted to speak for fear of being on the receiving end of Keleru’Puat’s legendary temper. “Will none of my Military Council answer me and make me understand?”


The darker furred Kavalian near the end of the table looked around and finally stood up. As with all Kavalians he was tall and heavily built, but the years were beginning to show on his body in the gray hair that dotted his fur and the slight paunch of his midsection underneath his uniform.

“I… I believe several of us in this room voiced this very concern Prefect.” He stammered softly. “Including Marshall Pusintin and Admiral Menot himself.” The man spoke motioning to the holographic figure of Admiral Menot who was speaking from Hadaria and did not appear happy in the least.


Keleru glared at the older man for a long moment before finally taking a deep breath and getting his anger under control. He nodded his head slowly as he returned to the table. “You are correct Admiral Nykow. You are correct.” Keleru pulled up the chair he had shoved aside and thrown to the floor and righted it in his usual spot. “Our plans have gone almost perfectly and I have no one to blame but myself and the decisions I have made for the two failures that we have sustained.” He settled into the chair and took a deep breath. “Very well gentlemen…many did we lose?” Keleru asked keeping his voice calm.


“Six million three hundred thousand clones Prefect.” Another Pride leader spoke from across the table immediately. He was one of the youngest men in the room and one of the most inexperienced. “The majority of them were in their final stage of life and were no longer counted within the active forces.” He tried to put the spin on it.

“I counted them!” Menot barked angrily from the holodisc transmission that was active along the wall. “I needed those men and ships!”


Keleru held up his hand quieting Menot from within the transmission. “And how many ships?”


“The last group we were sending Prefect. Two Heavy Fleet Groups. Almost four hundred and fifty ships. Over half of them were front line warships Prefect, among them some forty-one GREATSOUL Dreadnoughts.” The Pride leader answered.


Keleru looked at the man intently. “Do we know who gave this order Admiral Kama?” He asked.


“There are only a handful of Union officers that would have the ultimate authorization to order the destruction of the Gates Prefect.” Kama answered him. “Fleet Admiral Riall of course. General/Colonel Simpson… perhaps one of the Elven Generals on Earth… this Tareif or Vengal.”
“I checked with our Intelligence Division before coming here Prefect.” Nykow spoke once more as he remained standing and took the lead again. “They believe it was the son we failed to kill. Androcles Leonidas.”

“He would never order such a thing!” Another Pride leader hissed. “The Hadarian wench is one who he regards as mother and we know she escaped and is still alive somewhere. Over seventy percent of those killed on the civilian ships were no doubt Hadarians attempting to escape the blockade we were putting in place subtly. He would not order the deaths of so many of his mother’s people!”

Nykow nodded his head. “That is true Ugant, however in many respects Prefect he is a near duplicate to his father. There are many who were alive in the time of his grandfather some three thousand years ago that still live in Sparta and they believe he is closer to that King Leonidas in his overall demeanor. He would not hesitate to give such an order, he may weep while doing so, but he would give the order prefect. I concur with our Intelligence people. It had to be the son.”

“And risk his mother’s wrath?” The same man spoke again.

“Through all the contacts we have had with the Hadarians in the last eighteen months, helping them to plan their little coup, we have learned a great deal about this Anja Leonidas who spit so happily in our faces be refusing us access to their Healers.” Nykow continued. “The most diminutive of his Queens she may be… but she is the most like Leonidas. Even more so than the child Queen Aricia was, who we all know was extraordinarily vicious in battle with the Evolli. The Hadarian witch’s own history lays out quite a list of events where she chose the greater good of the Union over her own people, which upset many on her homeworld. The Queen of the Hadarians she may have been, but like all of his Queens, she thinks like a Spartan before and above all else.”
“Taking Hadaria back from the High Coven cost them over a hundred and fifty million lives three millennia ago Nykow.” Kama spoke now. “If the history of the Union is accurate, the High Coven had only a third of the numbers we had planned to put on that planet. Half of what we now have there. Do any of you in this room think they have the stomach to lose so much again?”

“Given that the son ordered this when we did not expect him too…” Nykow spoke. “I suggest we do not underestimate what he is capable of. His father would never have gone after Matuarr at the embassy as he did. We must remember this one important fact… he is not his father and he is responsible for more Evolli deaths during that war than any other.”

“Evolli?” Kama declared. “We are not Evolli Nykow!”

“We supported them, supplied them and trained them.” Nykow spoke calmly. “No matter where he fought them, in the stars or on the ground, he slaughtered them. Even with some of our most advanced weapons at their disposal.”


“No... Nykow is right and he is not his father. And we didn’t kill him when we had the opportunity!” Another Pride Leader spoke now as the others began to relax knowing Keleru was not going to execute them all. He turned and looked at Keleru. “We recommended that we deploy more experienced forces to Kranek and Hadaria Prefect. Instead we sent what were essentially second level ships and troops and they were obliterated.”

“The new batches of clones will replace those we lost within weeks.” Kama spoke again dismissing the man’s comment. 

“How do you propose we get those new batches of clones to Admiral Menot on Hadaria Kama?” Another older Pride Leader called Kaomi spoke from down the table. “Hadarian space may be ours but the Union is not going to just let us transport hundreds of thousands of troops openly across their territory to reach Hadarian space. The nearest gate to Hadarian space now is only hours from Apo Prime. Without the use of their Hadarian Jump Gate corridors we would have to send them on a near three day trip across Union territory… and that is from our nearest border with them. They would never allow this.”


“After what we have done they wouldn’t dare challenge us.” Kama snarled in reply.


“Do not underestimate them Kama.” Nykow spoke again. “The Lycavorian Union is not the High Coven and they will challenge us no matter what we do.”


“They have grown weak since his return and now that he is dead they will be confused and unable to act quickly enough to counter our moves!” Kama continued to press the issue.


“Perhaps now… but that will rapidly not be the case.” Another Pride Leader chimed in now. “They will begin mobilizing their forces as soon as the boy King regains his focus. Yes… Matuarr has given them a warning that will hold them in check right now. But not for very long I fear once the truth is revealed.”


Nykow looked at Keleru who had remained silent so far. “Prefect… do we have anything further on what this Phy'iad reported? He spoke of some sort of ships that jumped directly into the planetary system at Kranek.”

“That’s not possible!” Kama exclaimed. “No ship has the engine power to jump directly into a planet’s system let alone within its gravitational well. Phy'iad is an Immortal and a scum mercenary! He is wrong!”


“An Immortal he may be… but he has decades of experience fighting both the Union and us.” Nykow spoke even handedly. “How do you explain that they were able to annihilate two complete Fleet Groups Kama? Older ships they may have been… but they were battle tested and experienced men.”


“We can not see past their Shrouds!” Kama snapped. “They must have had more ships hiding around Kranek than we thought. It’s the only explanation!”


“And the Coven ships Phy'iad says jumped into the system? Do we just dismiss them as well Kama?” Nykow asked. “After what the vampire witch Aikiro perpetrated against them, attacking his daughter as they did, why would they allow upwards of sixty High Coven ships to provide assistance to them? No… something else entirely happened there and we do not know what it is.”


“Do you have an idea Admiral?” Keleru asked interested now in what his leaders thought.


“No Prefect.” Nykow answered. “I have never heard of ships that could do what Phy'iad says in his report. The most any of our GREATSOUL Dreadnoughts could carry in the way of fighters is far less than what Phy'iad said these two ships emptied into the space around Kranek. Their size alone would indicate some sort of heavy cruiser but to carry this many fighters and be as well armed as his report states… I find it hard to believe. Without having seen it myself I can only speculate and that would do us no good.”


“Then speculate Nykow.” Keleru asked leaning forward. “You have my attention.”


“If you must know Prefect… this could only mean they have developed some new type ship that we have not seen before.” Nykow answered.


“A ship that can jump directly into the gravity well of a planet and begin fighting instantly and launch so many fighters?” Kama complained. “That is beyond anyone’s ability to do.”

“How do we know that?” Nykow asked.


“Laustinos and this Lycavorian Rinard on Hadaria did what they told us they could do Nykow!” Kama snapped angrily. “Hadaria is ours and it cost us naught except information and logistical support that means nothing to us. That dog Leonidas is dead! Many of his children are dead as well? We have hurt them Nykow! Hurt them badly! So the son lives… so what? Once Marshall Pusintin completes his plan the Union will become a non-factor and the son will not matter! We have eliminated the Union as a threat!”


“We may have hurt them badly, but they are by no means toothless Kama.” Nykow spoke calmly. “You seem to forget the High Coven could never conquer them. And Martin Leonidas was only King for twenty-five of the last three thousand plus years while that war raged!”

Kama turned to Keleru. “Prefect… the Marshall’s plan will work won’t it?”


Keleru nodded confidently. “The beginning of the plan is almost near completion, a few more hours at most… but yes. The Ascension Laws within the Union constitution are very clear and have never wavered in any way.”


Kama nodded his head. “And the fools love their laws!” He hissed. “You have seen it yourself Nykow. The Union Senate and Galactic Court did not allow Leonidas to exterminate the Evolli. And even the elven Queen Dysea was approving of that plan! With Hadaria under our control, we already have one judge in our favor.”

“That judge went against our attempt to get the Marshall’s daughter declared a Kavalian citizen.” Nykow spoke. 
“That is not a battle we expected to win given the circumstances.” Keleru said. “Menot… what does this Buonau bitch say?”

Menot nodded. “The Hadarian judge will follow her directives or she will be replaced.” Menot said. “She has already warned her of such a decision.”

“You see Nykow! With the information that Laustinos has given us we can prod and intimidate enough others to see things our way even if they are already part of the Union. And once the Marshall makes his claim to the throne the Union will ultimately fall under our control and save us the effort!” Kama said.

Nykow shook his head slowly and looked directly at Keleru. “Our military plans are not something I doubt Prefect.” He stated confidently. “I am only concerned that we are putting too much faith in what this Laustinos has told us about how they will react. His information is based on what they would do without Leonidas or the oldest son. In truth, with the exception of his time in the Evolli War, nothing is known of the son. Where he lies along the political and military spectrum of things. This is what I believe we should discover… for if he is the one who ordered the destruction of the Gates then that gives us our first insight into his mentality. I am only concerned that perhaps we are moving too fast too soon.”


Keleru nodded now. “These are concerns for me as well Nykow.” He stated. “We will know more once Pusintin contacts us when it is done… however what do you suggest we do now?”


“The son… Androcles… he is the largest unknown and he must be removed. In a military sense alone, he will be all the spark that is needed to keep the Union willing to fight. Politically he will not have as much influence as his father, that much we can reasonably be accurate on and he will be weaker there, but militarily he could rally them easily. He is a proven motivator and superior tactician as well as a savage warrior.” Nykow shook his head slowly. “Ordering the destruction of the Jump Gates was his doing Prefect. I’m sure of it. Only he would make such a radical decision.” Nykow spoke. 
“That is nonsense!” Kama declared.

Keleru shook his head. “No… Nykow may be right.” He said slowly.
“Prefect you can’t believe that?” Kama rasped.

“What I believe is irrelevant.” Keleru stated. “I’m only judging these events on fact. You all know that Pusintin’s youngest son with Jalersi graduated the Puma Bane training last year. Leruk was one of the finest trained Puma Bane Warriors we have ever turned out along with his brother Kalis. All of the instructors said as much. Many of you were there the day he graduated. He was… he was butchered on Iraruzu and all the information we have indicates it was this Androcles. Leruk died violently and missions reports from a follow on team state that it was not even much of a fight.”

“Then the rumors are true?” Kaomi asked softly as other heads turned and eyes grew wider.

Keleru nodded. “Pusintin does not know yet… for you all know how he will react. That information does not leave this room on pain of death. If the son was able to defeat Leruk so easily then he is a threat to any future plans we may have.”

Nykow nodded. “I do not believe we will succeed in manipulating him Prefect. Based on what we now know if we can not directly go after him ourselves, then let us use our contacts in The Wilds and turn them loose Prefect.” Nykow offered hurriedly. “Fleet Admiral Riall and the others we can predict what they will do Prefect… but the son… he is a viable threat to us and our plans. Our organization has the ability and the means to get within the Union and even on Earth, we trained most of them. Sanction them through third parties to eliminate Androcles Leonidas Prefect. Let them go after him, after his wives since they seem to covert their females so. With him dead or mourning the loss of one or more of his precious mates, not only does it make the Union more predictable, it will make what you and the Marshall have devised proceed much easier.”

“And what of the support for Admiral Menot?” Keleru asked.


“We may be able to infiltrate large numbers of our clones into Hadarian space via civilian cargo ships.” Kama interrupted. “We have several dozen Limian transports with all sorts of exquisitely forged documents that we had planned to use in an assault if needed. Let’s use them now!”


“That is a very risky option.” Nykow said calmly. “But it may be the only option open to us right now.”

“Nothing is without risk!” Kama snapped.


Keleru turned to the transmission. “Menot… are the spaceports still open?” He asked the man who had remained silent so far.


Menot nodded. “Yes Prefect. The Union forces were only concerned with getting off the planet, not with destroying anything. The thirteen main cities are now under our complete control. The fool woman Buonau is drunk with the power she perceives she now has. This other woman Wiktor, she is more reserved but they continue to pass the most ridiculous edicts to their people. We are spreading out into the surrounding communities but that is what I needed those troops for! To do it more quickly. I can not send them too far for fear of leaving the cities without enough troops.”


“How many Healers can you send to us?” Keleru asked. Menot didn’t answer right away and Keleru looked at him intently. “Admiral?”


Menot shook his head. “Barely a handful Prefect.” He replied. “None of the Hadarian Healers off world have returned as Buonau ordered them too. Indeed… many of those currently involved in their training courses have refused to continue them. They have been arrested and confined but it will take time for Buonau and the others to gather enough support to force others into service.”


“You have none?” Keleru asked.


“A hundred that are two weeks from completing their schooling Prefect.” He answered him. “I have not learned much of this ability that they possess, but I do know that it is not something all of them have Prefect. It takes time and effort to learn the skills needed to become a Healer Prefect. And then the individual must be able to what they call Ascend every six months.”

“Then learn what you must and make it happen sooner.” Keleru demanded. “Without those Healers we will have to delay our planned invasion of the Coven by several months at least. That is not something I want to do. Not now.”


Menot looked at his Prefect. “That may require I resort to… other means Prefect.” He spoke. “Methods you told me to avoid.”


Keleru shook his head. “Use them now.” He stated firmly. “We did not foresee that the active healers would disregard the orders of Buonau and this other wench and follow the witch Queen’s directives instead.”


“Will you question my methods Prefect?” He asked.


“Not if you succeed.” Keleru answered.


Menot nodded. “Then I will get Healers for you Prefect and I will leave the logistics of getting me more troops to others.”


They all watched as the transmission ended and Keleru turned back to them. “I think we are in agreement then for right now.” He stated. “I will send word to our contacts and do as Admiral Nykow has suggested. Admiral Kama… you will see to getting the Limian transports ready and getting Menot the troops he needs.”

Kama smiled. “As you order Prefect.” He barked happily.


Keleru looked at Nykow as he returned to his seat. “You don’t approve Admiral?” He asked.


“Of killing the son yes Prefect! Wholeheartedly!” Nykow answered. “Of the means to provide more troops to Menot… no.”


“Nykow why do you…” Kama began to berate the older Pride Leader.


“Mind your place Kama!” Nykow snarled at the younger man now as he lost his patience. “I was fighting the Vampire High Coven with your father before you were a dark spot on his balls! I know your father well and he would cuff you in your head for speaking in a such a way to your seniors!”


Kama opened his mouth to retort but Keleru stepped in then. “You are young Admiral Kama.” Keleru spoke. “Young and very bright, but do not overstep your bounds at this table as the leader of your Pride as Nykow has said. Your father may have passed leadership to you, but that does not mean you will disrespect those who are your seniors. And your betters.”


Kama bowed his head. “Forgive me Prefect.” He stammered.


“Nykow… what is it that bothers you about this plan of Kama’s?” Keleru asked sifting in his chair.


“Prefect… you have always asked… you and Marshall Pusintin both… you have always asked us, demanded from us honesty above all else in this room.” Nykow said.


Keleru nodded. “Yes.” He spoke. “If we can not trust and rely upon our military leaders we are nothing. With very little exception there is nothing I nor Pusintin have not shared with you.”


“My apologies Prefect… my statement was not directed at you or the Marshall.” Nykow spoke. “While Kama’s plan is a good one… I do not debate that and I have already said it is the only option open to us right now. I feel the better course of action long term is to find another way to tap into their Gate Corridors again. Sending Limian transports across their borders with no support for three days will take too long and is far too precarious. Yes they are in turmoil… yes they are confused… but this will not last! I have studied the Union and their tactics Prefect and if they discover we are shuttling troops across their borders it will be all the excuse they need to declare immediate war given what we have done. They are holding back now… holding back because we have the elf Queen and their chain of command is shaken. If we give them a reason to unite… well… we all know what will happen.”

“Finding another way to tap into their Gate system would take too long and they will be expecting a move like that!” Kama declared.


“I don’t think they will be.” Nykow spoke shaking his head. “They will be expecting to catch us trying to move men and equipment to Hadaria in whatever way we can and the only thing working in our favor is the openness of their travel corridors. They would not expect us to continue to use deceit and subterfuge.”


“Admiral Menot needs the men!” Kama protested.


“Yes he does.” Nykow spoke. “But Menot is an old soldier like me. Like you Prefect. He will make do with what he has until reinforcements arrive. Ambassador Matuarr has told the son Androcles that we will kill his mother and invade if he retaliates against us. For now that threat will hold. But what about after Prefect, when the full scope of the plan with his elven mother becomes known. He already has shown he will not wholly cling to the sayings of this Galactic Court they so honor. If we provoke him in any way… he will attack Prefect. Without hesitation.”


“Then let him!” Kama spat.


“And fight a war on two fronts against the Coven and the Union?” Another older Pride Leader gasped. “That would be suicide!”


“We must move quickly and divisively!” Kama snapped.

“That does not mean we should abandon caution to the wind!” The same Pride Leader spoke again.


Keleru shook his head. “No… for the moment we will go with Kama’s plan.” He spoke confidently ending further debate about the issue. “I don’t believe they are as organized and unified as you may think Nykow. Not with what Laustinos has told us about those who oppose the Leonidas family.” He got to his feet. “We will stick with the current plan that we have and proceed from there but I will direct our people to begin actively searching for another way to tap into their Gate system Nykow. As you say… that could be invaluable. Now… if you will excuse me.”


All of the men came to their feet as Keleru left, and then they began to file out of the room slowly talking amongst themselves. Nykow looked at the two other Pride Leaders that were close to his age and had voiced caution as they moved close to him. They had seen the same battles and horrors as he had.

“Nykow?” The oldest one asked.

“This does not feel right Latteo.” Nykow spoke softly. “We are moving too fast. Things are happening almost faster than we can keep track of them. Ever since they hatched this plan months ago we have charged ahead heedless of the cost it could mean for us. For our Prides and for the KFI.”


“You have said it was a good plan Nykow.” The second man spoke.


“I do not question the plan itself Kaomi. It is an excellent plan.” Nykow said. “Only the means and speed with which it is being implemented make me question it. We are overlooking too much as we grow closer to the moment we think it will all come together. We are trusting too much to chance.”


“What do you mean?” Latteo asked.


“Qurot is trapped at the embassy on Earth now. The Union will never let him leave.” Nykow said. “Pian’Nruarani has betrayed us and his entire Pride has just vanished. Two of our finest leaders of troops and one of our largest Prides and they are out of the overall equation instantly.”


“Pian is a traitor to his people! To us!” Latteo spoke harshly and loudly. “As are all his Pride members.”


“And I agree.” Nykow spoke. “That does not mean he was not one of our finest leaders and tacticians.”


“The Nruarani are a nomadic Pride Nykow.” Kaomi spoke evenly. “They always have been.”

“So nomadic that they strip everything bare as they leave?” Nykow spoke. “So nomadic that we can find no sign of them at all? None! We have scoured the outer edges of our borders and we find nothing! Where did they go? How did they just up and disappear? No… they have gone somewhere and we don’t know where. In another incident; on the edge of our space with the Union near Ritaah, one of our science vessels reports an unknown explosion on Ritaah and then goes to scrutinize this. That ship has not been heard from since. A squadron of destroyers sent to investigate can find no trace of the ship anywhere in the system or the outlying sector! It too has just vanished! I fear there is much going on that we do not see or do not know enough about to just dismiss it as unimportant. And Kama’s thirst for battle with the Lycavorians is becoming boorish.”


Latteo looked back towards the door then back to his friends. “He will not be so brash when a Lycavorian commander hands him his ass in battle. He has grown too used to fighting the Coven.”


Kaomi looked at him evenly. “You have something on your mind Nykow my friend… say it.”


Nykow looked at him. “We are hurtling towards a finish that we believe we have shaped irrevocably in our favor my friends. What we have not taken into account is how others might alter that finish. And not to our benefit.”


“Do you fear the Lycavorians Nykow?” Latteo asked.


“Don’t you my friend?” Nykow asked in reply. “They are not the High Coven and you know this. They will not throw aside their weapons and run like cowardly dogs in the face of overwhelming odds as the High Coven did. They will stand and fight and they will die, kicking and screaming out their rage as they kill as many of our men as they can before they go. We faced them once before millennia ago, and they sent us scurrying back to our planet with our tails between our legs. We have grown since then and learned and prospered. But so have they. I do not dismiss this Immortal’s reports as Kama does. An Immortal he may be, but he is also an experienced commander of men and ships or the High Coven would have disposed of him long before he deserted them. These ships he speaks of… they give me pause and concern. Why have we heard nothing about them? If they exist, and I’m not saying they do, but if they exist it means there are things that Laustinos did not tell us or does not know. I believe it is the latter, and if it is… then what else have the Lycavorians been up to that we are not aware of? If we… if we continue on this path of recklessness… I fear we invite the same outcome if not something far more terrible. And that is what I fear most of all.”

KAVALIAN GREATSOUL-CLASS DREADNOUGHT

PUSINTIN’S COMMAND SHIP

PRIDE OF PUMAS 


Her head hurt so badly.


She could feel the coolness of the pillow beneath her head, and the military style stiffness of the mattress. She deduced that she was most definitely not in their bed in Sparta. The scents were so very different, and she could not detect the minty smell of her beloved Martin Leonidas nor the honey, lilac or wildflower scents of Anja, Bella or Dysea and not a trace of the lavender and coco scent of her lovely Aricia. Her head throbbed deeply; the ache feeling like someone was inside her skull with a hammer and bashing away incessantly. For'mya was face down on the mattress so that ruled out any hospital that she knew of. Her keen wolf nose could detect a multitude of heavy male scents, none of which she could place or quantify as even being Lycavorian though the strange and pungent peppermint like scent seemed somehow familiar. She moved her head only slightly and For'mya groaned in agony as pain shot through all of her senses. Her hands came up and she gripped the pillow until the wave of pain passed and then her dark brown eyes began to flutter as she tried to open them. The light was not bright which was a definite plus but it hampered her vision. Slowly For'mya blinked several times trying to bring things into focus and just as slowly her vision cleared. She began to make out the sterile furniture of whatever room she was in. Two gunmetal gray dressers built into the obvious ship bulkhead, one just below the view window which showed her nothing but stars. So she wasn’t on Earth anymore which meant Deia and the Senate Durcunusaan Detail had evacuated them. For'mya Leonidas then did the one thing she always did when waking from sleep and she reached out within Mindvoice for those she loved.


And she felt nothing.


For'mya’s eyes grew slightly wider as the memories came rushing back to her. Deia’s office and watching the monitor as the running battle from Tarifa’s home was broadcast live on the Netnews. And then… then she remembered everything and she sat up quickly, the pain in her head now nothing as she remembered she had watched the death of the only man she had ever loved in her entire life.


“MARTIN!!” For'mya Leonidas screamed louder than she had ever screamed in her entire life. She reached out once more in Mindvoice hoping beyond hope it was all a lie but she felt nothing but blackness. She could feel nothing and she staggered from the bed, all her balance and equilibrium shattered. Nothing. Aricia’s musical resonance; Anja’s constant drumbeat of confidence; Dysea’s ripples of balance and Bella’s calm and collected whispers. She could feel none of it. For'mya banged into the bulkhead, shaking her head and the combination of pain and lack of balance made her whole body throb in agony. “MARTIN!!” She screamed again. “NO! MARTIN MY LOVE!” 

“They are gone! Almost all of them!” The deep male voice spoke. “And you need to stop screaming like a stupid elf bitch!”


For'mya’s head snapped around which caused her enough pain to begin with and her brown eyes found him and went wide. He was sitting in the chair, his legs stretched out in front of him casually as he held the mug of liquid in his hand. His dirty blond hair was cut very short, his dark blue eyes cruel, but there was no mistaking his tall, muscular body or that scent now. She had smelled it on Martin faintly as they all laid together in Sparta for a week after the battle in the streets between the two brothers. It was the powerful and pungent scent of his brother.

“Pusintin!” For'mya snarled as viciously as any she wolf could and her first reaction was unfortunately the most painful one. She willed the change on herself just as she leaped into the air towards him.


In mid jump For'mya’s eyes went wide as she didn’t change and instead crashed painfully into the chair beneath her. Her jaw hit the back of the chair as she fell and it went spinning away as she tumbled to the deck in utter torture. The pain in her head was misery and now the added sharpness of the pain lancing through her jaw and neck from the impact. Her eyes had changed, her fangs had extended, but that was the extent of her transformation and she pushed herself to her feet heedless of the shrieks of anguish her body was sending through her nerves. She staggered back from him, waving her hands in front of her almost as if she was blind.


“NO!” She screamed. “NO! MURDERER!”


Pusintin chuckled at her words even as he admired the way she filled out her clothes. She still wore the simple jumpsuit she had worn when they took her from Sparta, blood from her head injury dried into the fabric of her shoulder. Her golden blond hair was stained with blood as well, but with the exception of the cut along her hairline, she was uninjured. Pusintin got to his feet slowly his eyes taking her in. He had never cared for female elves, he found them too haughty and arrogant, and the two that he had raped through the years were simply dead fucks as far as he was concerned. He didn’t understand what his brother had seen in them enough to have two of them as mates. For'mya was not as full figured as Jalersi, her five foot seven height lean and muscular. She did not have much in the way of breasts Pusintin saw, but the jumpsuit she wore conformed to an ass that looked delicious even on an elf and was far tighter and tauter than Jalersi’s.


“I told you to stop screaming bitch! You are hurting my ears!” Pusintin snapped.


“AARRGGHHH!” The sound that came from her throat was anything but a refined elven female. Pusintin saw the black ringed brown eyes and the flash of white fangs before For'mya fell upon him.
For'mya dashed at him surprising Pusintin with her incredible speed until he remembered that she was an elf and a wolf and would have the speed of both. He was unable to stop her hand from whipping out and landing a solid heel strike to his cheek. The pain he felt was real and he glared at her while holding his jaw even as she staggered and began to bring her hand back for another blow. Had she not been so disoriented Pusintin didn’t doubt the blow would have been much more painful. She had surprising strength and the force of the poorly throw strike would have been severe if she had connected fully. At least his brother hadn’t chosen weak females to fuck.

Pusintin’s left hand lashed out and caught her square in the jaw, turning For'mya around as stars burst into her head and she fell once more to the deck holding her face as more pain wracked her tortured head. “Stupid wench!” He growled. “You ever raise your hand to me again and I’ll break your fucking arms!”

For'mya held the side of her face, tears streaming from her eyes and blood leaking from between her lips as she lifted her head and stared at him. “Are you mad?” She gasped. “Why have you done this? What have you done to me?”


Pusintin grinned. “Oh… you mean your little problem within Mindvoice?” He asked her sarcastically as he moved back to the chair. “Wonderful little tool don’t you think?”


For'mya snapped her left arm up and called for her Shi Viska, her eyes going wide when nothing happened and she heard Pusintin laughing. “You can’t call your toy either elf bitch!” He growled twirling his finger around the room. “Power dampeners set up in this room to just the right frequency that it blocks whatever powers your toy. It’s too bad it doesn’t work in open areas and is only focused enough to be used within individual rooms. That technology is very interesting and I’m sure we’ll find out how it works so that we can use it.”

“I’ll tell you nothing murderer!” For'mya shrieked at him. 


Pusintin laughed. “Oh we’ll see.” He stated confidently. “My brother is dead… my Aunt is dead. Almost all of your pathetic children too! It’s a wonderful thing you know.”


“Liar!” For'mya screamed.


Pusintin laughed at her. “You saw your precious Martin die before your eyes wench! It was shown on every Netnews channel across the Union. That isn’t something we had planned on, but it was such a nice touch!”


For'mya threw herself at him again uncaring. She surged with strength that blocked the pain from her mind intending to shred his face to ribbons with her nails as she bared her fangs. He moved fast for such a large man and came to his feet, his hand clamping around her throat in mid air as he caught her and began squeezing.


“I told you about trying to strike me bitch!” Pusintin barked. “I thought you elf females were supposed to be smart. You are acting just as dim witted as any female I have ever come across.” For'mya clawed at his fingers around her throat, her air slowly being cut off as he leaned his face closer. “I’ll give you one more chance bitch! Don’t make me kill you.” Pusintin heaved her across the room and watched as she sailed several meters through the air and impacted the bulkhead hard enough to hear the rush of air leave her lungs. “I got plans for you elf Queen.”

For'mya crashed to the deck gagging as she sucked in air to her lungs. Once more pain washed through her and this time she could not block it out and she pulled her legs in tightly as she laid in the deck. “I… I will never help you!” She rasped out the words. “They… they will come for you!” She hissed. “They will come for you and you will die for what you have done.”


Pusintin laughed. “I doubt that.” He laughed at her. “My brother is dead. The child Queen is dead. The Hadarian witch is dead. No one knows where the pieces of the vampire whore ended up. Almost all of his children are dead…”


“No! No!” For'mya sobbed out the words.


“I have no reason to lie to you now woman!” Pusintin declared. “I have won! The Union is in disarray and our troops and ships stand ready to pour across your borders and slaughter your people. I’ve cut you off from your abilities in Mindvoice… taken away your ability to use your Shi Viska.” He stated as he moved back to his chair. “I’ve won!”


“The Union… the Union will… they will never surrender!” She cried. 


“Probably not!” Pusintin agreed. “And they will die by the millions because they won’t.” He said with a grin. 


“They are… they are your people!” For'mya screamed out. “You… you betray your own people!”


Pusintin turned on her now, his face angry as he crossed the room in three strides and slapped her once more, rocking her head back and dropping her to the deck again. “They are not my people! They were never my people! They left me to die bitch!”


For'mya held her cheek where he had slapped her and lifted her head from the floor to glare at him. “That… that is a lie!” She hissed. “You know it is!”


Pusintin glared at her for a long moment before shaking his head. “You just go right on and believe that.” He stated. 


“I will tell you nothing forn ronnus!” For'mya snarled. “Nothing!”


Pusintin chuckled as he turned and moved away from her. He picked up the glass where it had fallen and went to the counter along the wall and refilled the glass from the pitcher there. “It isn’t information I want from you For'mya.” He stated calmly as he sipped the liquid and turned back to look at her. “Whatever information you have between those pointed ears is not what I want from you. What could you possibly know that could help me… you are a female. My brother and the Union puts far too much effort into treating females as more than what they are. Inferior in every way.”

“You are a sick, demented man!” For'mya spat. “This is how… this is how you view your own mate Jalersi?”


Pusintin met her eyes with an angry glare but kept his temper in check. As much as he wanted to beat her for the way she was speaking to him he knew he could not. He inhaled deeply and could smell her sweet orchid scent filling the room and recognizing it for what it was. “Jalersi… Jalersi was an excellent fuck with big tits! She’s a whore though, just like the rest of them. I hope Pian enjoys her while he can. When I find them… I’ll hang his hide on my wall and send her to the brothels on Nefoa to join our daughter and be fucked to death.” He finally said with a shrug. “She gave me two sons at least who are worth the effort and know their place among our people. Karun… he was always different. I had hoped the trip to Earth would change him but it only made him weaker. Ah well… I have two other sons that have the strength to be men among our people.”

For'mya gazed at him in shock at his callousness. She knew Pusintin to be a heartless man; she had seen it enough times while floating within Martin’s thoughts even months after their fight in Sparta. And now she understood what Martin had told her that night and why. And now she could do nothing but agree.

“Why have… why have you done this?” For'mya asked once more. “I will… I will tell you nothing you know that! You may… you may torture me all you want… you may rape me all you want… but I will tell you nothing! Ever!”


Pusintin laughed again at her words. “Rape you? Torture you?” He chortled. “You think too highly of yourself she-elf. I’m not going to rape you bitch; and I’m not going to waste my time torturing you. You are going to help me claim the throne of the Lycavorian Union. And your ridiculous inbred elven sensibilities will make you to do it willingly.”


For'mya’s eyes went wide in disbelief. “You must be joking?” She gasped staring at him. “You can’t be serious!”

Pusintin nodded. “Oh… I’m very serious.” He stated.


“You can not sit on the throne of the Union!” For'mya barked. “You know that!”


Pusintin took the data pad that was sitting on the counter and he looked at it with a grin before beginning to speak. “You are going to order the Elven Parliament to renounce that elf bitch Dysea as queen and install you as the only Queen. You are the only pureblood elven female with the blood of the elven King in her veins. Dysea is no Queen of the elves… she’s a fucking clone! A good looking clone… but a fucking clone regardless. You will order the elven parliament to renounce her and give full power and authority to you as is your birthright.”


For'mya couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “You… you are insane!” She declared.


Pusintin laughed. “So I’ve been told.” He stated. “Once the Elven Parliament does that, they will immediately open negotiations with the KFI for Exclusive Trade Rights and total and unrestricted access to what you call Dragon Mountain for the purpose of scientific research on any and all dragons there. They will then sever all diplomatic ties with the Lycavorian Union and declare them as a hostile government. They will then recognize me as rightful heir to the throne of the Union based on the fact I am the oldest son of Leonidas.”


“You… you are mad!” She exclaimed in shock. “They would never do that! The Elves are… they are founding members of the Union! They would never turn their back on the Union! Never!”


“You’ll make them do that.” Pusintin spoke evenly.


“Son vada carians! Forn wen malda!” For'mya gasped. “I… I am wolf now you igord! My blood is mixed now! I will not do this!”

Pusintin laughed again. “Your elven blood is still pure For’mya; please don’t take me for a fool.” He stated evenly. “It still carries the pure strands of the elven King within them even though my brother has polluted you with his defective blood. I am the first son and I should be King of the Union!”

“You deserted them!” For'mya screamed. “You deserted them and left them to fend for themselves! They thought you dead! When it was discovered you had given your allegiance to the Kavalians and killed your own people in The First Kavalian War, your name was stricken and cursed. No one will allow you to take the throne! No one! And certainly not me! Not after what you have done! I will not help you!”


Pusintin continued unimpeded. “Once they have recognized me as the rightful heir to the throne of the Union they will have no choice but to support me.” He stated. He tossed the data pad to her on the floor as he settled back into his chair. “You see… we have spent a lot of time researching this little problem. The Union Ascension Laws haven’t been changed since the time of The First Oracle’s Declaration. An oversight on Deia’s part no doubt… but then again she is dead now and she was never very bright to begin with. I suggest you read that last paragraph for it concerns your part in all this.”


“Nubou forn!” For'mya snarled. “I will help you do nothing! You have… you have killed my mate! My children! Those I love! I will never help you! You can rot for eternity in the pits of hell for all I care!”

Pusintin released another of his infuriating and condescending chuckles. “Ah… For'mya you stupid elf bitch!” He stated calmly. “You must be a really good fuck in order for my brother to keep you around because you are one brainless wench!”


For'mya snatched up the data pad in her hand and threw it back at him in the chair with all her strength. “And you are nothing more than a butcher of innocents and an egotistical weasel! Martin Leonidas should have killed you that day! He should have torn your throat open and let the insects feed on your putrid remains!”


Pusintin caught the data pad in one hand while he got to his feet with a cruel smile. He crossed over to where she sat on the floor and savagely grabbed her by her golden hair causing For'mya to cry out in pain. He shoved the data pad in her face. “Read it you arrogant elf whore! Read it” He roared. “Take it now and read it!”


Tears sprang to her eyes as his grip on her long golden hair sent seething pain through her already throbbing head and caused her to try and lift off the floor to give herself reprieve from the lances of pain shooting through her. She grasped for the data pad, anything to stop the pain and the moment she took it he released her hair. She slumped back to the floor, tears streaming down her cheeks now. “I will… I will never help you!” She stammered. “Just… just kill me now and get it over with!”

Pusintin stood back up to his full height. “You’ll help me.” He stated confidently. “You’ll help me if you ever want to see Dysea and your son again.” For'mya’s head came up at this and she watched him return to the chair and sit down. “I told you almost all of the wretched brats you called children were dead. That little device we implanted in your thick head makes it so you can’t reach out to them or feel them.” He touched the control on the arm of the chair and the monitor over the counter came alive and he watched For'mya’s head turn towards it. “Maybe you should watch this…”

“…is Channel 36 Anchor Arida outside the remains of the home of Lieutenant Governor Tarifa and Star Colonel Isra, where only days ago the battle began that has tragically seen the devastating loss of nearly the entire Royal family.” For'mya could clearly see and recognize the smoking and shattered remains of Tarifa, Aihola and Isra’s house in the background for they had been there enough times in the last years for family gatherings or parties. “Information is still coming in from Prime Minister Selene of Earth in her daily briefings, but what we know so far is catastrophic. King Leonidas was killed by Kavalian assassins nearly four days ago now, not four kilometers from this location. Queen Aricia died a few hours later during emergency surgery at King Yelu Memorial Hospital. Queen Anja’s personal ship, The SPIRIT OF HADARIA, is now confirmed lost with all hands after being attacked by Kavalian warships hiding within Union space as they were enroute back to Earth. Crown Prince Androcles, his four wives and mates, Princess Eliani, Prince Denali… all of the King’s children who left with Prince Androcles have been confirmed killed on Kranek along with Queen Isabella. Their bodies and those of their dragons… they…” 
For'mya watched as the woman choked up and tears began to roll down her cheeks. She shook her head and wiped the tears with the sleeve of her shirt and looked once more at the video drone that was filming her.

 “They were killed attempting to protect civilians at the Immortal settlement. Queen Dysea is confirmed as MIA right now but she is also presumed lost, killed in the destruction of the Immortal settlement there. None of the Immortal settlement on Kranek remains as Kavalian ships subjected it to an intense two day orbital bombardment. There were almost no survivors among the civilian Immortal people there according to the reports that we are getting. Prime Minister Deia is confirmed dead, her body removed from the rubble of the Senate Office Building only late yesterday and the status of Queen For'mya is unknown at this time. The Durcunusaan believed she was either forced from the bunker before the building was destroyed or left freely.”

For'mya could not contain the tears that poured down her cheeks as her entire life, the most joyous part of her over one thousand years of life, had been washed away in a matter of hours and days. The ache she felt was too much to describe in words, her chest hollow and empty now as her heart was shred to pieces by every word this reporter spoke and continued to speak.


“As we have learned this morning there are confirmed reports that even King Leonidas’s young children were not spared. The bodies of Nara and Deion Leonidas were pulled from the remains of an underground bunker outside of Sparta where they had retreated with both of their grandmothers.” Arida continued. “It has been confirmed by the ranking Durcunusaan officer that the bunker was attacked by Kavalian assassins as well. Retta, Calyb and Bryon Leonidas were removed from the Bunker according to the Durcunusaan and taken by unknown ship off of Earth. It is not known how the location of the secret bunker was leaked or discovered by the Kavalians though we are getting reports that Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos is somehow involved in this plot against the Royal family. Traces of his blood were found in the Senate Bunker with Prime Minister Deia’s body when it was discovered that Queen For'mya was and still is missing. We do not know at this time if…” 




The transmission went dark and For'mya’s head snapped around to glare at Pusintin with nearly uncontrollable rage. “You bastard!” She hissed through her tears. “Forn nubous ronnus! They… they were children! My children!”


Pusintin nodded. “They were a threat.” He stated plainly. “You should actually be happy bitch! We didn’t kill your son!”


For'mya’s eyes grew wider. “What?”


“The two half breed Hadarian brats were given to that Hadarian witch Buonau.” Pusintin spoke as he leaned forward in his chair. “We still have your son however.”


“Bry… Bryon?” For'mya gasped. “Where… where is he? What have you done with him?” She snarled as she pulled herself to her feet now, the mother in her surging forth even through all the pain and agony that racked her body.


Pusintin looked at her and smiled. “Don’t do anything stupid For'mya.” He spoke using her name for the first time. “If you do… your precious brat will end up with his throat cut and being fed to Sheol Blood Rats in the sewers of Cabelir. And your fellow Queen and sex partner will end up being a whore for Immortals.” His words brought For'mya up short. 

“Dysea?” She gasped. “She’s… she lives?”


Pusintin nodded his head. “She’s alive. For now.” He spoke arrogantly. “We hired an Immortal mercenary group to kidnap her from Kranek during the assault there. I figured we would need something to prod you into going along with us. Her life and that of your son now reside in your hands. You’d better read that last paragraph now For'mya.”


For'mya lifted the pad in her hand and began to read. Pusintin saw her eyes grow large with disbelief as she did and he smiled as he admired how she looked standing there. She finally looked up at him. “You… you can’t be serious?” She stammered the words. “I would never do this you sick bastard! You… you must think I am a fool!” She threw the pad onto the floor at his feet. 

Pusintin leaned over and picked the pad up. “If you don’t… I will make sure your son never sees another sunrise. If you don’t… your fellow whore Queen will be fucking Immortals the rest of her life and loving every second of it! You do realize that elf females who become addicted to Immortal semen will do anything to get it? They’ll fuck ten or twenty Immortals just so that they get their fix!”


“Liar!” For'mya snarled. “Dysea is wolf! This could not happen to her!”


“See now… that is where you are wrong.” Pusintin spoke as he got to his feet. “We are not as stupid as my brother thought For'mya. We’ve been making clones for decades and Dysea is the child of clones… that is common knowledge you know.” Pusintin told her as he walked around her slowly. “When that backstabber Dymas made the elves he forgot to include one little chromosome that elves like yourself have. A chromosome that is only indigenous to elves born on Elear of pure elven blood because of something in the atmosphere of the planet. That simple chromosome is what allows the healing factor of a turned female elf to make her immune to Immortal semen once she is exposed to it the first time. Why do you think I made sure Phy'iad and his group kidnapped a turned female elf? So I could test this theory. Once the Lycavorian healing cells destroy the chemicals in an Immortal’s semen it makes them immune to further addiction. Your precious Dysea doesn’t have that particular chromosome in her body.” He spoke as he ended up in front of her now and sneered into her face. For'mya turned her face to the side to keep from having to look at him. Pusintin chuckled at this. 

“The moment an Immortal unloads into her tight elven body she’ll be just like any other elf female and she’ll be begging her Immortal Master to fuck her every day.” Pusintin shrugged. “Who knows… she might even like it! I hear those Immortals are hung pretty well and from what I understand your Dysea is a screamer! I don’t think you can live with the fact you turned Dysea into a whore for whatever Immortal wants to fuck her and I surely don’t think you will let your son die!”

 
“You… you are a vile excuse for a man!” For'mya hissed viciously. “Why… why would you do this? You have… you have killed your own blood! Your brother! What could you possibly hope to obtain from such madness?”

“I want what is mine.” Pusintin spoke. “My brother had it… and now you are going to help me get it back.”


For'mya turned back to look at him with determination in her jaw. “I will never do what you want!” She exclaimed. “You disgust me!”


“Last chance to put your thumbprint on that pad and we do things in a civil manner.” He spoke sarcastically.


“Nubou forn!” For'mya snarled viciously. “I will never do what you ask! Never!”  


Pusintin nodded. “See I figured you would say that.” He spoke calmly. “So I’ve arranged a little show for you.” His hand snapped up quickly and he grabbed her hair viciously yanking her head to the side as she cried out in pain and reached for his arms. “You won’t do what I want now… but I’m guessing that after you see your precious Dysea broken to the will of an Immortal and shrieking for him to fuck her senseless you’ll change your tune! I’ve seen this process you know and it is quite entertaining. Phy'iad and I have it all arranged for you. And if that doesn’t work… then you can watch while my men carve up your son in front of you and feed him to the rats! I’m guessing that your ridiculous elven sensibilities, the sacredness of life and family and those you love, I’m guessing those will kick in before that. If not… then after you watch them break Dysea and your son is killed in front of you, I’ll make sure that you 
witness every single battle as we crush your dear Union under our heels. You’ll be responsible for the death of millions For'mya. Millions!” 

Pusintin dragged For'mya towards the wall by her long hair and she had no choice but to follow to keep the pain from making her pass out. He stabbed the console on the bulkhead. The face of the Kavalian appeared. “Captain!”


“Marshall?”


“We are in range correct?” Pusintin asked.


“Standing by sir!”

“Establish the communication Captain. And broadcast it all over the ship.” Pusintin sneered. “There’s no reason why our men can’t enjoy the show as well. How often will they see the debasing of a Union Queen?”


The Kavalian grinned. “Stand by Marshall Pusintin.”


Pusintin turned his head and looked at For'mya who had tears in her eyes but was trying very hard not to cry out. He saw hate in those brown eyes as she glared at him, but he didn’t care. If what Laustinos had told him was true and the feelings between all of them ran as deep as he said they did, For'mya would break before Phy'iad finished his task.
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It was one of the biggest reasons he had purchased this island and the villa on it, and as he stood on the warm sand and watched as the sun began to just break the horizon of the mountains in the east, he remembered why. Not only did Greek legend say this is where Paris of Troy brought Helen of Sparta to profess his love for her, it is where they consummated that love. He bought this island and villa because that is how he wanted to profess his love for Sadi. And he had done it. That first night with Sadi had been beyond anything he had ever imagined it could be. He knew that night on the island twenty-six years ago as an eight month old infant that she was meant for him and they would be together one day. Her sugarplum and spice scent was like a drug to him from that day forward. When she came back into his life it was as if the one place inside his mind and heart that had been dimmed as he grew became illuminated to brilliance. Her body was like a temple that he had explored so intimately that he knew where every curve and supple line ended and the next began. Her scent, the taste of her passion and her lips, these were things that he could no longer live without and that was why they were now Anomes. As with his father and mother, they would never doubt each other, never question one another and always desire each other. They would have their disagreements as his parents did, but there was no power that existed that could part them now. 

It was only after Sadi came back into his life that the dreams began to make sense. As his father was meant to love more than one, Androcles now realized he was as well, though he had tried for years to break the shadow of his father that always seemed to surround him. While Sadi could and always would elicit the most telling reaction from him, there was no denying that Carisia, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha each held a part of him within their grasp. They were in his blood just as he was now in theirs and this only added to the power and connection all of them had. That they were meant to love each other as well as him was also something that, as with his father and those he called mother, made them so very unique. It was not something he had thought about as he was growing, something he knew Sadi did not think about, but once they had come together it was too powerful an urge for either of them to deny. He did not know when they would discover that last piece that would make them complete as his father and mothers were complete, but Androcles knew it would happen sooner rather than later. The draw was too strong now and he could no longer deny it. Sadi and the others had already accepted it completely and he knew better than to argue with them. Laying in their bed last night, Carisia stroking Lu'ria’s flesh and Ne'Veha pressed close to Sadi as their passions cooled; Sadi had told him she felt that this person was close now. Androcles also knew that in order to be as strong as possible he could hold nothing back from Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. It was something that his father had not done at first and Androcles knew that had been one of his weaknesses at the beginning. That would change for his father would know as he knew that they had to know all of him, feel all of him, and from the outset Andro had held nothing of his aura back from either of his turned elven wives.

So much was happening now, it was very nearly overwhelming. Amazingly… though he barely knew him… Dutkne’s powerful presence within Mindvoice soothed him and gave him focus. These men and women that had come with him, their scents were so pungent and wild, as if they had never let go of the instincts of their people. He knew many believed that his father had returned the instinctual nature to their people with his return, and in many respects Andro didn’t question that. Perhaps not so much returned them, as freed them once more. Instinctual and savage they could be yes, but Lycavorians were a passionate species. Passionate about life and love and so many things, and Andro knew that is why the decisions he had made weighed so heavily on his mind. He knew his role and one day he knew he would be King, but he never expected to have to make such decisions now. Decisions that would end lives on such a massive scale. Decisions that would…

Andro turned when her scent drifted to him on the slight wind and he felt the soft tremors of her gait through the sand. Her huge bulk moved with confident grace as she came from the shadows that still resided on the island and her near crimson red scales glimmered slightly in the dawn that was rising. Arzoal’s flame colored eyes were always bright and those eyes were fixed on him as she moved within a few meters and settled to the warm sand beneath her.

[You are awake very early young Androcles.] Arzoal spoke in the shielded conversation. This fact alone told Andro that this was not to be an open discussion. When it came to MV shields there were few on the level of Arzoal and Helen. He and his father among only three or four who could project shields like theirs. Though he did feel this ability within Wayonn and Dutkne, even more really, they had not exercised it yet.

[As are you Elder Mother.] He answered.


If a dragon could smile then Arzoal’s expression would have been it. Her lips drew apart slightly exposing her razor like teeth and her flame colored eyes did an excellent impression of rolling in her head. [Helen has not been able to sleep well since she discovered her past with Wayonn. She is too excited and filled with wonder to sleep for very long. She just drifted off.] Arzoal answered. [I felt you out here and I came to see if everything was alright.]

Andro nodded and looked back towards the mountains across the gulf. [I have not been able to sleep well since all this began.] He answered. [There is much I can not understand or see. It is disturbing.]


[The gift of foresight is not one that is often given Talon Guardian Androcles.] Arzoal said.


Andro nodded. [I know… but I could certainly use it right now.]


[Do you know why we as Dragon Elders chose you and your father to be our Talon Guardians Androcles?] Arzoal asked as she settled her massive body to the sand.


[You said it was for our actions on Alba Tau.] Andro answered turning to look at her.


Arzoal nodded her massive head. [That was a large part of it yes. But the deciding factor for all of us on the council was not what you did there.] She said evenly. [It was for what you showed every day before and every day since… and that is your potential for compassion and trust. You and your father… from the two of you we felt limitless potential for compassion. From the two of you we sensed not one iota of greed or jealousy or arrogance. That was the deciding factor Androcles. Our total trust you had already earned because first your father and then you… you have never broken a promise you have made to our kind. What your father and I started has evolved into something far more than we had ever foreseen Andro… and even now it continues to grow. You and your father are the reason for that.]


[I don’t follow you.] Andro said.


[Faith Androcles.] Arzoal answered. [No matter the odds or the task before you, you and your father never lose faith. Faith in yourselves… faith in others… faith in what is right and just. It is what you taught the dragons and riders from the High Coven. A task that many of us on the council did not think you could do. We did not have the faith in you and Elynth that it could be done. Yet you did it. And in only a little more than three months. You spared Vollenth when it was within your right to take his life as a Talon Guardian for what he had done. Why did you spare him Andro?]

Andro met her eyes. [There was something… there was something burning within his heart that had not been corrupted by Yuri and the blackness. A spark of bright light. It felt so… it felt familiar somehow. Elynth and I reached for that spark.]

Arzoal nodded her huge head slowly. [Look at what has become of that faith now. He has discovered the one he was truly meant for in Cha'talla of the Akruxian people. He worships Viera and his sons and he has grown stronger for it. His sons will grow stronger now as well, for they have a path that has already been predetermined. Just as the path you and Elynth follow is predetermined. It is a path that Elynth and you insured without even knowing why.]

Andro looked at her. [They are meant for Sadi and Ne'Veha.] He said thoughtfully after a log moment. [Aren’t they Elder Mother?]

Arzoal nodded once more. [I felt it from them the moment they came into this world. And there is reason behind that as well. They will not feel the pull for at least another year but yes. That decision you and Elynth made… that decision will now echo among the stars for millennia. And because of it… they will grow stronger and we are now that much stronger as well.]


[What are you trying to tell me Elder Mother?] Andro asked.


[That you must let go of this hate you feel for yourself… for the decision that you had to make. The decision only you could have made.] Arzoal said softly. [It has no place within you Androcles Leonidas. It was the only conclusion you could have made… the only decision any one of us could have made. That you feel dishonor and hatred towards yourself for having to make this choice speaks volumes to others of the man you are but you had to choose between the few and the many. It may not seem like it now… but you made the right choice.]


[Then why do I not feel that way Elder Mother?] Androcles asked her.


[For the very same reasons your father still carries the burden of a similar decision he had to make many years ago. Long before you were born. He had to choose to save a few or save many. He made the same decision as you. He chose to save many.] Arzoal spoke again. [Compassion is a very vacillating thing Androcles. There is a balance that must be kept in order for someone to truly be compassionate. It is a balance that you and your father maintain almost without thinking… but it does not mean you will not feel regret or question the decisions you make. What you must do now is learn to accept it as your father has learned to do… as I have learned to do.]


Andro looked at her. [You?]


[Androcles… Androcles I am responsible for far more misery and death than you and your father could ever imagine to obtain.] Arzoal spoke softly. [There are scores of things that have occurred within my many years that I have only shared with Helen for she is now my Bonded One and I can not keep these things inside me any longer. There are also many things that I still have yet to learn. I know what you are…]

[Elder Mother… are you referring to the fact that you are… or were a Pralor?] Andro asked softly tilting his head as he looked at her. [The Pralor that Shiria now thinks she protects with her silence?]

Arzoal’s head came up, her flame colored eyes wide in disbelief. [What? How… how is it possible that you know that? I have… I have told no one but Helen in all my years! How…] She moved her head closer to him extending her neck out and her eyes grew even wider. [Your… your father?] She gasped.


Andro nodded his head with a smile. [Yes.]

[But… but how?] Arzoal gasped. [When? I was so careful!]

[Part of it is because you were so careful Elder Mother. He put it together completely about ten years ago. I did not fully believe it until just now.] Andro answered her with a smile. [Mostly from discussions he’s had with you and your innate ability to speak but not really reveal anything of substance unless you truly wanted too. The Feravomir does it all the time, and Dutkne tells me Wayonn is even worse. It must be a Pralor trait of some sort.] Andro said with a smile. [And then there was Avi helping him.]


[Avi?] Arzoal exclaimed loudly shaking her massive head back and forth. [But he is… he was… he was Sumar’s avatar! Of course! Oh why did I not think of that? How could I forget that?]


[My father may act like he can’t stand computers and machines Elder Mother, but in truth he is just as gifted with them as my sister’s Normya and Zarah. More than likely you did not notice the interaction that he has had with Avi over the years.] Andro told her with another smile. [He suspected there was something you were not telling him many years ago, even back as far as when I was newly born. I think he began to believe there was something about you that did not add up a few years after Avi brought CS41 here to Earth. Even as the other dragons scurried about in wonder among its decks, you were reserved and calm, almost as if you had been on a ship like this before. During their time together Avi told him that once Sumar was changed he could detect other Pralors just by the scent of their blood. There was always a pull between Pralors. There would always be a pull among them. It is why I can feel it with Wayonn and Dutkne and even in small part Shiria over the distance. It is what Shiria meant when we spoke to her on the SCIMITAR. He never came to you with it because he could never truly prove it and he concluded that when you felt the time was right for us to know you would tell us. I read Resumar’s report fully Elder Mother. You are the Pralor Shiria is protecting aren’t you? And I think I know why my father, me, none of us could detect this scent of Pralor blood within you.]


Andro stepped closer to her and reached up to put his hands on her snout. Arzoal didn’t budge when he did this for outside of Helen, Andro and his father were the only ones to ever really touch her in such a way. No one outside of the immediate Royal family would ever dare touch her because of who she was. As Andro’s hands went flat against her scales, she closed her eyes slightly and allowed the warmth of his hands on her cool scales to filter and run through her wonderfully and as it was with Helen, it felt so very soothing.

[You have been able to hide this from us, from others for so long because you did as Canth did.] Andro spoke softly. [Only you didn’t just separate your mind from your body, you actually transferred your entire consciousness to a dragon didn’t you? I will not tell my father if that is your wish Elder Mother but you do not need to hide this from us anymore.]

Arzoal shook her head. [I have… I have wanted to reveal it for so long. Ever since your father came to Enurrua and I realized for myself who he was. It has been so long since I have felt the call of my Pralor blood as strongly as I feel it within me now, even if it is just within Mindvoice and not a physical thing as it is with others. With Wayonn and Dutkne and now Shiria so close and aware… I did not want to hide it any longer.]

[Then do not hide it grandmother. Not anymore. Share it with us.] Elynth’s voice entered their connection and they both turned to see Elynth move from behind Andro and settle to the sand almost touching her Bonded Brother.


Arzoal looked at Andro. [You called her?]


Andro smiled and stepped back between Elynth’s front legs. [She has always been there Elder Mother. She will know all that I know… I will know all that she knows. This is how you and my father wanted it to be with those of us bonded to dragons.] Andro stated. [You more than anyone should know that.]


Arzoal nodded her head as Andro settled to the sand between Elynth’s front talons and leaned against her foreleg. [It is time.] She said softly. [I can not hold it in any longer. I do not want to.] She looked at them blinking her flame colored eyes. [My ship came into this quadrant in 37,467 in search of the others that had been lost. Sumar’s ship among them. I was the senior medical and science officer on board. It was not a large ship as you know CS41 to be. A crew of only seven hundred and perhaps two kilometers long. We were passing through the Orion Spur when our ship struck a subspace anomaly that our sensors did not detect. It destroyed our main Quantum Drive and we had to set down on Elear to attempt to make repairs.]

[Elear?] Andro spoke.


Arzoal nodded her huge head. [Cretvore Draconius was the dominant species there when we arrived. They had been for millennia. They were benevolent and beautiful creatures for the most part and so very inquisitive and intelligent. We discovered that they Mindvoiced almost immediately upon landing and they offered to help us just as quickly. It would end up being for naught. Whatever the anomaly was, it had succeeded in destabilizing our Quantum Drive to the point it could not be repaired. We were stranded there on Elear.] Arzoal lifted her head and looked up into the few stars that could still be seen in the brightening sky. [Our Commander decided that we would attempt to rebuild the drive core and we established a settlement to do this very thing. Dragons were our constant companions and we taught each other so much. We shared so much. They showed us the other two dominant lifeforms on Elear in the sixth year of our stay. One was humanoid in description, bipedal in nature and covered in a simple coat of hair. As with Cretvore Draconius, we knew of their existence for it was within our databanks from the many probes we had sent through this quadrant of space. These probes were like Avi in many respects… avatars that could transmit data and images back to us.] Arzoal noticed that both Andro and Elynth’s eyes grew wider.

[Kavalian?] Andro gasped.


Arzoal shook her head slowly. [Not… not as you know the Kavalian species now no. The Kavalian species as you know them are the abomination that I created.]


[Created?] Andro exclaimed. 


Arzoal nodded. [I told you I was the senior medical and science officer of this ship.] She stated. [My specialty field was genetics. Now the second dominant species on Elear was also bipedal in nature but reptilian in their makeup. They were much more primitive than the first and also much more species oriented. They lived in large pods where male and female worked together in harmony, but their level of intelligence was not very high. At least not then. In some ways it is much like the lives of Lycavorians and other species who work together toward a common goal, shelter their young and simply relate better in larger groups. The dragons had no issues with the second group but many with the first. The feline like species had begun raiding caves and lairs of dragons and stealing their eggs. They would use them as food and also as trophies. Up until we arrived this species had limited itself to small raids and such, but that changed when our ship landed.]


[Changed how grandmother?] Elynth asked completely enraptured and fixated on Arzoal equally as much as her Bonded Brother.


[This species saw our ship land and…]


With all of the men and women who were now staying or working out of their villa, Sadi had dispensed with not wearing undergarments beneath her near see through robe that she wore in the mornings. Now the plain white brassier covered her firm breasts while the plain white semi thong panties were also plainly visible. It was at these moments when Sadi loved being a female Lycavorian. While their people were exceptionally open in regards to their sexuality, once a female had been claimed by a male, she could parade around naked in the streets and only a man who was not wolf would be stupid enough to stare or gawk at her. And that would normally get them slapped in the head by the nearest male or female wolf who took notice of it. Any Lycavorian would be able to smell Andro’s powerful Alpha wolf scent all over her body and so deeply imbedded within her blood that they would know instantly that she was mated to perhaps the second most powerful alpha wolf in the Union. That sanctity of being mated was not a dignity or dishonor that any Lycavorian would ignore or violate, and it was far truer here in Sparta and Gytheio Sadi had discovered after Andro had claimed her. As she walked calmly into the main kitchen area of the villa sipping the large mug of Aricia’s coffee she saw three Durcunusaan troops leaving the area, two of them turning to look back at where the Vanari female Arduri sat at the counter. None of them gave her a second glance when they bowed their heads and continued past her.

Sadi glanced over quickly to the double doors leading on to the patio when she scented Helen and she saw her leaning up against the doorframe dressed in a floor length solid crimson robe. Sadi looked back and saw Arduri’s green eyes watching her intently as she walked up and she smiled at her. Blue skinned they may have been, but Sadi could certainly not deny the very exotic and exceptional sex appeal that the Vanari women exuded outward. It was almost as if they did it naturally without even knowing it. She had not seen much of them since they had arrived; they had spent most of their time in the guest wing with Bren and Dutkne’s friend Nirilo. This was really the first time that Sadi had an opportunity to speak with one of them or be close enough to truly gaze at one. Sadi drew in a deep breath as she grew close and the sweet scent of apricots floated to her. Arduri now wore a form fitting dark gray jumpsuit that showed off her obvious female assets, including her large and very firm breasts. It was one of the sets of clothes delivered to the Vanari when they first arrived so they did not have to walk about in their version of the Mark IV ArmorPly.
“Good morning…?” Sadi spoke as she stepped up into the kitchen area.     



“Arduri. Arduri Re Mydala.”

“Well then… good morning Arduri Re Mydala.” Sadi spoke as she went to the counter taking notice that her mug wasn’t filled with anything. “Would you care for something?” Sadi asked.


Arduri played with her empty mug and smiled. “I did not know… I did not know where to look or what to choose.” She answered with an embarrassed look.


“Do you care for coffee or juice?” Sadi asked.


“We have… we have something similar to coffee on my homeworld I believe.” Arduri said. “I had some of this coffee on your ship and it was excellent! Do you have any of that?”


Sadi smiled and pulled the large mugs from within the dispenser. “You were on the SCIMITAR.” She said. “Then you had Androcles’s mother’s coffee. She made it with a very unique blend of coffee beans and it is all he will drink now.” Sadi handed her the mug and Arduri took it from her with a smile. She sipped it quickly and her face lit up.

“Yes! This is it.” She spoke quickly. “His… his mother made this?”


Sadi nodded as she sat across from her at the counter and sipped her own mug of coffee. “All of his mothers are fantastic cooks. They gave love of this skill to their children. I’m very lucky really… I can not cook to save my life.” She held out her hand. “I’m Sadi.”


Arduri didn’t hesitate and she took the offered hand. As their fingers closed around each other’s, two sets of dazzling green eyes met and connected. Sadi’s face took on an expression of deep contemplation as she gazed at the silver blond hair and the full, almost violet colored lips. Arduri Re Mydala was just as affected, but she felt her skin become warm and flushed and the pleasure receptors along the back of her shoulders and down her spine were beginning to sing out. The erogenous zones on Vanari females extended across the backs of both shoulders and down the center of their backs, essentially tracing their spines. The most sensitive areas were just on the outside curve of their breasts and under the elegant bend of their jaws. Arduri pulled her hand back reluctantly, but if she had held on too long, she would have instinctively released the oil in her pores that acted as an aphrodisiac and influencer to other species, because she found herself drawn to this female Lycavorian. Not in an overtly sexual way, but drawn to her nonetheless. 
It was this oil that Vanari females could release from their pores when they became very interested and aroused in a male of their species for possible marriage. Since Vanari men were immune to the influencing affects of the oil, to them it was a similar sign that they were being tasked to please the female who had released this oil and possibly make her choose him as a long term partner. The only time that it was not viewed in this way was during the Celebration of the Hundreds when every Vanari female would secrete this oil through their pores while engaged in sexual activity with whoever occupied their attention at the time, male or female. 


“You… you are his ano… anome.” Arduri stammered.  


Sadi nodded slowly as she pulled her hand back reluctantly as well. There was something about this Vanari female that struck her as different, and very interesting. “Yes.” She answered as she wrapped her hands around the mug and sipped her coffee.

“When did you… when did you know this?” Arduri asked. “That you would be with him like this?”


“When did I know it… or when did I finally accept it?” Sadi asked with a smile.


“Both.”


“I knew it when he was eight months old. I accepted it about six months ago when he came back into my life as a man.” Sadi answered.


“You are older than him then?” Arduri asked.


Sadi shrugged. “That depends on what you mean by older. If you are referring to years, yes, I’m twenty-three years older than him. If your definition takes into account wisdom and experience and knowledge, then no… Andro is far older than me.”


“How so?”


“He shares the memories of his father and his grandfather before him. He shares the memories of his mother and her parents. Their lives. It is very hard to explain really.” Sadi said. “Lycavorians can imprint certain things on their children before they are born. Images and such. With Andro however, because of the emotional state of his parents when he was conceived, it went much deeper than normal. He became aware of all around him even while still in Aricia’s womb. He bonded with Elynth while still in the womb. He spoke to me through her when I first met him. Much of it is because of his blood and the potential of his Mindvoice abilities and those of his parents, but he knew what he wanted when he was only eight months old.”


“And he wanted you?” Arduri asked.

Sadi blushed slightly. “Yes.”

“That… that is fascinating.” Arduri said with wide eyes. “It is so unlike how my people make these decisions. It is really only physical with us.”

“And how do you?” Sadi asked. “Choose a husband and mate I mean?”


“Vanari have… we as females have an oil we can secrete through our skin when we are physically attracted to a man or very aroused.” Arduri explained. “My people are very… we are very open about ourselves. If we feel the man is attractive and we could be compatible together we secrete this oil to signal to him that we are ready. If we are compatible then the oil will be absorbed into his skin and affect him as it does males of other species and we will couple for hours. If we are not compatible then the oil will not be absorbed and after we couple we will go our separate ways.”


Sadi tilted her head slightly confused. “There is no… there is no emotion involved then? No feelings of love before you decide to marry?” She asked with a neutral voice.

Arduri nodded her head. “Oh yes… but that usually comes later in the relationship.” She said. “The emotions come after you have decided you are compatible with each other. That is when the courtship begins and you begin to know one another before you are joined. I know it sounds strange to you but it has been this way for my people for millennia.”


Sadi shook her head. “It doesn’t sound strange at all.” She spoke. “It is different… but then we are all different. That does not mean we can not be friends and allies.”

Arduri canted her head as she gazed at her. “I take it that you know of the distrust that exists between the Vanari people and Lycavorians.”


“I am Andro’s Anome.” She stated proudly. “His mate and wife. As are Carisia, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha. We alone have free reign within his thoughts and he in ours. He shares almost everything with us and us with him.”


“Almost?” Arduri asked and she saw Sadi smile brightly.


“Well… there is no fun if you know everything about a person.” She stated. “Lycavorians crave physical contact with those we love and care for… it is part of our nature as wolves. But that does not mean we are not playful and adventurous in our relationships.”

“Then you… you and his other wives…?” Arduri asked shyly.


Sadi nodded without shame. “Oh yes… quite happily in fact. But Androcles is the only man any of us will ever crave or want to touch us now. He is in our blood, just as we are in his.”

Sadi scooted closer on the stool. “I understand we are helping you and your mother to find your sister.”


Arduri nodded quickly thoroughly enjoying the company of this woman. “My older sister Caliria. She was taken by slavers and we believe brought to this quadrant of space. At least that is where we tracked them too before we joined with Wayonn and Dutkne.”


“Is this prevalent where you come from?” Sadi asked. “Slavery?”


“As disturbing as many of the younger generation find it… yes.” Arduri said with a touch of sadness in hr voice. “My species began as mono-gendered individuals. We could chose to become male or female in the early days of my species. That is what our history archives tell us. Through the centuries we began to be born as either male or female but the chemical compound in our bodies that decides our sex is still present. It is part of the oil we secrete through our pores. The Orionis Syndicate discovered a way to use that chemical against us. They have… they have a weapon… a gas that they can introduced into the atmospheres of our planets that will cause a reaction within those who have chosen to be female. It will cause the chemical in our bodies that determines sex to short circuit so to speak. It will… if it is breathed into our bodies it will cause our bodies to suddenly think we are not female any longer. It will change the makeup of our bodies internally and essentially make all females sterile. Our species would die out within perhaps a few dozen generations.” Arduri took a deep breath. “It is a vile weapon but one that the Orionis Syndicate has said they will employ if they are not allowed to take a certain number of Vanari females prisoner each year. They are sold into slavery and used by others as tools.”

“Tools?” Sadi asked.


Arduri nodded. “The oil we secrete has very powerful compounds mixed in with the ones that are considered an aphrodisiac. These compounds can make someone very susceptible to suggestion.”


“Mind control?” Sadi asked.


Arduri shook her head quickly. “No… not in the true sense of the term. Just very willing to act in ways suggested to them. The pirate scum use it as a means to extort more credits from customers or get information from politicians that they deem important. It allows them to have a certain power within the Beta Quadrant. The Orionis Syndicate is extremely large and ruled by a group of six individuals. In a technical sense they could be considered a government unto themselves and many of us believe that is their ultimate goal. To be recognized as a legitimate entity. The Vanari Board of Regents has nearly a thousand members and many of them are much older than my mother. She is considered one of the more progressive Regents, but they are almost always overruled by the senior Regents in large decisions. The younger Regents, many like my mother, wish to fight the Syndicate. They wish to discover a way to counter this threat by the Syndicate but the older Regents are too cautious and do not want to give the Syndicate a reason to unleash their weapon on us. There are eleven other governments within the Beta Quadrant besides the Vanari and the Protectorate. Five of them do not care for my people in the least because we will not help them to make more advanced weapons and ships. They take great pleasure in purchasing our females who are taken and then debasing them in any number of ways.”


“Yet your mother, you and your sister came after Caliria because she was taken?” Sadi asked.


“The majority of Vanari male and females are born with hair like mine and Naesta’s, silver blond or like my mother’s silver golden. That is a status thing among my people as ridiculous as it sounds; it is something within our DNA. Black or dark brown in hair color in a male is considered distinguished and honorable but in a female it is not. Caliria has lush dark brown hair.” Arduri said softly. “My people… my people consider this a genetic defect for some ridiculous and ancient reason. Vanari females with dark hair are treated as second class citizens. They can join the military, hold jobs and such, but none of them will ever be allowed to hold positions within the government on any level. Many of them are never even able to have children of their own because Vanari males avoid them like the plague. Caliria was a leading proponent of trying to make things different. Our name… Re Mydala… it is a linage among the Vanari that dates back to the very beginnings of our people. We are a powerful and wealthy family among the Vanari. Caliria was using our name as a means to draw attention to the fact that they are not inferior in any way. The vast majority of the Vanari females that the Syndicate takes have dark hair. There have been some with hair like my mother but even then…” Arduri stopped talking and took along sip of her coffee.

“Even then… once a Vanari female has been broken… it is very rare for them to return to the person they were before they were taken.” Devra’s voice spoke from the side as she came up beside Arduri and pulled her daughter’s head to her chest. 
“Why?” Sadi asked before thinking.

“The chemicals that the Syndicate uses to break them results in the slow breakdown of neural brainwave patterns. If it is caught early it can be reversed with minimal damage but if their captivity goes on for any length of time the damage done is permanent. It takes many years, but eventually the synaptic patterns degrade to the point where the person becomes a mindless husk.” Devra explained.

“Surely… surely with the medical knowledge available today something can be done?” Sadi gasped in horror.


Devra shook her head slowly as Naesta appeared and stepped up beside her sister. Arduri met her eyes and Naesta leaned over to kiss her softly on the lips. “None of our scientists or medical people have been successful and believe me we have tried in the past. That stopped two thousand years ago when the Syndicate discovered that we were attempting this and destroyed one of our small colonies and sterilizing the nine hundred and thirty-seven Vanari females that lived there in the process. Any further attempts were outlawed by the Vanari Board of Regents. They did this to save our people I know… but as centuries pass and more of our young women are taken, people are beginning to want to fight back no matter the cost.” Devra told her.

“I asked Wayonn many years ago if there was something perhaps he or the Protectorate could do, but he has no knowledge in medicines and genetics. The Lycavorian Protectorate’s medical knowledge is very similar to ours but unfortunately it does not extend to what we truly need.” Devra said. “I was hoping… one of my hopes was to perhaps speak to these Hadarians that Wayonn told me of as we traveled here. He says that they are Healers, with medical knowledge that is vast and far outreaches our own in many respects. When we arrived and discovered what was happening that hope was dashed. These Kavalians… the ones who have attacked your people… they now control this world do they not?”


Sadi nodded. “They helped to assist some fanatics in usurping the rightful Queen yes. But Anja and the others with her made it off the planet safely.” She answered. 
“They live?” Devra gasped.

Sadi nodded. “Eliani is here at the villa. She is nearly as powerful as her mother and Aunt. Some say she will exceed her in skill one day.”

“Would she… would she be willing to look at our data?” Devra asked.

“I don’t see why not. I’m sure of it.” Sadi answered. “Do you have an image of Caliria to give to her?” Sadi asked softly.


Devra nodded. “Yes. Naesta do you have…”


“Yes.” Naesta answered instantly reaching up to the silver chain that dangled from her neck. She pulled it up from under the jumpsuit that was similar to her sister but only dark blue in color to reveal a small credit chip size medallion which she instantly touched and activated. 
The small holoimage was very clear and Sadi contained her gasp at the beauty of this Caliria Re Mydala. Her dark hair flowed around her shoulders, highlighting her flawless facial features and incredibly bright dark green eyes. Her majorelle blue lips contrasted greatly with her supple cornflower blue skin which nearly matched the azure color of Andro’s eyes. Sadi looked at them for a moment and then reached for the medallion. It was her. It had to be her. Sadi and Carisia had talked extensively of the flashes they had received within Mindvoice. The color of the hair and skin. Soft, sensuous lips that were exploring their flesh as they explored he unique blue skin and then the gentle tone of the laughter in the images. Lu'ria and then Ne'Veha had only confirmed it for them when they returned, saying they had seen the same things in the few hours of sleep they had gotten after Andro had turned Ne'Veha.  
“May I borrow this for a moment?” She asked. “I will be right back.”

Naesta looked at her mother and Devra nodded. “It is alright Naesta.” She spoke running several options through her mind on what it could mean to the Vanari if these Hadarians could solve this age old riddle. 

Naesta released the chain and Sadi stood up and began walking towards the double doors. “Wait right here.” She said as she past them, all of them with confused looks in their eyes. Sadi walked right up to where Helen was standing her eyes staring out onto the beach. “Feravomir?”

Helen held up her hand. “Look at them?” She said softly.

Sadi followed her gaze and saw them on the beach. Andro was sitting between Elynth’s front forelegs and they appeared as if they were enraptured by whatever Arzoal was telling them. 

“Watch them now.” Helen said softly her face smiling. “Her right talon will lift and come to rest on his thigh and she will turn her left over and Andro will begin stroking the inside of her fore claw.”

Sadi continued to watch and her eyes grew wider as she watched Elynth shift her position on the sand so that her right leg lifted and came to rest with her massive and wickedly curved talons draped over Androcles’s upper right thigh. As soon as that was done she lifted her left talon and turned it over to rest in the sand just as Andro lifted his hand and began to use his fingers to stroke the inside of her clawed foot.
“Now that is something I have not seen in many years.” Helen continued. “They would do that all the time when listening to me or their fathers as they grew. It began right after they met you on the island. It was automatic when they were enthralled by what we were saying and teaching and it never failed to happen. It told us we had their complete and undivided attention. That right there tells me that they know the learning never ends and that my lessons to them were well received and now remembered.” Helen said with a smile as she turned to look at Sadi. “Whatever Arzoal is telling them, a bomb could go off next to them now and they would barely notice. It makes me warm inside to see this after all these years.” She lifted her mug of coffee and looked at Sadi who was still watching them. Helen chuckled and shook her head. She could see the passion and desire in Sadi’s eyes as she looked at the half dressed Andro on the beach. “Close your mouth Sadi my child… you are drooling over your mate. It is unbecoming a Crown Princess.”

Sadi blinked quickly and turned to look at her blushing as she smiled. “I’m sorry.” She said.

Helen smiled. “Never be sorry for wanting your husband and mate. What did you need child?”

Sadi turned to face her fully her thoughts once more focused. “Feravomir… remember when you told me those months ago to follow what our instincts told Androcles and I in regards to Enylarcopri?”

Helen nodded. “I remember them well. You followed them as you should have and look what doors it opened for you. You found the others that were meant for you. I do so love it when I am right.”

“Feravomir… your words are what allowed us to find Lu'ria and Ne'Veha yes… but also one more.” Sadi said. “As each of them came into our lives we only grew stronger and another piece fell into place within our lives and hearts and our minds.”

“Yes… many have commented on that.” Helen spoke.

“Feravomir… there is still one more piece. All of us have felt her… and when Lu'ria finally joined us we saw images of her. Brief images… her hair… her skin.” Sadi said. She lifted the small holoimager and activated it in the palm of her hand. Helen’s eyes grew a little wider a she looked at the image.

“A dark haired Vanari female. Interesting. I did not think there were any of them. She’s very beautiful.” Helen said looking into Sadi’s face. “What does she…?” Her words died in her throat when she saw the look on Sadi’s face and she instantly threw up exceptionally powerful Mindvoice shields which she felt Sadi reinforcing with her own. 
[This is Caliria Re Mydala Feravomir.] Sadi continued. [This is who Devra and her children came here for. This is the one that has been taken by mercenary scum! She is the one who will complete us!] Sadi snarled angrily. [And she has been taken by scum… no matter what part of space they come from.]

[Sadi are you certain?] Helen gasped.

[There is no question Feravomir. Enylarcopri, SirsanGai and Ilythiiri Tessai are right now scrambling to put clothes on and join me out here if you need more confirmation.] Sadi told her.
Helen gripped her arm tightly as she shook her head. [That is not necessary. You are far more attuned to Mindvoice than they are right now.] She spoke and turned inward back towards where Devra, Arduri and Naesta were watching them with odd expressions of wonder on their faces. [Androcles has not seen this?] Helen asked.

Sadi shook her head quickly. [No. He knows there is another that will be part of our lives and he has accepted that but he has been so busy and so worried about what is going on that we have kept the images to ourselves. I do not think he has relaxed his thoughts or his MV shields enough to see images of her yet. Even when he sleeps.]

[Oh thank the gods!] Helen exclaimed.

[Feravomir… you know what he will do if he discovers this.] Sadi said.

Helen nodded. [All too well.] She stated. Sadi felt her open their MV connection a small fraction and reach for the others. [Carisia… none of you must reveal this when you come out here! Act as if nothing is wrong.]

[Feravomir! This is her!] Ne'Veha was the first to declare.

[I am Drow Feravomir. This is… we cannot let this stand.] Lu'ria spoke.

[I understand that Ne'Veha!] Helen spoke. [And you also know Androcles far better than I do now Lu'ria and you know what he will do if he discovers this! We can not allow this… not yet! It could destroy everything!]
There was a moment of silence and then Carisia’s voice answered. [Sadi?]

[We must do what the Feravomir says Enylarcopri. We must! All of us! At least for right now. Too much resides on Androcles staying focused until we discover what the true purpose of the Kavalians are.] Sadi answered her. [That does not mean we need to be idle.]

[No it does not.] Helen told them instantly. [And we will not be.] All of them felt Helen expand their connection even more and search for and find one other mind. [Wayonn?]

The response was immediate and concerned. [Helen… what it is? Your tremors… they are frantic.]

[We need your help grandfather.] Helen spoke.

[Anything?] Wayonn answered. [You know that.]
[I need you to meet me on the other side of the island Wayonn, at Paris’s Point. Grab Bren when you leave the villa. He will know exactly where I mean.] Helen spoke. [Ten minutes Wayonn.]

[We shall be there.] Wayonn answered.

Helen turned back quickly and looked at where her bonded sister was still holding the total attention of Andro and Elynth. She nodded and turned back to Sadi as they moved further back into the villa and up to where Devra, Arduri and Naesta stood now.

Devra stepped away from the counter now a concerned look on her face. “What is going on?” She asked softly.

“They will be occupied for a time longer.” Helen spoke to Sadi. “Arzoal is… she is telling them her history as she told me when we became bonded.”

“Her history?” Sadi gasped. “But I thought…”

Helen nodded and squeezed her arm. “It is time now. She has waited for millennia for this moment and she can no longer hold it in. We must deal with this now however.”

“Deal with what?” Arduri asked getting to her feet as well.

Helen looked at them. “Devra Re Mydala… do you trust me?” She asked.

“I trust Wayonn.” She stated immediately. “You are his granddaughter and you carry his blood within you so yes. Everything Androcles Leonidas has told us he would do he has done so far. If what Bren has told me in the last thirty-six hours is the truth, then I believe he will do everything within his power and we will find Caliria. I believe that more now than I ever did.”

“Then come with Sadi and I.” Helen spoke reaching for and taking her hand. “Your daughters as well.”

“Where are we going?” Devra asked.

“To keep everything from spiraling insanely out of control. Trust me Devra Re Mydala… you do not want to see the extent of Androcles Leonidas or the power he could wield. If Andro discovers what Sadi has just told me... let me just say one Leonidas storm we may be able to weather, albeit barely. Both of them? Never.” Helen answered. “Come.”
BELID


“Father?” Tir'ut gasped in complete shock even as he watched the enormous form of the green and yellow scaled dragon move into the cave behind him. 

“Uncle T’lolt?” Lynom gasped just as loudly looking at the bronze and tanned skin of his father and uncle.

Cha'talla was not by nature an emotional man but he crushed Lynom into his powerful arms for a rib cracking embrace. It was an embrace that Lynom returned for it had been two long years since he had seen his father and it appeared many things had changed. “Lynom my son.” Cha'talla rasped as Vollenth settled to the cool dirt of the cave and watched with twinkling eyes.

Tir'ut held his uncle’s arms tightly while gazing at him with wide eyes. “Uncle… Uncle what has happened?” He asked reaching up to touch his uncle’s tanned cheek.

“A miracle has happened boy.” T'lolt spoke softly. “The miracle that is your mother and the Lycavorians we now call family.” T'lolt released Tir'ut and turned to Normya who had a similar look in her emerald eyes. He opened his arms for her and Normya didn’t hesitate to step into his embrace with a brilliant smile. “Now we are certain you will not confuse us with the enemy we have come to fight!” T'lolt laughed as he pushed Normya away from him and stared at her. “You are unhurt?”

Normya nodded quickly still holding his arms in wonderment. “T'lolt… how…?”
T'lolt chuckled, his brown eyes bright. “I know... it has improved my looks a hundred fold and now you question your decision to marry my nephew don’t you?”

Normya couldn’t help but laugh and then both she and Tir'ut were embracing him once more. Cha'talla grabbed Lynom’s shoulders as they drew apart and he looked at his second son with Esther. “Lynom… I have… I have worried for you every day since you have been gone. We all have.” Cha'talla said. “Forgive… forgive me for risking you in this way my son. I… I am ashamed for my actions.”

Lynom shook his head quickly. “I chose this father.” He stated confidently. “I came of my choosing and you have no shame to bear. None!” He reached up and touched his father’s face, now so much like his own. “Father… this… how?”

“Your uncle speaks the truth.” Cha'talla said. “It is a long story and we can discuss it later my son. Right now we need to begin getting our men into position. Your mother and Denali are right behind me and…”

Lynom gripped his arm tightly and turned. “Father… father this is As'hia.” He stated with a touch of pride in his voice Cha'talla saw. Pride and devotion. He watched Lynom pull the petite half elven female forward and he watched how her body molded to Lynom’s perfectly without a moment’s pause as she looked at him. Silently Cha'talla could only feel pride that his oldest sons had the same taste in females that he did. This As'hia was a stunning young woman and that could be denied by no one.

Cha'talla stepped up to her and saw she did not back away even though he towered over her. He held out his large hands and took her more delicate ones I his palms. “Greetings to you As'hia.” He stated.

“Ilharn... il zhah vel'uss Usstan daewl ulu morfeth ussta Du'ased 'ranndi. Ka il orn inbal uns'aa.” Lynom told him. (Father she is who I wish to make my Blessed Wife. If she will have me.)
“Usstan'bal jal'yur inbalus dos. Lu'Usstan hass'l ulu inbal mzilt mzild ichl!” As'hia spoke. (I’ve already had you. I mean to have a lot more too.)

Cha'talla looked at the way As'hia clung to Lynom possessively as she spoke the ancient vampire language and he smiled. “I believe she has already made that decision my son.” He stated taking note of Lynom and his embarrassed expression.

“Leave it to my nephews to pick the two most obstinate and outspoken half elf females in the universe.” T'lolt spoke as he watched from where he stood. He grunted as Normya punched him lightly in the gut.
Cha'talla smiled once more and turned back to look at As'hia. He looked behind her and saw Danarla and Ta'lon moving quickly towards them with Esther and Denali right behind them. “I believe you should probably make your desires known to your parents.” Cha'talla said as he motioned with his head.

As'hia spun around instantly and her dark eyes went wide. “Medwaw! Medwan!” She almost screamed.

Danarla did scream. “As'hia!” She exclaimed as she gathered her youngest child into her arms and burst into tears as Ta’lon gathered them both into his arms, his own eyes moist with tears.

“Lynom!” Esther shouted as she blurred the last few meters to her son and practically leaped into his arms just as Normya passed her and darted to her brother.
Denali crushed his elven sister into his arms, nuzzling her cheek and neck furiously in a brotherly fashion as she did the same to him back. He grabbed her head and looked into her face. “Normya… father is…”

Normya burst into tears. “I know! He’s alive! We were with mother when she felt him!”

Denali’s eyes grew a little wider. “Then she is… I could feel her once more Lisisa and I, the others, but she would not answer our calls.”

Normya nodded quickly. “She is shielding heavily to keep anyone from discovering that she can MV again. They were using some sort of device to block her resonance. Our family Deni? Why can we not feel our mother For'mya? She isn’t…”

Denali pulled her close. “Zarah and Eliani have returned to Earth. Andro needed them. Carina and Moneus are with mother on Kranek. Lisisa, Arrarn, Narice and Toria are with us.” He told her feeling her relax slightly in his arms. “I did not want to risk a long transmission to Andro once we entered the system so I only sent a three second burst. Once we have mother I will contact him directly. Right now we take things one step at a time and we free our first elven mother. Then we return home and go from there.”

Normya nodded her head quickly and pushed back away from him. “You are right.” She stated. They turned and watched as Esther ran her hands down Lynom’s dreadlocks and her face was bright and happy as her son held her suspended off the ground a good eight inches.
“You… you have grown.” Esther gasped.

Lynom chuckled. “I have not grown mother.” He spoke. “I stopped growing when I was fourteen.”

Esther laughed and kissed his cheek. “We will need to get you a haircut when we return.” She said.

Danarla wiped the tears from her eyes as she held As'hia at arms length. “You are… you are unhurt?” She asked.

As'hia nodded her head quickly as she wiped her own eyes. “Yes Medwaw.” She spoke with a smile. 

“As'hia…” Ta’lon began to speak.

“I am fine Medwan.” As'hia told him as she squeezed his hand. “I am… I am not the person I was when I came here. I am different and I have embraced that because it gives me such happiness.”

“Where is he?” Danarla asked.

“Medwaw please… you must…” As'hia began to speak.

Danarla looked over her and saw Lynom just putting Esther down. She took in the immense physical proportions of him that matched his father and brother in every way. The long dark hair was pulled into dreadlocks and gave him a fierce visage to those who did not know him, but his tanned skin was no different than Cha'talla’s was now. Danarla could detect the heavy scent of sweet verbena wafting from her youngest daughter and it was coming from him. Danarla didn’t hesitate and stepped around her daughter and marched right up to stand in front of him. Esther’s face went neutral as she looked at Danarla but she kept her arm around Lynom’s waist as the others looked on.

“Lynom… this is Danarla.” Esther said softly. “She is…”

“Ssin'urn 'anon’s mother… yes I know.” Lynom spoke confidently. “I wish to…”
Danarla surprised everyone but Ta’lon when she reached up and took his face in her soft hands and pulled him down. Ta’lon and his wolf wife had talked for many hours through these past weeks and months, perhaps more than they had ever talked in all their married life and it had brought them infinitely closer to each other. After what they had seen on Kranek, after what they had heard of this son of Cha'talla and all he had done to safeguard their daughter, neither of them could deny the fact that this half Akruxian Immortal worshiped As'hia as only a wolf or an elf could worship their mate.

“Lynom… son of Cha'talla… you have returned to my mate and I something that is more precious than our own lives and we can never repay that debt to you.” Danarla spoke softly as she gazed into his face.

“There is no debt that is owed to me kal'daka ilhar.” Lynom answered immediately. “I followed my heart and my soul… nothing more.” 

“You love… you love our daughter?” Danarla asked softly.

“Medwan… could we talk about this another time?” As'hia spoke as she stepped between them and pressed up close to Lynom in the protective manner of a female wolf shielding her mate. 
“With my every waking breath.” Lynom answered Danarla’s question as his arm curled around As'hia’s waist.

Ta’lon saw how his daughter pressed back against Lynom without indecision or an instant of doubt. He was an elf who was married to a wolf and he knew well the signs his youngest daughter was now displaying. He stepped up beside Danarla. “There will be courting rules you must conduct… meetings of our family…”

“Papa!” As'hia gasped.

Danarla looked at her mate and smiled. “And they will be just as honored as we are to have you as a member of our family. And we of yours.” She stated.

“This is not the…” As'hia began to speak but stopped as what her mother had just said hit her. “You… you are giving us your blessing?” She gasped.

“Isn’t that what you wish?” Danarla asked her with a smile knowing the answer before it came because of how deeply Lynom’s scent wafted from her daughter’s blood.

As'hia’s smile seemed to light up the dimly lit cave and she could not nod her head fast enough. “Oh… oh yes mother! So very much!”

Ta’lon looked at Lynom and held out his hand. “Then let us do what we came here to do and you will have it.”
Lynom gripped his hand. “Yes.”

Tir'ut was the one who got everyone’s attention then. “Everyone here!” He barked seeing them all turn to him. He and Normya stood near a makeshift model of items made up from their equipment packs. “This is what we have.” They all crowded around quickly. “Father, Denali… Cirith and Lancy are already inside the base with their team of three. Cirith is remaining very close to elf mother Dysea, she is a woman and she has developed an affinity and friendship with her. Once her MV powers returned, she and Cirith have been talking endlessly, more to keep Dysea calm I believe, but trust has built between them now.” Tir'ut spoke.

Denali looked at Normya. “Sister?” He asked.

Normya nodded her head immediately. “We have spoken Deni… but we become too emotional and it risks mother. There may be Immortals who could pick up the tremors however faint they may be. Cirith gives her balance and they speak of other things.”

“This is Valin’s daughter?” Deni asked.

Normya nodded. “Yes… how did you know?”

“Admiral Valin and his forces helped us to pound the Kavalians and then he ordered a dozen Blood Vats removed from his ships and brought to the settlement to treat any injured Immortal.”

Cha'talla nodded. “It saved many lives.” He said.

“He returned with Zarah and Eliani to Earth. I think Andro wants to pick his brain. It has something to do with the bloodlines of our people.” He said.

Normya nodded. “Cirith spoke of that as well while we were coming here.” She stated. “Do you know what they mean?”

Denali shook his head. “No clue… but Andro does.” He stated. “We’ll discover it soon enough I’m sure.” He turned back to Tir'ut. “Forgive me Tir'ut… please continue.”

Tir'ut nodded without annoyance at the interruption. He had learned in the last months that this was common in their family, going off on odd tangents at odd times. They all did it according to Normya, for some reason it allowed them to focus more clearly which Tir'ut did not understand. “Normya and I have laid out the interior as best we can based on what Kr'nak has told us and the plans he delivered.” Tir'ut pointed to one section on the dirt. “Mother… Kr'nak’s four men and two of Cirith’s commandos will be here to secure and protect the female elf prisoners once the battle begins. We will need you to make your way there immediately and begin treating them so they don’t react in a way that will bring more harm than good. Osiri will be with them but the sooner you get there the better.”

Esther nodded her head. “I have half a dozen medics with me from both the settlement and Dysea’s ship. Once we have injected all the elves we will set up a triage center in the same room.”

“I will lead her in.” T'lolt said leaning forward. “I will break from our main thrust once we are inside and take her there. We’ll leave additional security and then converge on this main communications room from the west to cover Denali and Cha'talla.”

Tir'ut nodded. “I understand you and Denali will be going straight in father?”

Cha'talla nodded. “Direct line to this room. I will not allow Phy'iad to debase Dysea at any costs. Two hundred Lycavorians and Akruxian will be directly behind Denali and myself. We will not fail.”

“The base has over three thousand in it father.” Lynom spoke. “And this main corridor to the communications room is wide and defensible from many locations. Most of the secondary tunnels branch off it.”

Cha'talla nodded. “I know.”

This Kr'nak has given us the code to the main entrance Lynom…yes? Aradace asked from where she stood behind Denali and Normya. 

Lynom looked up surprised when her voice sounded in his head. He nodded slowly. “Yes.”

Then we will not need to burn through it. Vollenth spoke. It will save us time and the main corridor is high enough and wide enough for Aradace and I to move through with relative ease. 
Which means Lisi and Jeth can remain with Narice and the other Coven dragons while they assault the south entrance. Aradace continued. Their psychic shields are stronger than ours and they can withstand more concentrated fire. And they will think the main attack is coming from the south.

“Why… why would they think that?” As'hia asked for she had heard every word within Mindvoice as well. The moment Lynom had first taken her blood and talked to her within Mindvoice her own skills had begun to increase because he had touched her. Now she was able to talk easily on the same level as dragons, something she was not able to do before all this had begun.
“Because that is what we will make them believe, and in truth that is where the main attack will come from. Just not in the form they think.” Her mother answered with a sly grin. She leaned forward now. “We have a phalanx of heavy weapons setting up now all along this lower ridge that parallels the southern entrance. The dragons and riders will suck them out since they are not Kavalians and they will have no fear of dragons and they will be secure in the knowledge that they have T19 missiles.”

Lynom nodded his head now. “And when they do… you will hit them while they are massed together.”

Danarla nodded her head as she once more fell into the role of Lycavorian troop leader and warrior. “I intend to make it a mass grave is what I intend.”

Cha'talla nodded. “And then you will lead our main force directly into the south tunnel and fight your way to the communications room Lynom. You know the inside of this base and you can direct them quickly.”

Lynom nodded without question. “Of course.” He stated.

“We will lead the assault.” As'hia spoke looking over her shoulder at him.

Danarla looked at her daughter as she sat on the ground between Lynom’s legs and spoke with confidence. She felt immense pride in her daughter at her words but the natural worry of a parent. She opened her mouth to speak but Cha'talla beat her to it.

“You are part of the reason we have come here As'hia.” He stated. “To risk you in this…”

“I may have been part of it in the beginning but no more.” As'hia stated confidently. “Our Queen is more important than me and I will not leave my husband to be fight alone. I will be at his side for I have much to make up for.” Lynom said nothing as she spoke but she could feel his arm tighten around her waist in support.

“As'hia… there is no room for revenge now.” Ta’lon spoke.

“This is not about revenge medwan.” As'hia answered quickly turning to look at him. “I do not remember what was done to me papa! None of it! This is about justice for our Queen! For what you have told us they have done! Whatever was done to me was washed away the first time Lynom made me his!” Several sets of eyes grew wider at her statement and Lynom could do nothing but try to hide his face behind her two toned hair. 
“Ssin'urn 'anon… perhaps now is not a good time to inform everyone of what we were doing before they informed us they were coming.” Lynom said softly.

“No… please continue.” Tir'ut spoke now. That comment earned him a half power slap from both Normya and his mother. 

Ta’lon looked at his wife. “Perhaps we will forgo the courting rights and meetings.” He said softly.

As'hia couldn’t help but smile now. “This is not about revenge.” She said finally. “This is about getting our Queen back from them and I am perfectly capable of fighting. I do not need to be protected.”

Cha'talla looked at Danarla who met his eyes and nodded. He turned back to As'hia. “So be it.” He stated. “Let us make our final preparations and then move to our kick off points. Admiral Thodius will begin his attack in forty-one minutes.”


[I am frightened Cirith.] 

Dysea spoke softly in the heavily shielded connection. It was a connection she now shared with only one person and it was this connection that was giving her the strength and confidence she usually had. It had been Dysea’s idea to establish this MV bond because it would be Cirith that remained in the shadows wherever she went now. It was a type of MV connection she had either made or been involved in with others before but, the moment it was initiated, Dysea knew it was far more than what they had intended it to be. Dysea knew it was the wolf blood within Cirith that reached out instantly, just as her wolf blood did, and the tendrils of Mindvoice came together and wrapped within one another in a fashion similar to the MV bonds she had with Melyanna, For'mya and Aricia. The strength of the connection was nearly as deep as with them, deeper even than the one she shared with Bella for Isabella was not wolf, and this confused Dysea to some degree.

In order to hide that Dysea had her MV abilities back, they had to establish the connection on a much higher level so that no Immortal would be able to detect it. To do that they had to open themselves to each other completely, and this had been far easier than either of them had expected. Almost too easy, though within a few moments they both knew why, and then they both embraced it without hesitation. The wolf blood within Cirith was refined and so very pure. This blood she got from her father was easy for the blood within Dysea to detect and recognize as one of the five ruling packs of Lycavorians that had been heavily infiltrated so many thousands of years ago by the Pralors. It reacted instantly with her blood which was Nauta Melme’s pure blood and the blood of Kings. They had talked for many hours about many things, mostly having to do how both their lives had been altered because of the blood they now had in their veins. Blood both of them had fully embraced and could now not do without.

She sat on the small metal bunk with thin mattress, her knees draw up to her chest and her arms wrapped around her shins as she tried to conserve her body heat. They had not given her any clothing after bringing her here and Dysea knew it was a way for them to try and break her down. Without clothes they assumed she would feel naked and vulnerable, though they did not know her very well. Dysea Leonidas had never been uncomfortable without clothes, even before her Nauta Melme had come into her life and turned her. Once she became wolf it came even easier to her. Of all his Queens, Dysea was usually the one with the fewest clothes on whenever they were in their home. Only Anja could challenge her for that, and often times they both just walked around naked when they knew the young ones were finally asleep. It had led to many intimate moments initiated by one or both of them at the same time, and it usually flowed over to the others as well. The cool dampness of the cell however, that was beginning to sift through her and make her cold even with her wolf blood.


[As am I Dysea.] Cirith answered instantly. [I will not allow anything to happen to you Dysea. I give you my word.]

Cirith stood in the corner of the room close to the door watching her, the shadows wrapped around her body expertly. Her father and many of those within the Intelligence arm of the High Coven were supreme experts at using the shadows and she had learned from the very best. It helped that she had Aikiro’s blood within her veins as well for her half sisters Yuri and Narice were superior shadow walkers, as were Yuri’s children. Those that still lived that is. Her dark eyes had been unable to pull away from Dysea for very long. Cirith had never felt such a surreal attraction to another woman in such an openly sexual manner. She wanted Dysea Leonidas, she wanted all of them, for she could smell their blood in Dysea’s as well. She wanted to explore their bodies and taste their blood and immerse herself in the emotion and pleasure of it all. And it pained her because she knew it would probably never happen. 


[Cirith… I have never… I have never been taken against my will.] Dysea told her. 


[And that will not happen now!] Cirith spoke forcefully. [I won’t let it. I will free you first and we will die fighting before I allow that to happen!]


[In all the years since Martin came into my life, I have never desired another man. Never! How could I… he is all I have ever dreamed of and so much more. He leaves me shivering in his arms no matter how many times he takes me. I scream his name until I am hoarse. He makes me laugh and we can discuss philosophy or education without missing a beat.] Dysea said. [Yet… I keep having these dreams or visions or whatever you want to call them.]


[Dysea…]


[No… listen to me.] Dysea stated insistently. [They are the same all the time Cirith. The same Immortal who broke me in these dreams is in all of them. With others or by himself. I… I do whatever he asks of me Cirith. Anything! He is vile and disgusting in his actions but I do what he wants in these dreams. No matter what it is! And I love it! I scream for him to take me! Whether it is just him… or another as well. I act depraved and… and I act like a whore for his Immortal cock and I love it! Everything he does to me I love it! I can… it feels so real when they… when they fill me!]


[Dysea… Osiri told you that it is a reaction to the combination of drugs they gave you and your level of Mindvoice powers.] Cirith said. [It is not you Dysea. You do not wish these things. You have not fully recovered your sense of balance and clarity because of the drugs.]


[How can you be so sure?] Dysea asked. [How can I be so sure? How do I know that this is not some kind of sick secret fantasy of mine? How do I know that this is not what I want?]


[Have you ever had these thoughts before?] Cirith asked.


[Certainly not!] Dysea exclaimed.


[You have no fantasies Dysea?] Cirith asked.


[Of course I do… but… we have never been afraid to do these things with each other Cirith. And none of these fantasies ever include a male other than Martin.] Dysea spoke. [He is… he is not as unimaginative in our bed as you might think because of who he is.]

[Dysea… you are also in phase.] Cirith said. [Osiri might not have been able to tell this but I can smell it plainly. You are in phase… you have been drugged and beaten… you are weak and they blocked your MV powers for a time. You desire your mate and husband Dysea. There is no woman alive who could withstand all this and not be affected in some manner.]


[But why dreams like this?] Dysea asked.


[Because you have spent the last months building a friendship and bond with Cha'talla and his people. A friendship and relationship that goes against everything you have ever been taught about them.] Cirith spoke. [Now you have been captured by Immortals who are exactly like those you have been taught about. Combine this altogether and it would be too much for anyone to comprehend, especially given the circumstances and what they have done to you.]

[You sound so sure.] Dysea spoke. She looked up quickly when Cirith unwrapped the shadows from around her body and leaned over to kiss Dysea. A powerful kiss of passion and want and need. A kiss that set both their bodies afire with desire. And just as quickly it was over and Cirith wrapped the shadows around herself once more.


[I am sure of who you are.] Cirith stated. [I am sure of the pureness of the blood that runs in both our veins. And mostly I am sure because we are not alone.]


Dysea could have switched to grayscale vision and possibly detected where Cirith was in the room but she chose not to. The heat of Cirith’s lips ran deep and sent incredibly delicious shivers throughout her. Shivers that Dysea should not have felt, but shivers that she felt none the less. She lifted her hand and touched her fingers to her lips softly. [Why… why did you do that?] She asked.

[Because I wanted too.] Cirith answered gently. [I’ve wanted too since I first met you and I don’t know why. And… and because I know it will never happen again.]


[Cirith we… I…] Dysea began to speak but the sound of the door unlocking made her head turn. Dysea watched as the door to her cell opened and Kr'nak’s huge form filled the doorway easily. He looked no different than he had a few hours ago but Dysea could smell the anxiousness in him now.
Kr'nak walked right up to her holding the magnetic restrainers. “The drugs are still at work.” He called over his shoulder. “Tell Phy'iad I will have her there in moments and as docile as a lamb.”

Dysea saw the second Immortal nod his head and turn to move away. She looked back to Kr’nak; saw his eyes and suddenly fear gripped her that she was being betrayed. Kr'nak’s words then stopped this fear in its tracks and whatever fear Dysea may have still been feeling were shred.

“Everyone is ready.” Kr'nak whispered to her. “Your Admiral will launch his attack in seventeen minutes. Osiri is with the other elf females in the main slave chamber. I received the signal from Tir'ut that they have infiltrated the base in the same manner as Cirith and the others. Cha'talla and your children wait for the attack. Dysea if anything… if anything should happen to me…” He stared at her intently. “Tell Osiri that she has been and always will be the light in the darkness for me. I will die knowing what love is. Tell her… tell her to love our son for both of us.”

Dysea shook her head as she came to her feet, heedless of the fact she was completely naked. Kr'nak’s eyes never left her face however, and she knew they never would. “You will tell her yourself Kr'nak.” She spoke just as softly. “You can not die… for it would destroy all that you have given back to her. Fight if you must… and fight savagely and well… but do not die for now you have something to truly fight for. A future.”
Kr'nak took her hands in his and brought her knuckles to his lips and he kissed them softly. “Cirith is nearby?” He asked.

Dysea nodded. “Yes.”

“Then know that I will act with her and allow nothing to harm you ever Queen Dysea of the Lycavorian Union.” Kr'nak said. “As I was forced to swear my allegiance to others in the past, I now swear my allegiance to you willingly.”

“That is not something you need to do Kr'nak.” Dysea spoke. “You will be free.”

“And that is why I do so.” He answered. “Because I will be free.”

“Let us… let us talk about that later.” Dysea spoke. 

Kr'nak nodded and held up the restrainers. “I must put these on you.” He spoke. “Mag Restraints. Contact has already been made with the Kavalian ship that this Pusintin is on and he wants to proceed immediately and Phy'iad grows concerned that he was followed. I so wanted to tell him that death resides at his doorstep even now.” 

Dysea felt a surge of confidence return to her and she smiled. “He has no idea.” She spoke softly.

Kr'nak secured the restraints around her wrists and then pressed a small cylinder into her right hand. “The key.” He said. “If… if things begin to move too quickly then press the button. You will hear a faint beep and the restraints will release three seconds after that. That is how much time Cirith will have to move and put your blades in your hands.”
[It is more than enough.] Cirith spoke.

Dysea nodded. “She will be ready.”

“Strike quickly and without remorse Dysea Leonidas. Just as your mate and husband would strike.” Kr'nak spoke. “One behind the ear and the other wherever it suits you. Just make it a killing blow. Once Phy'iad is down… there will be six others in the room with us including myself… once Phy'iad is down we will eliminate them and wait for your son and Cha'talla to reach us.”

“And you still have no idea why he is doing this?” Dysea asked.

Kr'nak shook his head. “None. The communication that was initiated is only one way. Whoever is on that Kavalian ship can see and hear everything but only Phy'iad can hear them through his implant.”

“Can we trace it?” She asked.
Kr'nak shrugged his broad shoulders. “Probably… but the priority is insuring you are safe and then destroying this base. Are you… are you frightened?”

Dysea met his eyes and nodded her head honestly. “Terrified.”

Kr'nak nodded. “Good. It will make your acting that much better.” He said. “He will taunt you and… and touch you… but you must not act until your Admiral begins his attack. And insure that you do nothing that gives away that you have your MV abilities back.”

Dysea nodded. “I understand.” She spoke. 
Kr'nak nodded. “Then let us begin.”

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


[… nothing left for us to do but help our dragon friends.] Arzoal spoke as she had spoken for the last thirty minutes. [Within five hundred years of our arrival this species… their official name in our databanks was Kavgart… they had grown in number and their attacks against our settlement as well as the dragon lairs was becoming almost weekly. Even with our superior technology their numbers were too great. In just over nine hundred years they almost equaled the dragons in population size. All attempts at repairing our drive system quickly fell to the wayside as we tried to develop ways to counter their aggressive attacks.]

[You did not… you did not make weapons?] Androcles asked.


Arzoal shook her head. [Our people… Pralors… we were seeders of life Androcles. We wanted nothing to do with war. The scars from the war Xaxon had brought upon us were still fresh in our minds. We had destroyed all our ships of war by that time and all that remained were the City Ships and scout vessels like mine. We went back to our normal way of life. Even CS41 and the others were only equipped with defensive lasers and nothing more. In part I am glad that was the case. Our commander forbade us to make weapons even though we could have easily and the dragons understood this. We provided them with advanced Mindvoice skills, knowledge and training and they did the fighting even though it went against their benevolent nature. They were protecting their young.]


[So what changed?] Elynth asked.


Arzoal looked at her. [Artre happened. I happened.]


[Artre?] Andro questioned. [The First Elven King?]


Arzoal snorted loudly. [Artre was no King and he was no elf.] She stated with some disgust. [He was a Pralor. One of the legion that followed Xaxon we discovered some time later. How he ever got through the screening process is something we never discovered but he was a geneticist like myself, however he had a dark streak within him. No doubt fermented by Xaxon and his crazed ideals.] Arzoal shifted on the sand. [Artre convinced our Commander that he had discovered a way to make the Kavgart more docile by altering their genetic makeup. He… he even had me fooled and I should have known better. I helped him to make a compound that when injected into Kavgart females, would bring out their nurturing instincts. He told our Commander that all he needed was his own lab on the far side of the planet away from the main Kavgart settlements and a hundred dragons to help him collect enough Kavgart females so that he could do his testing and then reintroduce them into the Kavgart population. I was the one who reviewed all his work and told our Commander that it would do what he said it would, even though I knew…] Arzoal looked at him. [Even though I knew it would not. I… I wanted to believe him because… because I was in love with him. I should have known better.] Arzoal said shaking her head.


Andro looked up at Elynth and saw her golden eyes blink in shock at what she was telling them. He turned back to Arzoal. [What happened Elder Mother?]


Arzoal lifted her head once more and looked at him with sad eyes. [It took us nearly ninety years before we came up with a compound that worked. I loved him for all that time and I was blinded to what his true goal was. That was domination. We even discovered that the second species on Elear, the less developed one, they were they result of the natural course of dragon evolution. They were the result of the embryonic cells on the interior of hatched dragon eggs mixing with the residual dragon seed from the mating process, and over the course of thousands, perhaps millions of years, these cells eventually became viable lifeforms. The ones we saw when we arrived on Elear. This first cycle of Elven evolution ended eleven hundred years after we arrived. During this time I also discovered that the next cycle of evolution for this new species would take place within the next five thousand years. All of my data models indicated that when this took place they would become the dominant species on Elear within a millennia. Artre did not care about any of this. He got his own lab and he got his hundred dragons. All of them volunteered without question because it would save their lairs and their eggs. Artre took them to the other side of Elear, deep into a mountainous jungle and it is there that he conducted his vile experiments.]


[But you knew the truth! Why… if this compound could not do what he said it could and you finally realized all this why did you do nothing?] Elynth asked.


Arzoal looked at her. [Oh the compound would work. It would alter their genetic makeup yes… but not in the way he told everyone. When I finally came to my senses and I realized he held no love for me I could not allow him to do this. Ninety years we spent developing this compound and right in front of me he twisted it into something dark and sinister. I confronted him in a secret dragon cave that we had set up years before to hide our technology from the Kavgart. On the night before he was given everything he wanted I confronted him alone in this cave.]


[Wait… if you exposed him… how was he able to complete his work?] Andro asked.


[I was never able to expose him Androcles.] Arzoal said. [He killed me.]


[Grandmother!] Elynth exclaimed as her wings snapped out to the sides in disbelief.


[He stabbed me through the chest and nicked my heart, leaving me for dead.] Arzoal told them softly. [As I laid there dying, I contemplated my actions and all the misery that I knew he would now unleash. I couldn’t allow it to happen for it would also be my fault since I helped him create it. This cave had all of the machinery and technology that we had taken from our ship and either built through the years or which we had carried. Among the items there was what we called a Psionic Transferal Chamber. We called them PTCs. This is what allowed us to transfer the conscious minds of Pralors who were critically injured or near death to Psionic Pods until they could be returned to our homeworld and their bodies healed or their consciousness was released into the Rift of Time.]

[Rift of Time?] Andro asked.


Arzoal nodded. [A nebula that surrounded our homeworld was made up totally of Psionic energy and when our people died, many would chose to have their conscious minds removed from their bodies and set adrift in this nebula so that they could live on for many thousands of years more as energy. It was a great honor and gift that our people had.]


[But… but you are here.] Elynth said softly.


[Yes… I am here.] Arzoal spoke. [I am here because in the next chamber were seven thousand dragons eggs. I was able to take one of those unborn eggs… eggs with the embryos of dragons that were in their first stage of development and not yet aware. I took one of those eggs and I placed it in the PTC. I activated the machine and used it to transfer my conscious mind to the embryo before my body died.] Arzoal looked out to the ocean now which was beginning to sparkle with beauty because of the rising sun. [To my knowledge something like this had never been attempted before and never since. It worked…] She told them turning back to face them. [The only problem was the dragon embryo, the body I now occupy, was only three weeks old. It would not hatch for another hundred and fourteen years because of what I had done. The massive influx of Psionic energy caused the embryo to remain in a state of growth flux and it took that long before it had settled enough to continue its natural growth potential. A fellow worker found my body four days later and based on all of the blood she deduced what I had done. Our Commander and the Dragon Elder Council immediately hid me away until such time as I hatched. By that time Artre was gone and it was another two years before they saw him again. By then it was too late.]


[Too late for what?] Andro asked.


[Too late to stop his diabolical scheme.] Arzoal answered. [He had what he had wanted all along. He altered the compound he and I created even more than it was. He combined it with samples of Kavgart DNA and the nearest sample of Kavgart DNA that we had in our data banks and specimen cores. Lycavorian. He injected it into the dragons that went with him. It changed them.]


[Lycavorian!] Andro gasped.


[The Pralors were seeders of life Androcles Leonidas. We would take life forms from other worlds and introduce them into the reforming systems of worlds that had once been dead to all life.] Arzoal spoke. [Your species… Lycavorians… they were one of the most adaptable and hearty species we had ever come across. We have used your species to repopulate many worlds.]


[Wait a minute!] Andro came to his feet. [Are you telling me you took others from Lycavore? That there are other Lycavorians out there among the stars?]


[Five planets.] Arzoal spoke. [Each several million light years apart so that the chances of discovering each other were miniscule. None of them were as advanced as the Lycavorians on your homeworld at that time but the last information I had then was nearly thirty thousand years old.]


[Grandmother… you said this compound changed the dragons Artre took. Changed them how?] Elynth asked.


[Not only did it alter their physical nature, it destroyed their minds and turned them into mindless machines of death.] Arzoal spoke. [The pain of the transformation was too much for their minds to tolerate and they became monsters. Monsters that Artre controlled.]


[What transformation?] Andro asked leaning forward now.


[It made them humanoid in appearance Androcles.] Arzoal answered. [Over a period of six weeks their dragon bodies shrunk to the equivalent size of a very large Lycavorian. Have you never wondered why the genetic code of Kavalians and Lycavorians is so close in so many ways? He used your genetic sequencer codes for part of his experiments because of the massive healing properties naturally in your bodies. These monsters he created still had scales and claws and teeth, but they were no longer completely Cretvore Draconius. They were something else.]


[Son vada carians.] Andro muttered.


[These dragon/humanoids that Artre created… these abominations… they became the distant ancestors of the Kavalian species as we know them now.] Arzoal spoke softly. [Artre conducted his experiments but he went well beyond what he had originally intended. He had these sadistic monstrosities take Kavgart females and mate with them so he could twist the gene pool even more. More often than not it killed the Kavgart female for they birthed babies that were more monster than anything else, but that did not deter Artre in his goals. Eventually… and I don’t know how and I do not care… eventually he was able to alter their genetic structure enough where the Kavgart females began giving birth to relatively normal children and it did not kill them. This next generation were the fathers of the Kavalian people now. All this happened in the span of the years before I hatched. When I finally did hatch… our Commander and perhaps three dozen out of our crew remained. Artre and his minions had either killed or taken the others. We never saw any of them again.]

Andro got to his feet then and shook his head as he began to pace back and forth in front of her. [So the Kavalians… they share similar patterns of DNA with us?]


Arzoal nodded. [It is why Athani Leonidas and so many others were able to alter their natural appearances with the biogenic process Keleru’s scientists developed. In truth… the biogenic process worked on them because of the Lycavorian cells in their bodies. The biogenic treatments only awakened these cells from dormancy.]


[Why would the Kavalian scientists not detect this?] Androcles asked.


[I do not know the answer to that… but I can make an educated assumption and say they were not interested in dormant cells that would not show up on any medical scans they did. Only in those cells that were active and they could manipulate.] Arzoal answered. [Just as I had with Artre.]


Andro stopped pacing and looked at her once more. [What happened after you hatched Elder Mother? How did the… how did the Kavalians get from Elear to Cabelir?]


[Our ship.] Arzoal answered. [Once my egg hatched I was fully aware of all around me. I already had nine thousand three hundred years of life behind me when the egg hatched and I am actually older than Wayonn by roughly four thousand years I believe. Please sit Andro… I know what you must feel towards me knowing all this but…]


[Feel towards you?] Androcles spoke looking at her and meeting her flame colored eyes. 


[You… you have every right to hate me.] Arzoal said softly. [If not for me… if not for me what is happening right now would not be taking place.]


Andro reached up without hesitation and placed his hands on the side of her muzzle. [Yes it would.] He stated. [Are you not the one who has told Elynth and I that fate will always find a way? That nothing happens without cause and affect. What is happening now is not your fault… you were only trying to do what was best at the time.]


[How can you say that when I am responsible for the loss of so many lives?] Arzoal asked softly. [Twice now… twice my actions have directly resulted in pain for your family and yet…]

[No!] Andro and Elynth echoed together but Andro continued. [What is happening now is not your doing! We… we all have choice Elder Mother! We all have the freedom to choose the paths we take in this life! You may have had a hand in creating the Kavalian people… but you are in no way responsible for their actions some thirty thousand years later! I don’t accept that! I don’t accept that and neither will my father!]


Elynth moved closer. [Grandmother… what took place after you hatched?] She asked wanting to hear it all.


Arzoal met her eyes. [War happened.] She stated simply. [We could no longer sit by and just react to what Artre was doing. Too many dragons were dying. Too many Kavgart were dying. My physical body was only nine years old when they chose me to be a member of the Council of Dragon Elders. I protested vehemently because I did not feel I deserved such a position and in my mind I was still a Pralor. They did not see it that way. Two years after this I told them the only way to stop Artre and what he was doing was to take the fight to him. To go after the bases he had established. To show no mercy. The Kavgart… even the new Kavalians were beginning to target the first generation elves. Essentially even more of dragon children since they were directly descended from us by way of natural evolution. The Kavgart were breeding so fast, something within the DNA Artre created caused their offspring to be fully grown within five years, and I would… I could not let Artre corrupt and destroy another species. So we went to war. We went to war and we held nothing back.]

Andro tilted his head to the side and looked at her. [This is why the Kavalians have such an inbred fear of dragons!] He gasped.


Arzoal nodded. [Yes. I told them we needed to be the most fearsome creatures we could be and we were.] She answered. [We burned their settlements, we slaughtered their people. We spared no one. Not even their children. It got to the point that the older Kavgart and the new Kavalian species were so terrified of us that they would not even come out into the open if there was any sign that a dragon had passed through the area recently. This fear and the fear of the abominations that Artre had created was so deeply imbedded within their psyche that it became part of them. In the eighty-second year of the war we found where Artre and his remaining original dragons had taken refuge. It… it is where Dragon Mountain now resides on Elear.]

Elynth gasped within Mindvoice. [That is why mother told me you refused when the Elven Prime Minister first told you of it.]

Arzoal nodded. [Yes. There… there were too many memories there. But… it was your father Elynth who told me that no matter the past it was up to us now to change the future. Just as he was doing with Andro’s father. And your mother with Aricia. And now you with Andro.]


[And when you discovered the mountain?] Andro asked her.


[We… we attacked.] Arzoal answered solemnly. [Forty thousand of us attacked… and at the end of three days we breached the inner defense perimeter. Artre was inside with the nine remaining abominations that he had created. They fought… and they died until it was only Artre. He was… he was mad by then. Insane with power and the need for more and more. It was a pitiful sight really. He didn’t believe it was me at first… until…]


[Until what?] Andro asked.


[Until I impaled him on my talons and stared into his eyes until the life left them.] Arzoal answered. [We left the bodies within the mountain and burned it. We burned everything. For two weeks the mountain burned until all that was left was nothing more than ash. That is why I told your mother Artre could not be alive Andro, when she came to me on Elear during the time of that fool cult. They had no idea what they worshiped and I was not about to let it continue for one moment longer after she told me.]

[And the survivors grandmother?] Elynth said.


[Our ship.] She answered. [Our Quantum Drive was inoperable but our sublight engines were still operating. We gathered the Kavgart and the new Kavalians and we removed them from Elear. It took several years… for we had to strip our ship even further to allow dragons to accompany the remaining Pralors and protect them… but once it was done it was as if a huge collective sigh of peace released from the planet herself.]


[You took them to Cabelir?] Andro said.


Arzoal nodded. [It was sufficiently far enough away where we knew they could not return and it allowed us to insure they did not have the opportunity or the means. For the next four thousand four hundred years we returned every half century to insure that they had not developed the means to leave Cabelir. We lived in blissful peace with the new species on Elear which we called Elves. In the dragon language Elf meant Reborn. We were being reborn as evolution was allowed to take its natural course. Forty-one years after that, my prediction came true and the first of the elves that we know today was born. A boy. Two years after that I was chosen as Elder Mother to the Dragon species and placed in charge of the Elder Council. I made the decision to use our ship with a newly built partial Quantum Drive, to take the remaining Pralors, four of them, and as many dragons that wanted to leave Elear and find a habitable world to settle on. We needed to leave Elear to the elves to find their own way as evolution demanded. Five years after the first group left he contacted me via a communications beacon and told me he was sending the ship back on remote for the rest. They had found a planet some ninety thousand light years from Elear in a new system and it was perfect. Our ship arrived on schedule two years later and I sent another thousand adults and all of our remaining eggs. It was scheduled to return in three additional years but it did not keep to that schedule.]

[What do you mean?] Elynth asked.


[It did not return for nine thousand years.] Arzoal spoke. [By this time… the elves had grown so much and we were so proud of them. Their expansion had pushed us deeper into the mountains and jungles, but we did not care. When our ship returned it looked battered and beaten, but all of its systems were still very much working. We never did come to find out why so much time passed before it returned, but once it did we had already chosen a place to go ourselves. A planet that looked so promising from the data cores that we had kept hidden.]


[Enurrua.] Andro said.


Arzoal nodded. [I could not bring myself to leave this quadrant. To leave the elves. After I had caused so much death and pain I wanted to see them grow into something great. I was with the last group that left Elear in 20,943 B.C. as we relate time now. Almost six thousand years we lived on Enurrua in peace. I… I became the mate of your grandfather… and believe me… after so many years as a Pralor and then all we had done on Elear I had forgotten what it was like to be a female.] Arzoal looked at Andro. [You wish to know why Vollenth’s sons now walk the path they do and why they will become bonded to KertaGai and SirsanGai. It is because Vollenth’s father is my grandson. He is of my dragon blood Androcles.] She spoke seeing both of their eyes widen. [Our first clutch of eggs as mates had four eggs in it. An earthquake took one of them from us before it ever hatched. Our oldest was a male, a beautiful flame red dragon like me. He mated young as we did back then before the war with Chetak began. The second clutch of eggs with his mates was one of the first taken by Chetak after they arrived on Enurrua. Vollenth’s father was the only egg to be saved. Our… our son died. He and his mate killed by Chetak and his men, just as my mate was a thousand years later. Just as so many of my people were.
I often wondered why the gods had left me alive after all I had done. They had taken so much from me as a Pralor and then a dragon. I often wondered why they continued to torment me through the years having to endure what I did. Watching my kind die all around me. Those I loved and cared for.] Arzoal reached out her head and put it within inches of Andro’s face. [It was to see the streaks in the stars above as your father gave me my redemption. It was so that I could see the gods when they finally forgave me. That forgiveness was the hand of your father when he came to Enurrua and reclaimed what was always his in Aricia, but also set us finally and truly free.]

[I was a Pralor… and though I now occupied the body and mind of a dragon… I would know the blood of Sumar the moment I met him.] Arzoal said. [Destiny guided my hand and my decisions all of those years because those decisions led me to your father. And that is why our blood… our minds… will always be drawn to each other and connected in a way no others can explain. As I forgave myself for my decisions Androcles… decisions made just as your father’s were… to save more than those that were lost… now you too must forgive yourself. I will never know love again and I have accepted that. But I will not accept it for those who I consider my family.]

Andro looked at Elynth then and her golden eyes met his for a long moment. Andro turned back to Arzoal as he tried to absorb the enormity of what he had just been told. He reached up and put his hand on her snout.

[Love is never lost to you Elder Mother.] He spoke. [It is never lost to any of us and for you… it is closer than you think. At times we just don’t see it.]


Arzoal’s eyes grew a little wider at this pronouncement but she said nothing. She blinked after a moment. [Perhaps… but my position now… it precludes me discovering love again.]

[So you may think. I will… I will tell no one of what you have spoken to us this day Elder Mother.] Andro spoke. [On that I give you my word as a Talon Guardian.]


[As do I grandmother.] Elynth spoke.


Arzoal laughed softly within Mindvoice and shook her head. [I knew it would someday need to be told. The next time I see your father I will pull him aside and I will share with him all I should have told him so long ago.]


[And now?] Elynth asked.


[Now?] Arzoal spoke. [Now… now we have to deal with the true followers of Artre and his vile creations though they don’t know or understand it. I had hoped that without someone to dominate and oppress they would eventually outgrow this lust Artre bred into them. I was very wrong it seems and once more one of my sins returns.]


[No… this is not your sin Elder Mother.] Andro said firmly. [This is Artre’s sin. And not all of the Kavalian follow the instincts he bred into them. And that is how we will stop him. Together.]


Arzoal nodded her head. [Always together.]

CRANAE ISLAND
PARIS’S POINT


“… Found so far Bren?” Helen asked.

Paris’s Point was on the extreme eastern tip of Cranae Island, a large finger of soft white sand that extended out into the Gulf of Laconia. On this tip was a massive open air pavilion with comfortable chairs and tables underneath. According to legend it was where Paris of Troy proposed marriage to Helen of Sparta and where they plotted their escape. It was also a lookout point of sorts and had the hundred foot high lighthouse on the very tip of the stretch of land. It no longer worked of course, but Andro had the structure redone and repaired to match what he had done with the villa itself and to keep that little bit of history from tumbling into the Gulf. 

Bren was very confused but he lifted a single data pad from the table, one of half a dozen he had grabbed before leaving the villa. “There is not much information to go on Feravomir.” He spoke. “I have taken what Lady Devra gave to us, combined it with what Nirilo, Arduri and Naesta all gave to me from personal knowledge on things they have heard and then meshed it with our own intelligence from several different areas of The Wilds and what the Drow have submitted from different outposts over the years.”


“And?” Sadi asked.


“Using different key words, I had the computer search for reports that have come from the Drow, the Krypteria and even Elven Intelligence since they are active in The Wilds.” Bren said. “The scan was still running when you called for me but it has kicked out three possible connections so far. Devra and I were going through them last night before she retired.” He held out the data pad to Sadi and both she and Helen began to read it. “There was mention in several intercepts out of the Icarlo Alliance of a blue skinned female and two different instances of the word Syndicate that were mentioned in a Drow report two years ago from Talbor Seven.”

Devra stepped closer to Bren. “Bren has said this Talbor Seven is a resort moon of sorts?” She asked.


Sadi lifted her eyes and looked at her. “In a manner of speaking.” She replied. “It caters to many different people, many of them not the most respectable if you get my meaning. It is very plush, over indulgent and disgustingly opulent.”


Devra nodded. “The Syndicate and its members are very vain.” She spoke quickly. “This is exactly the place they would go.”

“It’s also very close to Nefoa.” Bren spoke. “If we go there and start poking around about a group we believe may or may not be involved with them there’s a good chance the Kavalians will find out and come to Talbor Seven to find out what is going on if they are in fact working with this Orionis Syndicate. Which could also endanger the life of Queen For'mya if they have told us not to retaliate in any way or they will kill her. They will see it as a threat and they will act.”


“Talbor Seven is too public. The only way they would act on something there is if was from the shadows. Sadi is right and many of their clientele are not the most respectable of people, but there are many who are. And they are citizens of the Union.” Helen spoke softly.


“I can contact someone there.” Sadi said softly turning to Helen. “I know… I know someone who may be able to help us. There will be a price but I will take care of it.”


“Why has this suddenly become… why has finding Caliria become so urgent for you?” Arduri asked softly as she looked at Sadi. “It is disconcerting all of a sudden.”


“Yes it is.” Devra echoed.


“I would like to know as well.” Wayonn asked. “And what it has to do with me?”


Helen looked at Sadi and then back to Devra. “Regent Re Mydala…”


Devra held up her hand. “Please… I think… I think given what is growing between our people and what you are doing for us that there is no need to maintain such formal tones First Oracle. Devra… please call me Devra.”


Helen smiled. “Devra.” She said nodding her head. “You have some sense of Mindvoice and what it allows us to do.”

Devra nodded slowly after looking at Wayonn. “Yes… I believe so.” She answered her. “You are able to speak with your minds… like telepathy. It allows you to do things that we… that others cannot. The more powerful of your people, and those bonded to these dragon beasts, they can manifest these psychic powers into the physical realm in some manner.”


Helen nodded her head. “Simply put… but essentially accurate.” She stated seeing the look on Devra’s face of distaste. She continued quickly. “Do not take that as a statement of insult Devra for it was not meant as such. What you just described is completely accurate and for someone with your lack of knowledge and exposure to those who can Mindvoice it was very well spoken. The scientific name for what we can do is something I myself almost never use. It sounds like some sort of disease if you ask me.” Devra relaxed and smiled as she read the sincerity of Helen’s words. “Much of it depends on the pureness of our Lycavorian blood… our Pralor blood.”


Devra nodded now. “Wayonn has explained some of it to me as we traveled here.” She said. “Many of those Pralors who survived the crash of this ship on Lycavore merged with the largest and strongest packs of your people as he described.”


Helen nodded. “There is much that even I still have yet to learn of those days as I was born well after the first merging began. There are those of us… the strongest Mindvoicers because of the pureness of our blood as you said… we are able to sense things. See images and feel emotions from others who we… who for lack of a better term will be part of our lives in very intimate manners. This is not something we can control or predict, it is more instinctual, the same as how our people discover Anomes.”


Devra nodded her head very interested. “I understand.”


“It grows stronger as two individuals who are gifted within Mindvoice to begin with, are drawn to one another and then finally come together as one.” Helen said. “As they become one within Mindvoice it increases their own abilities because they feed off of each other. We… our people believe destiny and fate play a large role in our lives Devra.”

“That is something we strongly believe in as well.” Devra stated. “Perhaps not on as large a scale as Lycavorians, but we believe in it and do not dismiss it.”


Helen nodded. “Androcles and Sadi… they were meant for each other in ways even our own people have yet to understand fully. They both knew this when he was but an infant and even though many years have past since they first discovered this, when enough time had gone by that they both were ready, fate and destiny brought them back together as one. When this happened and they were finally together it allowed them to make sense and discover what the images of Carisia they both were having meant. She was meant to be with them and share in their lives in every way. When Carisia became one with them, this allowed them to then see Ne’Veha, and in turn then Lu’ria. Are you following me?”


Naesta stepped up next to her mother. “I do. As they have come together they have grown more powerful within this Mindvoice and it has allowed them to see each of his wives before they actually join with them.”


“Not more powerful in the true meaning of the word Naesta but you are very right.” Sadi spoke now in reply. “Carisia, Ne'Veha, and then Lu'ria. As each one has come into our lives it has expanded our awareness of ourselves and other things around us. It has made us far more focused and able to see things with better clarity whereas before the images and emotions that we sensed were fleeting and we could not understand them.”


“What does this have to do with us?” Devra asked.


“Since Androcles and I came together we have been able to sense that four others would share our lives… four others that we would love and who would love us in turn.” Sadi said. “He has denied it at times; he thinks he betrays us in some way by having these feelings…” Sadi motioned to the others. “But we… we have embraced it as what fate has planned for us.”


“Sadi is his Anome.” Ne'Veha spoke softly. “She will always be the one who has more pull over him simply because she is wolf. A pureblood wolf, unlike Lu'ria and I. But each of us love Androcles just as deeply as Sadi does… we love each other just as deeply as we love him. And all of us know Andro loves us with every fiber of his being.”


“I still do not see what this…” Devra began.


Sadi stepped closer to her. “We have known there would be four others who shared our lives. As we found each other we grew more aware within Mindvoice, able to see more and understand. When Andro finally turned Ne'Veha and made her what she is now… the four of us saw the last who would be part of our lives. We had seen fleeting images and emotions up until then, but now we can see her clearly within our minds. We can even feel her in a way. She has dark brown hair and beautiful dark green eyes… and…”


Lu'ria moved up next to Sadi now. “She has cornflower blue skin Devra Re Mydala.” Lu'ria stated bluntly. 


“Caliria!” Arduri gasped in shock. “You are talking of Caliria!”


Devra’s eyes flew open and she looked at them. “How… how can that be possible?” She stammered. “You have… you did not know our people even existed until we arrived here with Wayonn.”


“We did not know of Lu'ria or Ne'Veha until the time was right.” Sadi said quickly. “This is not some sort of joke or false hope Devra Re Mydala. This is fate and destiny telling us what we feel and guiding us to each other. We can sense Caliria within us. She belongs to us… and we to her. We can sense the confusion and the sadness and the humiliation… almost all she has endured recently. She misses you and her sisters… her brother Nirilo… she curses that she was born the way she is… and she cries because her father does not love her as he does Arduri and Naesta.”


Devra’s hands went to her face in horror as tears erupted from Naesta’s eyes and she buried her face in Arduri’s neck and sobbed as Arduri let the tears pour from her own eyes. Devra stepped forward quickly and took Sadi’s hands, tears rolling down her cheeks. “These… these were her words to me… almost exactly; these were her words to me four months ago. Just before she was taken! Can… can she feel you? Talk to you?”


Sadi shook her head. “No. Not this far away… not without Andro within the connection. He is the one who is the focus point for all of us, the most powerful of us and we all emanate off of him as our center. He has not dropped his Mindvoice shields low enough to feel her because of everything that is happening around us. Not even during sleep… which he has had too little of to begin with.”


Helen stepped forward. “And that is something we can’t do. At least not yet.” She said gently.


Naesta turned her head quickly, her green eyes angry. “Why not!” She demanded. “If our sister means to him what you say… why… why would you not tell him?”


Devra’s eyes never left Helen’s and realization began to wash over her face. She looked at Wayonn as he stepped closer to Helen. “Because if he does… if he does detect her…”

Helen nodded her head slowly. “Then he will kill everything in his path to get to her and forsake everything else. He will abandon his duties here, just as his father may well do when he discovers that his For'mya has been taken, and he will carve a path of destruction across The Wilds until he saves her. Or avenges her.”


“That is what you meant about the storms earlier?” Devra asked.


Helen nodded her head. “When I chose and then recommended the Spartan people on Earth to Canth as the ideal place to send Martin’s father and the Ten Thousand, it was because they were the closest to the Lycavorian people that I had ever come across. Strong and proud and steeped in honor and tradition. Among that honor and tradition was the almost sacrosanct way that wives were regarded within Spartan culture. They were regarded as the mothers of future generations and unlike many others on this planet when I arrived, the Spartan females were granted far more in the way of freedoms and voice in the community. Wars had been fought over insults to Spartan wives Devra. Martin knew the call of his blood before he came here, he did not understand it, but he knew the call of his blood. When he finally discovered the Spartan history that was his heritage, he embraced it completely. As all of his sons have wholly embraced it, none more completely than Androcles. It is within their blood now.”


Sadi moved closer to them. “He will discover it Devra. He will probably discover it very soon. Sooner than we want him too. The moment he lowers his shields far enough he will sense her. Myself and Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria, we will not try to hide it from him then as we do now, for we want her among us as much as he will want her among us.” She said.


“That is why we must do as much as we are able now.” Helen spoke insistently. “Before he discovers that he can feel her and what she is going through.”


“What… what must we do?” Devra gasped. “Tell us!”

“Mother they could…” Arduri began to speak but stopped.


Devra shook her head slowly. “No. I understand what they mean Arduri. Naesta. If we are to find your sister alive, if we are to have a chance at this then Androcles Leonidas must be focused and clear minded.” She turned back to Helen and Sadi. “What must we do? Anything you need that I can give you is yours.”


“You must remain here with Bren.” Helen told her. “Send Naesta or Arduri with Wayonn and Martin’s brother to him on Curila 6. If only to show you that this distrust for our people that is so rampant among the Vanari is not true. With either Naesta or Arduri there with Martin and the others, there is a link between father and son. They are the only two people in the universe who can control the other. Wayonn needs to see Martin anyway and I can not go. I must remain here to assist Andro, Deia and Panos as we continue to discover what is happening and why the Kavalians have acted in this way.”


“I will go!” Naesta spoke immediately.


Nirilo stepped up beside her now and spoke for the first time. He had remained silent throughout the exchange for he alone knew what the Lycavorians were capable of and while discovering that his sister would one day be the wife of Androcles Leonidas shook him down to his boots, he did not doubt that they would find her. “Naesta that…”


“No.” She stated looking at her brother. “I am the only one among you who did not trust them when we arrived here Nirilo.” She said. “I am the only one who has clung to father’s fool ideals for so long. After what I have seen and witnessed… what they have done for us… this is my way of returning the trust they have shown in us.”


“You must keep him from telling his father until after we arrive Helen.” Wayonn spoke. “If he goes off and…”


Helen nodded. “I know grandfather. I will send Andro to find Daniel Simpson. He still believes Martin dead for he will not lower his MV shields far enough for anyone to tell him any different. Behind Andro… he is the only one who has any chance of controlling Martin once he discovers what has happened. They are brothers in every sense of the word except blood. And even blood could not bring them any closer than they already are. Then Andro must begin making his “appointments” to make it appear as if he is establishing control over the Union as the new King.”


Sadi turned to Bren. “Bren… Ne'Veha and I will return to the villa with you, Devra and Arduri. We will make contact with this person I know on Talbor Seven and discover if there is anything he can tell us.”


“Carisia and I will go with my mother to see Queen Aihola.” Lu'ria stated. “She will have access to any reports from Drow outposts that were not destroyed or that Bren could not acquire through normal channels.”


“We must move quickly and efficiently.” Helen spoke. “Androcles is no different than his father and I fear both of them have many plans and operations up their sleeves that none of us know about. We must discover all we can before they begin setting these things in motion for I fear much will burn when they begin. In more ways than one.”


Sadi took Devra’s hands once more. “We will find her Devra… for she means just as much to us now as she does to you and your family.”


Eliani walked out of the room she normally stayed at when she was here at Cranae Island. Thankfully the scents of Malic and Nyla within the room were very faint and did not keep her from sleeping at least somewhat easily. She wore a simple dark blue robe that fell to just below her knees around her body, tied tightly at the waist, so as not to reveal that she wore nothing underneath. She had returned from the hospital late, not wanting to have to deal with other people in her mood. Eliani knew she could be a complete bitch when she was in a foul mood, and even little things could set her off. Being back on Earth and able to feel Andro so close by helped to sooth her to a large degree, and the love and calmness she felt from Thaura always seemed to keep her volatile temper in check. She had immersed herself in work at the hospital and this served to make her not think about what had happened between her and Malic, or what was said. What it did do was increase her awareness of what else was happening and cause her worry for her mother For'mya to increase more and more as she treated men and women who had been injured in the battles on the streets of Sparta as well as those injured in the destruction of the Senate Building. Eliani knew without question that she was passionate about things; it was a trait she had inherited from her mother. She also knew she could snap at people with relative ease if she was upset and confused.

Right now… Eliani Leonidas was so very confused.


How could all this be happening now? She thought all she had ever wanted had come to her when she and Nyla found Malic. He had bitten her, made her his, yet if that was the case how could he love Nyla more than he loved her. Neither of them had been shielding at the time and Eliani had felt and heard everything they said to each other. What she could not understand was why a part of her rejoiced at this knowledge and yet a part of her felt saddened but not as saddened as she should feel.  And then there was her reaction when she found herself perched on the body of Andro’s Captain Jomann. Not only had his delicious jasmine coffee scent ignited her body, for the moment that she rested atop his powerful frame and looked into those stunning ocean blue eyes, she had forgotten all about Malic and Nyla. And that is what confused her the most for that should not have happened if she and Malic were anomes. Seeing him later in the hospital and remembering what he had made her feel caused her to act defensively around him and treat him badly, shocking not only Andro but herself with her reaction to him. After turning the corner in the hospital she had stopped and took deep breaths not understanding why she had acted as she did. By the time she worked up the nerve to turn around and go back so that she could apologize, he and Andro were already gone. 
The Battle on Kranek, what happen between Malic, Nyla and her, thinking that her father was dead, having one of her elven mothers taken by Immortals and learning that her second elven mother was now the prisoner of the Kavalians and they did not know why, it had all taken its toll on her. The six hours of sleep she had gotten last night were the longest stretch she had been able to sleep since leaving Kranek. She was still so very confused, but at least she was not dead tired. Now she needed to get some coffee into her and then talk with Andro. He was the only one outside of Thaura who would understand what she was feeling.


Eliani came around the corner into the main foyer of the house and saw Zarah and Lucia sitting close together at the large counter in the kitchen area. Their shoulders were touching and Lucia’s head was leaning against Zarah’s arm. Zarah looked up when she saw her and her face took on a large smile. She left her coffee on the counter, kissed Lucia delicately on her lips, the kiss of two lovers Eliani saw with happiness, and she got up to come greet her.


 “You look better than you did when you got back last night.” Zarah spoke as she hugged her tightly. 


Eliani nodded her head as they kissed each other’s cheek. “I haven’t… I haven’t slept very well since we left Kranek.” She said. “I worked myself to death last night and my body didn’t give me much choice.”


“Eli… what is wrong?” Zarah asked softly.


“I need… I need to think some things through.” Eliani answered. “I will be fine.”


“Talk to Andro Eli.” Zarah spoke. “He has always been able to help us put things in perspective.”


Eliani nodded. “I intend too.” She stated confidently. “I’ve been so wrapped up inside myself I haven’t checked on you Zar.” She said lifting her hand to stroke her younger sister’s cheek.


Zarah smiled. “I am… I am doing better than most people think.” She stated. “Better than I thought I would be doing.”


“Zarah?” Eliani prompted her.


“No really.” Zarah said. “I won’t… I won’t lie that I don’t feel different Eli. I do. I feel violated and dirty… but when I start to get like that I draw from Lucia. I… I love her Eli. I truly love her.”


“Have you…?”


Zarah shook her head. “No. We sleep in each others arms, we cuddle and we talk. I don’t know if I am ready for that yet and to be honest, I don’t know if Lucia is either. She was raised in a society where it was taboo Eli, and we both have to come to terms with what happened and with the attraction we have for each other. It is almost overwhelming at times, but usually if we hold each other, it is enough to calm down. It will happen I know… but it will happen on our terms when we both are ready. We have only just gotten comfortable when it comes to kissing each other.”


Eliani kissed her cheek once more. “Just the fact that you can feel what you feel for her. The desire and the trust… that is…”


Zarah nodded. “I know.” She said with a smile.


“Where is Andro?” Eliani asked.


“He was out on the beach with Elynth and Arzoal when we came out here. Whatever they are talking about… it must be very important for I don’t think father could breach the shields they have up.” Zarah answered. 


Talon Guardian business more than likely. Thaura’s voice filled their heads. I have felt similar shields from Syrilth and the other Elders when they talk.   


Good morning sister. Eliani stated happily as she felt Thaura’s essence fill her.

I will be ready when you wish to depart Eliani. There is much we need to talk of. Thaura said.


I know. And we will. 


Let me get some coffee in her first Thaura. Zarah spoke with a small laugh as she took Eliani’s hand and pulled her towards the counter.

Yes… please do. Thaura answered with a snicker. She is a bear without her morning coffee.

“Sadi and the others left for Paris Point rather quickly earlier. The Feravomir was with them. And that Wayonn.” Zarah spoke as Eliani settled at the counter and kissed Lucia softly on the cheek.

“Lucia.” She spoke.


“You look better this morning Eliani.” She stated.


This caused Eliani to laugh and shake her head. “I was that bad?” She asked.


Zarah turned from the opposite counter and came over sliding the mug in front of her. “What do you think?” She said.


Eliani sipped the coffee gratefully, allowing the strong pleasant smell of her mother Aricia’s coffee to sift through her nostrils and the liquid to warm her as she swallowed. Zarah settled back to her seat next to Lucia. “Sorry.” Eliani said sheepishly. “You don’t like Wayonn?” She asked.

Zarah sipped her coffee as she shook her head. “It’s not that.” She said. “He is… he was a Pralor Eli. He knew grandfather Resumar’s father! All of them… their scents are so pure and powerful. Almost like those in Sparta who were born here.”


“I only met them very briefly on the SCIMITAR.” Eliani said. “They seemed…” 
Eliani stopped talking when she caught the distinct scent of jasmine coffee and her head turned very quickly to the side as she heard the main double doors to Andro’s villa open. Given what was happening all around them, Eliani Leonidas knew just anyone would not be able to come through those doors without a Durcunusaan escort. Her eyes confirmed what her nose was telling her as she watched Jomann enter through the doors holding a data pad and talking with the man Andro had introduced to her as Dutkne and Jomann’s scent filled her head even more. She felt her body become flush and the nipples of her breasts hardened as she looked at him. He wore a two toned black and dark blue shirt with black pants and combat boots. His shirt was not overly tight, but it certainly did not hide the incredible definition of his chest, abdomen and arms. His Nehtes was strapped to his right thigh, the K12 KM to his left. As her eyes lifted to his face they grew a little wider as she saw him for the first time not covered in dirt and grime and blood. The two by two bandage covered his cheek, but his skin was deeply tanned and his face relaxed. She saw his nose twitch slightly and his head came up and those incredible eyes came to rest on her for a brief moment and then dropped back to the pad. Eliani Leonidas was not shy by any stretch of the imagination, not with parents such as hers. The Hadarian in her said to let it drop at that, but the wolf in her felt snubbed in an odd way as he and Dutkne continued into the main sitting room of the villa. Eliani tightened her grip on her mug and turned back to her sister and Lucia. 

“Excuse me for a moment.” She said as she got up and headed towards where they had stopped.

Lucia looked at Zarah confused. “I thought… Zarah I thought she was mated to Malic and Nyla.” She spoke. 

Zarah nodded her head slowly as she watched Eliani walk away. “Something happened on Kranek.” She stated. “Something she discovered about Malic and Nyla. That is why she has been so distracted and not like herself.”

“What do you mean?” Lucia asked.


“When a male wolf takes an anome… a soulmate… his scent will stay within her blood no matter how long they are apart.” Zarah said. “And hers will remain in his. Just like my father and mother… just like Andro and Sadi. You will always be able to smell them on each other no matter if they are apart a day… or a year. Malic and Eliani thought they were anomes because he bit her.”

Lucia’s eyes grew a little wider. “That… that is not the case?” She gasped.


Zarah shook her head. “My sense of smell is not as developed as say Andro or Deni or our father… but it is strong enough to know that Malic’s scent is no longer in her blood. On her body maybe… but not within her blood. The more time she spends away from him, the more his scent will dissipate until it is gone completely.”


“What does that mean exactly?” Lucia asked her.


“It means I know why my sister is acting so strange.” Zarah answered. “She is trying to figure out why that is. And she is trying to figure out why Andro’s new Captain makes her blood churn.”


“What?” Lucia asked.


Zarah nodded. “Just now… when she saw him.” Zarah looked at her. “Her scent spiked more pungent and pure than anything I ever smelled when she was with Malic and Nyla. She is attracted to him something fierce and she is fighting it.” 


“…have assigned two Durcunusaan that will accompany you with Princess Zarah and Princess Lucia to this Janae’s home.” Jomann spoke. “There will be a Heavy Lifter arriving in an hour to take you and the others by ground while the princesses will no doubt fly on Seyra, Princess Lucia’s bonded one.” 


“The others?” Dutkne asked.


“They are Anton and Cihera Simpson and an elven female named Las'elh.” Jomann told him. “I believe she is… I believe she is the lover and wife to both of them. She is a member of Elven Intelligence who is on loan to the Krypteria. They have been working together for several months now. It appears their separate missions ended up being the same one and they have been together ever since. Anton’s scent is deeply imbedded within this Las'elh’s blood and Cihera is half Drow, half vampire and this Las'elh’s scent is in her blood as well. I can only assume that they have mated with her and taken her as their wife. It isn’t uncommon… especially among the Drow here on Earth.”


“Will there be…” Dutkne began to ask before the female voice cut him off.


“I thought I told you to get your injuries treated last night Captain.” Eliani spoke causing Dutkne to turn around and look at her. 


Dutkne was a pureblood Lycavorian and he was also no fool. He detected the sparks between Andro’s sister and Jomann the moment he looked up when they entered and he saw her. He could detect the faint smell of a strong alpha on her but it would fade within the next day or so by his estimation, and he doubted even at its strongest it couldn’t match the pureness of Jomann’s blood and scent in any way. He had learned quite a bit from the data banks on the SCIMITAR when he wasn't sitting with Androcles and simply talking of whatever came to mind. They hadn’t had much time to do this… but it seemed like hours to Dutkne… which only served to confirm what his grandfather had been trying to tell him. No matter how much he tried to run from what his blood was telling him, he was not going to escape it. He felt more comfortable around Androcles than he did anyone but his grandfather and within a few hours they had been conversing as if they had known each other for decades. Androcles Leonidas was a voracious seeker of knowledge he had learned in that time and Dutkne found himself in the role of teacher without even knowing it. They spoke in serious tones and moods, punctuated by small bouts of laughter when either of them discovered how close their lives and experiences had paralleled each others. Those who were always around Androcles accepted him almost from the outset Dutkne realized this morning when a Durcunusaan officer had arrived to escort him to the villa. Not out of the need to protect him, but because of the position all of them had seen him assuming even before he did. 

Dutkne discovered that those who had been born and raised in this city of Sparta had a much stronger and pungent scents than those who had been born on Apo Prime. That told him the Lycavorian Spartans accepted their nature from birth, following their instincts for the most part without question, where those born on Apo Prime had only just begun to return to their instincts. Dutkne also knew from the way Eliani Leonidas stood and her body language that she had quite a bit more than a passing interest in Jomann. Her willow and peach scent spiked the closer she came to them and her fern green eyes were entirely focused on Jomann and ignoring him completely.


“I… I think I’ll go get some coffee. We’ll talk later Jomann.” Dutkne stammered just as Eliani came up and stopped. He bowed is head to her before moving off rather quickly wanting to avoid the confrontation he felt coming.

“Princess Eliani.” Jomann spoke bowing his head slightly as well and trying very hard to keep his own emotions and scent in check. “Can I help you with something?”


Eliani looked up into his face and couldn’t help by inhale deeply, drawing his jasmine and coffee scent deeply into her lungs and feeling her body call out for his scent as it never had for Malic. “I thought I told you to get your injuries treated last night at the hospital Captain.” Eliani finally was able to get the words out.


“I did Princess.” Jomann spoke.


“Then why are you wearing a bandage?” Eliani asked.


Jomann took a deep breath. “All of the Hadarian Healers present in the hospital were rather busy treating those who actually needed treatment. Men and women that were far more injured than me. I had an elf medic clean and bandage my injury and then I left to conduct my duties.”


Eliani reached up quickly and snatched the corner of the bandage, pulling it off his face swiftly before he could stop her and dropping it to the floor. His eyes flared for a moment in anger but he simply glared at her. It was a glare that bounced off Eliani for he knew she could smell the adrenalin dump into his system from the lie. The wound was still puffy and red, but it had been cleaned and three strips of tape held the edges together. It was going to leave a nasty scar perhaps three inches long and there was something else that Eliani knew right away as well.


“No medic my mother or Aunt Anuk trained treated this wound Captain.” She stated firmly. “You did this yourself didn’t you?”


Jomann took the bandage from where she had tossed it to the floor and lifted it back to his face pressing it over the wound once more and tracing the edges so it sealed. He looked at her then, her fern green eyes causing his stomach to do flips. “It has been treated.” He said. “I did not feel the need to bother anyone with something so insignificant.”

“You lied to me.” Eliani spoke.


“And you smelled it.” Jomann spoke adjusting the data pads in his hand. “Does that make you feel better Princess? I have duties to perform… so if there is nothing else I need to see Androcles.” He began turning away but her next words stopped him.


“You lied to me Captain!” Eliani snapped.


Jomann turned back around and stepped closer to her, his immensely powerful six foot three body truly dwarfing her diminutive frame. Three inches taller than her mother she may have been, but Eliani was still only five foot six and she had to look up into his angry ocean blue eyes. “If you were so concerned about my injury Princess Eliani, you would have treated it last night!” Jomann hissed angrily. 
“I didn’t treat you last night because you acted stupidly in following Androcles to the Kavalian Embassy!” Eliani snapped. “Your job is to protect him! Not go along with him when he does something insane like that!”

“Your brother’s protection is my responsibility now! Do not tell me how to do my job for I don’t tell you how to do yours!” Jomann snapped.

“If you were doing your job my mother would not be a prisoner of the Kavalians Captain Jomann!” Eliani snarled. “She would…”

[Eliani Leonidas!] Thaura’s voice bellowed in her head loudly. [Sister! That is wrong my sister!] 

Eliani’s mouth snapped shut as she realized what she was doing and she looked at Jomann. She could see the hurt that her words caused even though it wasn’t evident in his expression and she could smell the anger in him as well. 

Jomann glared at her as he stepped closer, her peach and willow scent threatening to overwhelm him. “Do not take whatever anger you have building inside you towards someone else or something that happened to you… do not take it out on me Princess! I answer to your brother now! Not you! I would die to protect him! Just as I would have died to protect Queen For'mya and Prime Minister Deia! Seventeen of my men died in that bombing Princess Eliani! Seventeen! They died doing their jobs! Unless you have something constructive to say to me, and not some snide comment or derogatory statement, I will take my leave of you and get back to my duties!” Jomann began to walk away but stopped and turned back to her again. “My duty is to protect your brother as his Captain. Part of that duty is acting just as insanely as he does because it protects him in the end. And… and because I feel the same thing beating in my chest as he does his. I do not know why that is… but Deia told me I was put there with her for a reason. That reason I have found… is your brother. What you think of me it doesn’t matter to me. I have found my calling and that is to be beside your brother in whatever he decides to do. You can accept that… or you can get the hell out of my way!”

Eliani Leonidas stood there dumbfounded as Jomann turned and headed out the double doors. She didn’t know what to say or do and she blinked several times before turning back and moving to the counter where Zarah and Lucia sat just as astonished as she was. 
“Eli?” Zarah asked softly. “What… what was that all about?”

Eliani looked up and met her sister’s eyes. “I… I don’t… I don’t know Zar.” She gasped as tears began to roll down her cheeks.

Zarah stood up without question and moved to her sister where she wrapped her arms around her and pulled her tight.

