CHAPTER SIXTY
BETA QUADRANT

AUSTROVA

VANARI HOMEWORLD

CAPITAL CITY OF MYDALA


Coren Re Mydala stared out the large window of his expansive Regent’s office over the Uparn Waterway and watched as the water skiffs navigated the river far below and the planetary transports skirted about in the skies above. The Vanari Regent’s Hall was a massive building that extended across the Uparn River and was held up by four colossal columns, two each on either side of the river, with ten meter wide anti-grav platforms spread along the underside of the structure. Every member of the Vanari Board of Regents had an office in this building, though only a few dozen of the twelve hundred member Board had offices as large and plush as his. He held the long thin pipe in his right hand, the small curls of smoke lifting around his head and putting of a pleasant floral aroma. At nearly fifteen hundred years of age, Coren was one of the members of the Vanari Senior Board of Regents, the Re Mydala family having been the one to found and help begin to build this city of Mydala into the metropolis that it now was. Due to that fact the Re Mydala family would always be one of the thirty-one permanent seats on the SBR, yet though he held a seat on the Senior Board of Regents, he was technically still a junior member of this elite group. The thirty men and women senior to him had served on the Senior Board of Regents for at least a millennia while he had only been part of the SBR for a rather measly three hundred and nineteen years, taking his father’s place when he had retired. 
The Senior Board of Regents, or SBR as it was called by many, would decide the issues that were brought to its attention by the full Board of Regents. There were thirty-one members of the SBR so that whatever issue came to be before them would have a decision on it. There would be no ties in voting on the SBR. Coren had never been the deciding vote for an issue, always making sure to throw his vote behind the majority and following the most senior of board members in their views. The members of the SBR who were not grandfathered in were chosen for lifetime appointments, while the many normal Regent seats were voted on every fifty years. Coren was a very traditional Vanari, and he was well liked and respected among his fellow Regents. He was also the only Vanari male serving on the SBR that was unmarried. His marriage to Devra had been extremely well publicized in the Vanari media, her dazzling beauty and sharp wit highly popular among the populace. Unfortunately this fact also made their subsequent annulment thirty-four years earlier even more of a media event. While the parting had been amicable in many respects, Devra’s decision to remain in politics had been seen by some of the much older Regents as a slap in the face to her former husband when they had ended their marriage. She had won her election by a virtual landslide when she first ran for the open seat on the Board, and then each subsequent election over the past three hundred years she had won with almost universal support among those districts that she represented. Coren had gotten her into politics, and a part of him wanted to be happy for her popularity and the respect she garnered even from many on the SBR, but he resented the strong recognition she held and continued to hold. She almost never voted with him on the issues and while he was proud of her for holding to her convictions, it was a slight that many of the older Regents would not forget. Her reputation was growing as well, since Devra was more attuned to the younger generation of Vanari due to her own relatively young age when compared to other Regents. She was often considered a spokesperson for many of the three hundred and nine Regents who were under a thousand years of age and who believed in maintaining tradition but not at the cost of change that could only help their people moving into the future.

Coren had no doubts that they would still be married had his appointment to the SRB not driven a final wedge into their relationship, though it had taken three hundred years for the end to come. Devra was beyond beautiful even by Vanari standards, and she was adventurous and open minded in their bed. Her beauty is what first captured his attention and her intelligence and quick wit is what made him marry her. Devra had bore him four children, three daughters and a son. He often bragged about Arduri and Naesta to others, as well as Nirilo though not as much lately because he had chosen to remain on the Lycavorian Protectorate homeworld. He could not bring himself to talk of or even acknowledge Caliria in public. Her dark hair had set her apart from others the day she was born and while he loved her as his daughter, the ancient taboo and gene defect that caused dark hair in Vanari females kept him from treating her in the same fashion as Arduri and Naesta. A large part of Coren knew this was stupid and wrong, but the politician in him had always won out in regards to publicly acknowledging her which had been cause for great anger from Devra and his other children. At least until the last three years when Caliria had begun using her name as a means to rally support and people to her cause of equal rights for dark haired Vanari females. She had several dozen other Cadre Officers had been pressing hard and pushing openly for a dark haired Vanari to at least be elected to the Lower Board of Vanari Magistrates. Just because they had dark hair did not make them any different was the rallying cry they used. They were not cursed or infected by this supposed defective gene, and even studies done by doctors and scientists among their growing following had produced many reports that indicated the gene was completely random in their people. Caliria had begun using her name and the power her family name could generate to bring attention to the fact that they were no different, yet they were almost without question always the ones taken by Syndicate slavers. She was fighting for equal rights for all of them and demanding that the Board of Regents take action against the Syndicate for their deeds. Caliria had become a vocal opponent to the policy of the Board of Regents that allowed several hundred Vanari females to be taken each year during raids by the Orionis Syndicate on Vanari colonies or planets. Coren Re Mydala found the practice distasteful himself but he had always gone with the majority who did not want to anger the Syndicate enough that they would use their terrible weapons again. Now Coren Re Mydala was torn. 

He was torn because his own daughter was now one of those who had been taken and it left a foul taste in his mouth. 

“How many were taken with her?” The male voice he knew as Eyon Ahn Vernalo asked from behind him and Coren turned to look at the four men who occupied the chairs around the knee high table on the opposite side of his huge desk. All of them had long stemmed glasses of Vanari Brandy in their hands. 
“Seventeen.” Ardan Vu Lamurrion replied. “They were returning from a student trip to Uyama One. Their transport was captured as they were transitioning from Quantum travel in Sector Twelve if their data cores are accurate.”  

“So close?” Cruor Ahn Vernalo gasped.
Ardan nodded. “They are becoming bolder, moving deeper into Vanari space each time they take prisoners. Devra brought a petition to the Lower Board to go after them but they would not even bring it to vote.”

“How many stood with her?” Eyon asked.

Ardan met his eyes. “Nearly every Regent under the age of five hundred.” He answered. “I believe they were showing their solidarity with her.”
“The Syndicate is doing this because our females are traveling less among the outer rim planets now.” Alrerin Sha Harael spoke softly. “Especially so close to the next Celebration of the Hundreds.”
“That makes four mass kidnappings this year alone.” Ardan spoke. “Nearly eighty of our young females.”

“All but two were dark haired.” Eyon spoke once more sipping his brandy. “It is the agreement we have kept to for millennia now. They have already made reparations for those two who were not with dark hair.”

“How do make reparations for having a child taken Eyon?” Ardan snapped. “You know what they do to our females!”

“Yes I know!” Eyon responded just as bitterly. “What would you have us do Ardan… forfeit all that we are to them? They could unleash their weapons on us and then where would we be?”

“It is the way of things.” Alrerin spoke now as he got to his feet and placed his empty glass of brandy on the table. He looked at Coren. “You have my condolences Coren, but you know there is nothing we can do. We risk too much if we try.”

Coren met his eyes and nodded. “I know First Regent.” He stated softly. “She is still my daughter however.”
Alrerin nodded. “When the SBR meets again next week I will introduce a motion to the Syndicate Ambassador to provide compensation to you and Devra for taking Caliria. I have been told she has retreated to her cottage on Semina Three.”

Coren nodded. “That is what I was told as well yes.”

“Compensation will not bring Caliria back Alrerin!” Ardan spoke. 

“It has been this way for millennia Ardan… you know this as well as I.” Alrerin told him. “We can not respond for they will unleash their weapons upon us as Eyon has said.”
Eyon Ahn Vernalo got to his feet as well. “I will direct my company to begin using more highly traveled corridors. I… I feel responsible in some fashion for it was my company’s ship and our pilots.”

Coren looked at him and shook his head. “It is no one’s fault Eyon.” He spoke softly. “It is the way of things. Do not berate yourself or your pilots for this.”

Cruor Ahn Vernalo stood up as well. “How is Arduri taking it?” He asked.

“She and Naesta have joined their mother on Semina Three. It is the Semina family estate and a place she will always go to for comfort.” Coren answered him. “Nirilo is aware and I have spoken with him briefly. He will be returning here in a matter of days as soon as his duties with the Lycavorian Protectorate allow him.”

“Does he still insist on laying with that Lycavorian female?” Alrerin asked now trying to change the subject tactfully. “He is well past the age to marry and I know many young females who would throw themselves at his feet.”

Coren nodded. “I… I believe it is just a phase Alrerin. He will return home in a year and we will appoint another to take his place.”

Alrerin nodded his head. “Good. We will need to appoint a more conservative officer to replace him this time. I feel he has been among them for too long as it is. And I hope he takes the proper precautions when he shares her bed. We do not need blue skinned animals running around our cities as the Protectorate allows their children to do. It would be embarrassing.”

“The color of our skin is not something that would be transferred in such a union Alrerin. You know this.” Ardan said. “All of our doctors and scientists agree.”

“Yes well… better to be safe than regretful.” Alrerin spoke.

Coren nodded in agreement at his words and looked at Cruor. “It might be advisable to postpone your Joining Ceremony for a few weeks Cruor Ahn Vernalo, at least until Arduri is finished mourning.”

“But everything is planned and all of the…” Cruor began to speak but his father took his arm.

“A few more weeks is acceptable Coren.” Eyon spoke cutting off his son’s reply. “Say… the day after the Celebration of the Hundreds six weeks from now?”

Coren nodded. “That is satisfactory.” He stated.

Eyon nodded. “Then so it shall be.” He replied. “I have a meeting and Cruor and I must return to our offices. If you need anything Coren… you have but to ask. Our families will be one soon and we must pool our resources and look out for each other.”

Coren nodded. “I will speak with you tomorrow or the next day in regards to the financial contracts we must finish before the Joining takes place.”

Eyon nodded. “Whenever you feel you are ready.” He replied. “There is no rush now.” He looked at his son. “Cruor… we must go.”

Coren moved around his desk and up to Eyon and they shook hands. “Thank you for your support my friend.”

“Always Coren.” Eyon told him.

Coren watched him turn and lead his son out of the office and then Alrerin stepped up to him. The First Regent was the senior member of the SBR and his words carried more weight than others among the Regents. He was a powerful force in Vanari politics. He grasped Coren’s hand as well. 
“Take as much time as you need Coren.” Alrerin said. “I will inform my assistant to leave an open channel for you alone if you need anything.”

“Thank you First Regent.” Coren said. “I will endure.”

Alrerin nodded his head. “As must we all for the good of our people.” He stated softly. He turned to leave and Coren waited until the door had slid shut behind him before turning back to the older Ardan Vu Lamurrion.
The one man Coren considered a mentor outside of his father and who had directed him to politics and also had been a friend of the Vanari family for centuries. His youngest daughter had married Coren’s oldest brother nearly two thousand years ago, tying their families together forever in Vanari fashion, combining the wealth and power of two influential families into a single entity as the Joining Ceremony always did. It would be the same when Cruor took Arduri as his bride, for it would combine the assets of the Re Mydala and the Ahn Vernalo families together and give Eyon a say in what they invested in and where they directed their wealth. The Ahn Vernalo family led by Eyon was very well off, not on the same level of Coren’s family in political stature by any means, but they held majority assets in the three largest ship building companies within the Vanari Empire as well as majority stock in the largest Research and Development Company within Vanari space. Eyon was a very influential man on Austrova, and while he was not a member of the Board of Regents, he was very active in helping to write and establish policy. Many of the older members of the Board respected and trusted him. It had surprised Coren somewhat when Arduri had agreed to marry Cruor, but they must have been more sexually compatible than anyone realized. He looked at Ardan as the door closed behind the men who had left.
Ardan rose to his feet looking at Coren as he did. “I know that look Coren Re Mydala.” Ardan spoke. “I have known you for too long to not recognize that look.”
Coren turned and moved back to his desk where he touched the control console. “Jokros you may bring him in now.”

Ardan turned when the section of wall to Coren’s office parted and two men entered. The first was Jokros Aht Tulyk, Coren’s most senior, secretive and trusted non-political aide. A man whose family had been tied to the fortunes of the Re Mydala family since the beginning and had served beside and followed them for millennia. Jokros was a man in his late forties, tall for a Vanari at six foot three and his many years within the Vanari Commando Cadres had honed his body to a finely tuned machine of physical perfection. Ardan knew immediately that something was amiss when they entered through the escape tunnel that all of the SBR offices had installed in them. Each tunnel was private and led to and from a private and heavily secure landing pad. The second man wore a cape and cowl over his tall form and that he quickly drew back as he entered the office. Ardan’s blue eyes opened wider in surprise when he recognized the long haired but well groomed Lycavorian Ambassador from the Protectorate. 
Coren stepped in front of Jokros and gripped the outside of the man’s arms. “Thank you my friend.” He spoke. “You have the other information?”

Jokros nodded his head. “Everything you wanted me to gather… as much as I was able to find anyway. No one saw us enter or leave.” He spoke in reply. “I have someone watching her apartment just in case.”

Coren looked at the impassive face of the Protectorate Ambassador and stepped closer to him but not quite too close. Coren had never cared for the Lycavorian people as a whole. He considered them to be barbaric in many respects, extremely violent and quick to anger, and not exactly on a level as the Vanari. It was an attitude that most of the Board of regents shared as well, with the exceptions being the younger generations of Vanari. While the embassy here in Mydala had several hundred employees, the Lycavorians among them were limited in where they could go and what they could do. The Ambassador was a young Lycavorian; far younger than Coren himself and the other senior members of the SBR and Coren had no doubt that he was appointed by the young Director General simply to slight the Vanari Board of Regents for they preferred to deal with some of the older Lycavorians they had come in contact with. Coren knew the leader of the Protectorate was young himself, barely five hundred years old according to his son’s reports, and he himself had only met with Coren once when he had traveled to see Nirilo. Their visit had been cordial, but this Dutkne appeared not at all intimidated or interested in speaking at length with Coren. Coren kept his distance and did not hold out his hand in greeting. 
“Ambassador Lilonus.” He spoke.  
“Regent Re Mydala.” The man answered. Lilonus was three hundred and fourteen years old and took great pleasure in the fact that his age pissed off the Vanari regents. He found quite a number of their politicians, both junior and senior to be exceptionally arrogant and pompous, while many of the normal Vanari like those who worked in their embassy were quite friendly and open.

“Thank… thank you for coming.” Coren stated.

Lilonus nodded his head noncommittally. “It is not often I get a summons from a member of the SBR, especially one that intentionally avoids the normal means of communication that your people insist on using, and brings me into their offices via a secret entrance.”

Coren motioned with his hand to the comfortable chairs that had been occupied by others only moments ago. “Please… take a seat.” He spoke.

Lilonus turned and saw Ardan standing by the chairs still somewhat surprised and he bowed his head slightly. “Regent Ardan.” He spoke as he moved to one of the chairs.

Ardan ignored him and looked at Coren. “Coren what is this about?” He demanded.

Coren stepped up to him. “Ardan… perhaps now would be a good time for you to depart these offices.” Coren told him. “I do not want to involve you in these affairs.”

“What affairs?” Ardan snapped indignantly. “If it concerns your family it concerns mine as well. You know this Coren. You have brought the Protectorate ambassador into a secure area of this building secretly Coren. My interest is peaked.” He saw the look in Coren’s eyes. “This is about Caliria isn’t it?”

“Ardan… you are my closest friend and my mentor… but now I must ask that…” Coren began to say.

Ardan shook his head. “Not going to happen Coren. I helped your father bring you into politics and we share many of the same values just as your father and I did and still do. The marriage of your brother to my daughter has forged a unity together of our families and I will not forsake that now after over two thousand years. I am just as angry about Caliria as I know you are whether you will admit it or not. She is still your daughter Coren.”

Coren nodded. “Yes she is. Very well…” He said. He turned to his aide. “Jokros you may begin.”
The former Vanari Commando went to the console on Coren’s desk and inserted the data scroll he took from his sleeve. “As you know Regent, Caliria has been enrolled at the Austrova Advanced Physics University for the last four years. It is from within the ranks of students here that she has been garnering much support and backers for her cause. I have been working at the University since we knew Calira was taken and I have quietly questioned those that we know are in the group she helps to lead and support. All of them have dark hair themselves or they have lost dark haired sisters. All of them are students with degrees that…”

“Jokros please tell me…” Coren asked.

Jokros nodded his head. “Your fear was well founded Coren.” He spoke softly. “Caliria was taking advanced Physics classes as we all knew during the day however, at night and in secret, she and a dozen others were studying Advanced Genetic Engineering. It took me several hours to pry it out of her friends and then find the lone instructor that was teaching them. His younger sister was taken a hundred and seven years ago. They have been working on different ways to counter the chemical imbalance in our people and take away the advantage the Orionis Syndicate has held over our heads for millennia.”

Coren swore under his breath and turned away from them as Ardan moved to a chair and settled into it slowly. “They… they were violating the law!” He gasped. “No one has… no one has violated that law in over two thousand years!”

Jokros nodded. “Until now.”

“Coren… we must shut down this elicit action quickly!” Ardan exclaimed. “If the Orionis Syndicate finds out what they are doing…”

“I believe… I believe they already have.” Jokros spoke. “At least to a point.”

Coren turned back to look at him. “What do you mean?”

“We have suspected for many years that there are Orionis Syndicate agents among those who regularly travel here Coren. Men and women that we live and work with on a daily basis.” Jokros told him but directing his words to all of them. “We welcome many from the Empryean people as well as the Antares Alliance and Darboli Republic. If you add their number with the high amount of Terran Eridiani from the EPG that come here to be educated at our schools, there are nearly a hundred thousand non-Vanari students enrolled at the University just here in Mydala alone. We know for certain that a large portion of the Syndicate is made up of Terran Eridiani and we have also suspected that at least one of their Grand Masters is Terran Eridiani and there could possibly be more than one. We have no real proof to back up this information and the Eridiani Provincial Government continues to insist they have no knowledge or contact with the Syndicate or their leaders.”

Coren nodded. “Yes. I’ve read those intelligence reports.”

“That is rubbish as we all know!” Ardan exclaimed. “The EPG is rife with corruption and the Orionis Syndicate has many of their government’s top people in their pocket! The EPG is essentially the political arm of the Syndicate.”
Coren nodded. “But their size gives them clout and we have many trade agreements with them and our borders touch along several thousand light years as well. I agree that the EPG is a front for the Syndicate, but publicly they do nothing to garner our distrust.”
Lilonus leaned forward in his chair. “Are you saying that one or more of the Syndicates Grand Masters is human?” He asked clearly surprised.

Jokros nodded his head and turned to the man. Unlike Coren and many others he had a healthy respect for the Lycavorians as a whole. “That is the old term to refer to their species, from before they left Earth but essentially yes. Our intelligence points us in that direction. The humans here in the Beta Quadrant are far more advanced mentally and physically than those who stayed behind.”

“Yes… but their live under a dictatorship.” Lilonus said. “That is what the Eridiani Wars were about. Those that wanted to break away.”

“True… but those that left only made those that remained far stronger. A few thousand returned to Earth, the planet of their birth, but many more remained here.” Jokros said.

“How does all of this relate to Caliria?” Coren asked insistently.

“Two of her friends remember seeing her with one of these humans from the EPG just days before she was taken.” Jokros spoke. “They knew him as Adam and they were having what appeared to be a pleasant lunch together on the Quad according to her friends. He had been showing quite a bit of interest in Caliria recently it seems.”

“That could be coincidence.” Ardan spoke. “Terran Eridiani are very susceptible to our females. They always lean towards our females with dark hair because they know no Vanari female with normal colored hair would have anything to do with them.”

Jokros shook his head. “It was no coincidence Ardan. According to her friends Caliria was very adamant about not being interested in him or any other male. She told her friends she was meant for something much more, whatever that means.” He stated confidently. 
Coren nodded slowly. ‘She always was very spiritual.” He stated.

“This… human Adam…” Jokros continued. “He has disappeared from the University and when I checked with admissions every Terran Eridiani enrolled at the University is accounted for. I had my men confirm that.”
“They… they set her up?” Coren asked in astonishment. “But… why?”

Jokros typed on the console of his desk and pointed to the monitor as it rose from the side. “This is why.” He stated. The men saw a mass of numerical formulas and medical terms on the screen.

“What is this?” Ardan asked.

Lilonus shocked them both when he answered. “They are Genetic Sequencing Equations and DNA base code modules.” He answered.

“How do you know this?” Coren gasped.

Lilonus looked at him. “My first degree was in Biomechanical Genetics.” He replied. “We were trying to make certain plant life hardier so that it would grow on other planets.”

Jokros nodded his head impressed. “He is right.” He spoke. “Two of the other females I questioned said that Caliria felt they were close to developing some form of counter to the Syndicate’s chemical weapon.” Jokros told them. “When I escorted them to their apartments in order to obtain this information we found both of them broken into and ransacked. All the data they had been compiling and keeping secretly was gone. I now have anyone who worked with Caliria in protective custody. We conducted a complete sweep of Caliria’s apartment on the city limits Coren… it too had been ransacked. We found nothing.”

Ardan looked at him. “Why does that make a difference?”

“You misinterpret the context of my words Regent Vu Lamurrion…” Jokros spoke. “When I say we found nothing… I mean we found nothing. Her apartment had been cleansed and stripped bare of anything that might have told us what she had been doing or who she had been associating with. The same with those who worked with her. Her co-workers told me they shared the locations of this information only with those in their inner circle. It means they got the information from Caliria.”   
Coren met his eyes. “She… she found a cure?” He gasped.

Jokros shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever she found… it apparently made others sit up and take notice. I ran a Flight Log Check on the transport from Uyama One. The ship missed its last two COM checks and the flight data cores suggest that these were missed before the ship was taken. The company impounded the ship yesterday morning and I was no longer able to access it without someone taking notice.”
Ardan came to his feet now. “Jokros are you implying that Vanari had a hand in helping whoever took Caliria and the others?”

“I’m implying nothing Regent Ardan. I’m merely stating facts.” Jokros replied calmly. “It seems rather convenient that those on the transport with her were half of those working closely with her on whatever project it is they were secretly conducting at the University don’t you think?”
Coren looked at him. “Devra and my daughters?” He asked.

Jokros nodded. “It appears they may have put it all together much sooner than I did, if they did not already know what she was doing, which I find more plausible.” He stated. “They are not on Semina as everyone thinks either.” Jokros turned to look at Lilonus his eyes neutral but filled with knowing. “Are they Ambassador?”

Lilonus met his eyes without fear. “What do you mean?” He asked casually.

“Jokros… what are you trying to say? If they are not on Semina then…” Coren began to speak but Jokros held up his hand.

“My men and I tracked their V9 Interceptor Ambassador Lilonus!” Jokros spoke evenly in a very neutral tone. “We followed them all the way to the edge of the Orion Spur! They were using Devra’s V9 transport so it was easy to track when you have the right transponder codes and they were chasing a Syndicate ship it appears. The Orionis ship jumped coreward from there!”
“Coreward?” Coren gasped. “They made a blind jump coreward?”

“I don’t think it was a blind jump Coren.” Jokros spoke looking at him. “We detected the trace elements of an advanced design Protectorate Fusion Drive Core. A drive core that we did not know that your people possessed Ambassador. A drive core that also jumped coreward of the Spur. And a drive core that swallowed up the trace elements from the Vanari V9 Interceptor before that took place. Your ship took our V9 aboard and then conducted a jump coreward of the Orion Spur didn’t they?”

Lilonus met his eyes without regard. “Yes… I believe that is what took place. I only spoke briefly with General Director Dutkne mind you.”

“On one of your ships?” Jokros pressed him.

Lilonus nodded his head. “The TALON OF JUSTICE. One of our newest ships actually and the General Director’s personal command ship.”

“You have developed new engines?” Ardan asked now.

Lilonus nodded again. “Yes.”

“Why were we not informed?” Coren demanded.

Lilonus looked at him. “I do not believe our Mutual Non-Aggression Pact dictates we must tell you when we develop new technology Regent Re Mydala. In fact I know it doesn’t since I have read it four times.”

“Nirilo did not report this!” Coren spat.

Lilonus nodded. “I believe the General Director asked him not to.” He replied. “Your son is friends with General Director Dutkne and he did this because of that friendship. If he had chosen not to abide by that, he would have been asked to leave Protectorate space. Your people have a rather boorish habit of overreacting to things because of your ingrained feelings towards my people Regent. All you need do is look at how those who live here on Austrova are treated and it becomes obvious to even the dullest individual. We are not allowed to enter certain areas of your cities; we are not allowed to travel to certain merchant markets; I could go on but you already know this. There is no logical reason for us to inform you of anything since you do not reciprocate the same. We are not allies and we are not enemies, and that is the choosing of the Board of Regents and not the Protectorate. We have made it very clear we would like nothing more than to be allies and friends and be prosperous together. The Vanari are the ones who are not willing to do this for reasons which I can not fathom. The Protectorate has never done anything to the Vanari people to earn such distain and harsh treatment, and in fact we get along famously with those Vanari who we are allowed to mingle with at our embassy. You have only to ask them to discover that.”


“We were at war!” Ardan roared.

Lilonus came to his feet now. “That war took place over ten thousand years ago Regent Vu Lamurrion!” He barked angrily. “And it was a war that your people started with us, not the other way around as is so often believed among your people and even taught to some degree in your schools! Is that not true? I am a keen student of our history Regent Vu Lamurrion and we are far more intelligent than you believe my species to be! The events behind First Contact are very well documented Regent! Talks were proceeding very well until your ship’s captain chose to use his six Vanari Cadre Commando officers as intelligence gatherers. They used their considerable influence over the males of any species with the oil they secret from their skin to attempt to gain information that was not theirs to have! When it was discovered by our females what you were doing and your actions were exposed, that same captain chose to attack our delegation ship and kill three hundred of our people instead of allowing his actions to be revealed. When we attempted to present this information to you along with the evidence and proof of what he had done, you chose to dismiss it and take the word of your captain. That is what started the war Regent! Your people’s insistence that you are somehow better than my species simply because we can alter our forms to that of which you consider to be nothing more than savage animals!”

“That is not true!” Coren snapped.

Lilonus stared at him. “Isn’t it?” He barked right back. “That man is still serving in your military if my memory serves me right! Is that not true?”

“We did not…”

“Is that true?” Lilonus growled.

“Yes! The Board of Regents… they did not deem he had done anything wrong.” Coren said in reply.

Lilonus nodded his head. “And there you have it. We have accepted the Vanari as they are Regent, it is simply who you are as a species… but do not stand there and demand from me, accuse me, when your Board of Regents has treated us as no more than animals for centuries.” Lilonus looked at Jokros. “Do I go out the front or will you escort me back the way we came so that I am not seen since I am considered beneath you? I am done here.”

“Where has your ship taken my wife and daughters?” Coren roared.

Lilonus looked at him. “She is not your wife anymore Regent Re Mydala and she has not been for thirty-three years. I believe you have even moved on with your life have you not? You are courting a female several hundred years your junior.”

“This is not about me!” Coren snapped stepping closer to him. Jokros moved closer, more to keep Coren from doing something stupid. He was not like many of his people. He had a healthy respect for the Lycavorian people and what they could do. In a one on one fight, Jokros doubted he could stand toe to toe with a Lycavorian soldier. Their healing factor and ability to take huge amounts of punishment made them very durable opponents and when combined with the skills that many of them possessed, they were a very lethal species. Jokros had no doubts Lilonus could kill Coren without breaking a sweat, ambassador and politician though he may have been. “You have taken Vanari citizens and equipment aboard one of your warships and then conducted a blind jump coreward! We do not go coreward of the Orion Spur Ambassador! It is unexplored territory that is inhabited by other Lycavorians and species far more violent and uncompromising then the Protectorate! And it is forbidden by Vanari law!”

“Forbidden to you perhaps…” Lilonus told him. “And there was nothing blind about the jump the TALON executed. They knew exactly where they were going for they are on a mission of their own. Regent Devra and your daughters accompanied them willingly because if they had followed the Syndicate ship on their own they would most likely be dead or enslaved in the Alpha Quadrant by now!” He said with a small smile.

Ardan saw this look on his face and his eyes grew a little wider. “They went… they went to the Lycavorian Union?” He gasped.

Coren looked at Ardan quickly, his own eyes wide in disbelief and then he turned back to Lilonus. “Is this true?” He gasped.
Lilonus met his gaze. “Have you never wondered why the Orionis Syndicate seems to be gathering strength, getting bolder and becoming larger?” He asked softly. “Do you think we do not know that they are coming further into Vanari space to take the females you so willingly allow them to?”

“We have no choice in this matter!” Ardan almost shouted.

“There is always choice Regent Vu Lamurrion. You have simply made the wrong one for many thousands of years now.” Lilonus told him gently. “I surmise that your vaunted Vanari Intelligence Agency has not discovered that the Orionis Syndicate has expanded their many elicit operations and contacts to a considerably larger area than what you believe they have in just the last half century alone. Including coreward of the Orion Spur.”

“What are you talking about?” Coren demanded.

Lilonus shook his head. “Your people are so insular and inflexible Regent Re Mydala.” He said. “The Orionis Syndicate has expanded their operations into the Alpha Quadrant. Into what is known as The Wilds. Not very much at present, but they have several groups that they do business with it seems. Your ex-wife and daughters were following the same ship that was carrying your daughter Caliria. It seems they are not as inflexible as you and the other members of the Board of Regents for they were able to discover this all on their own. Our purpose for going to the Alpha Quadrant had nothing to do with their mission, but there is always strength in numbers, and they were much safer with the General Director on our ship as opposed to going alone.”

“The Alpha Quadrant has been strife with war and death for millennia!” Ardan exclaimed loudly. “That faction of your people and the vampires have been battling for all of that time with no end in sight! Ever since the Vampires crushed your homeworld and enslaved your people! That is why your faction of Lycavorians settled in the Beta Quadrant! To escape that!”

Lilonus shook his head. “If only that were true.” He said.

“Instead you bring your violence and savageness towards others here! This is part of the reason we view you as we do!” Ardan continued. “Your Protectorate annihilated an entire planet and every living thing on it!”

Lilonus looked at him. “It was a Syndicate planet and they were using it as a staging area to launch raids against our ships coming here to trade within Vanari borders.” He spoke calmly. “We advised the Eridiani Alliance, since they are the only government it seems that has a close relationship with them, and we advised them that we would take actions if this did not stop. We asked them twice. Then we acted.”

“Your ships destroyed a colony of nearly nine thousand!” Coren shouted.

“All of whom were part of the Syndicate in some fashion and they have not attacked one of our ships or any Protectorate outpost since.” Lilonus said in reply. “Sometimes… sometimes you must use brute force to get your message across.”

“Where was your ship going?” Coren demanded now. “Where have they taken my son and daughters?”

“Regent Vu Lamurrion was correct in his statement.” Lilonus said. “They have gone to the Lycavorian Union. Recent events have… recent events have revealed that what we once believed about our brothers and sisters in the Union was in fact wrong. You see, we can admit when we are wrong Regent Re Mydala, something your people seem to have a large problem with. General Director Dutkne and Val’istar Wayonn are leading an expedition there to finally bring our people back together.”

“Wayonn?” Jokros spoke with wide eyes. “You allowed… you allowed the Pralor to go on this mission?”

Lilonus looked at him and smiled. “I see that at least some of you have studied the history we provided to you when we signed the MNAP two thousand years ago.” He stated. “Yes… the Val’istar went with General Director Dutkne. It was essential that he go and no one dictates to him what he will do and not do. He may have been a Pralor, but he has been wolf for longer and he is even more obstinate and stubborn than the General Director. They are of the same blood so it makes sense they would have some of the same traits.”

“Why have you gone there?” Coren asked. “I was under the impression that the General Director and your people made it a point to distance yourselves from the faction of your people that remained in the Alpha Quadrant because of their violent tendencies and disregard for the order of law and agreements.”

Lilonus laughed now as he shook his head and returned to his chair. “You don’t actually believe that drivel the Board of Regents has been stating for thousands of years do you?” He said.

“It is what your former leaders told us!” Ardan snapped.

Lilonus shook his head slowly. “No… it is not what they told you, it is what you chose to take and believe of what they told you. Dutkne’s father told you we had decided not to reunite with our brothers and sisters within the Lycavorian Union because their years of slavery and oppression took them away from the instincts and traditions that Sumar and then King Resumar his son began to instill in them. He told you when the day came that they returned to the core of what our species is, than we would unite with them without a second’s hesitation. When they lost the father of us all, Sumar, and then his son King Resumar we thought all was lost, but with Wayonn’s help we discovered that this is not the case. The day my people have waited and hoped for is rapidly approaching.”

“What are you saying?” Jokros asked softly.

Lilonus met his eyes. “The grandson of King Resumar returned to the Lycavorian Union nearly twenty-seven years ago and took his place as King. He returned to our people within the Lycavorian Union what they had lost through the years of slavery and rebellion. And now, he and his children and those within the Union have once more embraced everything that Sumar and then King Resumar began to teach us. Everything that they forgot during their struggles to escape the oppression of the High Coven. That day has come gentlemen and now it is time for us to reunite as a species and our people within the Protectorate will be overjoyed when this information becomes known to them. That is why they have gone there, because the General Director is only a caretaker of sorts. The King of the Lycavorian Union, the blood grandson of King Resumar, he is our leader and he always has been. It has just taken this long for them to realize that. These are all things you would have known Regent Re Mydala, had you and so many others let go of your ingrained premise that my people are nothing more than animals in the shape of a men. You would have known this if you had read the history we willing provided to you. Unlike you our Intelligence Agency… and Wayonn.... have kept a close watch on events in the Alpha Quadrant for many years. The United Lycavorian Union is not as backwards as you have been led to believe by your own people. They were very advanced even before they found City Ship 41 on Lycavore…”

“They discovered the ship?” Coren gasped in horror. 
Lilonus nodded his head with another smile. “Yes… and now they are almost on a level with the Protectorate and the Vanari Empire in terms of technology. You would have known all this had you taken the time to fully come to know us a species and you would have known that those species who call the Union home have much to offer in the way of rich culture. They have different and diverse species aligned with the Union because they saw their future in them. The Hadarian species for one, they are the foremost healers and medical minds in the entire universe bar none, in some ways even more inventive and knowledgeable than Vanari physicians.”

“Nonsense!” Ardan exclaimed. 
Lilonus smiled. “And that is the attitude that permeates the vast majority of the Vanari people thanks to your Board of Regents. Apparently… your ex-wife is far more open minded and intelligent than you give her credit for and at least she has the nor to act when others will not.”

“Where are they going?” Coren demanded moving closer to him. “Where has your ship taken them?”

“I imagine they have gone to Earth.” Lilonus answered seeing their eyes grow wide. 
“The Terran Eridiani’s old homeworld?” Coren gasped.

Lilonus nodded. “The city of Sparta on Earth to be exact. That has become the unofficial seat of power it seems since the King’s return. Something to do with the King’s father and the people he was raised among, Spartans I think they were called. The General Director told me that they would be meeting with the King’s son… the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union. Androcles Leonidas I believe his name is.”
“Leonidas?” Jokros hissed softly looking at him. “Your King Resumar… the son he sent to Earth… that was his name.”
Lilonus met his eyes. “It appears you have studied more than the Regents here Jokros.” He said. “I commend you.”

“Jokros… send word to prepare my Frigate.” Coren snapped.

Ardan looked at him. “Coren… you are going after them?” He gasped.

“I will not leave my children in the hands of the Lycavorians!” Coren snarled angrily. “Especially ones we have been led to believe are nothing more than savages by their own kind.” He snapped motioning to Lilonus.
Lilonus shook his head again becoming bored with the atmosphere that these men kept projecting. “That is not something we have ever led you to believe Regent Re Mydala… but you will believe what you will.”

“Coren… the Board will never approve this!” Arden rasped. 

“I’m not going to ask them!” Coren snapped. “I’m going to go there and get my children and my ex-wife back before they do something entirely foolish! They risk our entire species with their actions!”

Ardan thought quickly and nodded his head as options and scenarios ran through his keen mind. “I will inform the SBR that we are taking a few days to mourn and we will be using my ship to do so. They will not question me and they know how close our families are.”

“Ardan I can not ask this of you.” Coren said quickly.

“You aren’t asking me… I’m offering it to you. You can not go coreward in a Heavy Frigate and we do not know what we will find on the other side.” Ardan told him. “We will take my Command Cruiser.”

“Ardan…” Coren began to speak.

“Do not say anything!” Ardan barked. “You are as much a son to me as my own children and I told your father I would look out for you. We will do this together!”

Coren nodded and turned to his longtime friend. “Jokros… use your contacts within the Intelligence community to get as much information as possible in regards to the Alpha Quadrant and do so quietly. We…”

“This is inadvisable.” Lilonus spoke getting back to his feet.

“I did not ask you!” Coren snarled at him. 
“What do you think you are going to do Regent Re Mydala… jump directly into Union space, travel to Earth and take back Devra and your children?” Lilonus asked.
“That is exactly what I intend to do!” Coren barked.

“What if they do not wish to return?” Lilonus asked.

“They will do as I tell them!” Coren shouted.

“And you think entering Lycavorian Union space in a Vanari warship will somehow allow you to accomplish this?” Lilonus said. “The Union has ships as well you know. Ships that are far more capable than you give them credit for. Given what is currently happening there… you could trigger an incident and unlike the response you received from the Protectorate all those years ago, you will not like the response you get should you arrive in Union space and begin to make demands.”

“I do not fear this Lycavorian Union and I will do what is necessary to get my children back!” Coren growled at him. “And hopefully do so before the rest of the Board of Regents realizes what they have done!”

Lilonus shrugged. “Very well. It is your sorwyk.” He said. “I will be returning to our embassy then?” (Funeral)

Coren shook his head. “No Ambassador… you are coming with us!” Coren said. “To make sure these Lycavorians know I am not playing games with them.”

Lilonus laughed now. “You have no idea what you are going to attempt Regent Coren Re Mydala.” He stated with a smile. “But I will accompany you… if only to see what your attitude and the reaction it gets will result in. That will be most entertaining I believe.”
EARTH

SPARTA
EASTERN DISTRICT
APARTMENT OF COMMANDER JANAE

Zarah looked slowly around the interior of the apartment. It appeared as if there had been a fight inside, with overturned furniture and several smashed lights. Zarah had been here before on several occasions. While Janae and her father did not want her to become publicly known just yet, all of the Leonidas children had been to her apartment before at some point through the years. She was very close in age to all of them, and this interaction had not been questioned because she was a senior aide to Governor Panos of Sparta who all of them considered to be a surrogate grandfather. They all knew they reality however, and Janae had always been close to their hearts and minds because she was blood. While she had elf blood in her, because her father had married a Lycavorian woman, she did not have the tell tale pointed ears of elves and was never mistaken for anything but pure Lycavorian. This had worked to her advantage and theirs more often than not, but now it was a blessing in disguise. While her presence within the fabric of Mindvoice could not be detected like it was with her elven mother For'mya, like her mother she still left an imprint within Mindvoice wherever she went because of her abilities. Zarah’s unique skill, one of two that manifested itself after she had fed on Andro’s blood, was that she could track and follow this imprint. It wasn’t a trail so to speak, but more a feeling and sense of balance that Zarah could follow. The only issue anyone had with this skill was that it allowed her to see many private thoughts that were not normally touched during normal Mindvoice communication because they were shielded and this is why her father did not want her using the skill. He considered it a breach of a person’s sacred privacy and he frowned heavily on it.
“There was a battle here ussta lilbh'iahin.” Lucia spoke softly from the doorway into the next room causing Zarah to turn and look at the ravishing vampire beauty who had saved her life and stolen her heart. Lucia’s lightweight Mark IV ArmorPly conformed to her supple body like a second skin as her keen vampire eyes looked over the area. It was a body that Zarah had spent every night lying next to since she had saved her. (My joy)
As Zarah gazed at her she felt a flush of sexual passion and delight surge gently through her at the name Lucia had begun calling her. She had thought after what had happened to her that she would never be able to feel the desire for any type of sexual relations. Having fed as deeply as she did on Lucia’s blood had the added affect of essentially minimizing the emotional damage that had been done to her during her ordeal. They had talked to no one but Andro and the Feravomir about this fact, and both of them had told them to not rush anything but to let their new feelings for each other and the relationship both of them now wanted to develop and grow on its own. Her Aunts Tarifa and Aihola had also been huge influences on them both since they had shared a similar beginning to their now legendary love for each other. Lucia would never leave Zarah now, and nor would Zarah ever forsake her. As each day passed and they slept within each other’s arms their bond only grew, and the more time they slept naked beside each other, the desire to taste and explore grew harder to resist and almost without conscious thought Zarah had coined a name for Lucia as well. It would happen Zarah knew and as each day moved forward she found herself looking forward to that moment.

“Vel'bol xun dos kyorl 'Chev?” Zarah asked as she stepped closer to her. (What do you see Beloved)
Lucia shook her head slowly. “It is not so much what I see, but what I smell.” She stated looking at her.
Zarah nodded for she too could smell it. While her father’s wolf genes were the dominant ones within her body, she had still inherited the ability to smell and track blood just as any pureblood vampire could from her mother Isabella. “She marked two of them at least.” Zarah said.

Lucia nodded as she moved into the next room. It was a medium sized living area off the apartment’s main room and held a desk and comfortable chair as well as a fireplace and low back couch. The desk had been ransacked and overturned, the couch tossed to the side. Lucia moved to the mass of paper that had been strew on the floor near the couch and squatted down, using her fingertips to pull aside several groups of paper to discover the large pool of dried dark red blood. “This one she marked good ussta lilbh'iahin.” Lucia spoke thoughtfully as she stared at the blood soaked rug. “The scent of the blood tells me it came from an artery.”

Zarah turned back to the open door to the outside and looked at the Durcunusaan soldier that stood there. “No one has been inside correct?” She asked.

The Durcunusaan troop shook his head. “Not since we first came here Princess.” He answered her. “It was roughly twelve hours before a detail arrived however, before we first realized the Commander had been targeted as well as the Governor.”

Zarah turned back and looked at Lucia. “How old is it?” She asked.

Lucia shook her head. “It is no longer moist… the rug soaked up much of it… but I would say no more than five days.”

Zarah nodded. “Just about the same time as when they attacked the rest of my family, give or take a few hours.”
Lucia stood back up and faced her. “Can you… can you sense anything?” She asked.
Zarah met her eyes. “I haven’t tried yet.” She answered sheepishly. “I’m so used to father telling me it is wrong to use this particular skill.”

“Difficult times sometimes require difficult choices.” The male voice spoke causing both of them to turn and watch as Dutkne entered the door of the apartment, the Durcunusaan troop not even bothering to question him. They watched as his dark eyes swept across the interior of the apartment and then finally settled on them. “Androcles thought… he thought I might be of use to you. My name is Dutkne and…”

Dutkne looked at them staring at him and stopped talking. He knew all about what had happened to Zarah Leonidas and the role Lucia Moran had played in saving Andro’s sister. There was not much that Andro and he had not talked off over the last hours, and what they didn’t talk about Andro allowed him to see within his mind, just as he had done the same. He had not really taken notice of Zarah Leonidas or Lucia Moran at the villa, but standing there now looking at them he could not help it. He knew Zarah was the daughter of Martin and Isabella and that she was half vampire, but he was not prepared for her very pungent scent that filtered to his keen wolf nose. A sweet apple and sage scent that was very potent and pure and while until just recently he had never thought vampires had their own unique scents; he could detect Lucia Moran’s soft basil spice scent filtering to him mixed in heavily with Zarah’s. Looking at them standing close to one another Dutkne also felt something he had not felt in all his near five hundred years of life for any female. He felt intensely drawn to them, both of them for as Andro had told him, there was not one without the other any longer. He found himself measuring how they filled their clothes, for both of them had supple and lithe bodies and he marveled at how their unique scents mingled so completely. He shook these strange thoughts from his mind as he moved deeper into the apartment towards them.
“He sent you to watch over us?” Zarah asked defensively.

Dutkne shook his head quickly. “On the contrary… I offered to come. This ability that he tells me you possess is something I have never come across even having my grandfather around to question. Being able to track or sense someone else’s imprint within Mindvoice and not their resonance is very unique.”

“It’s also very wrong.” Zarah answered. “At least that is what I have been raised to think. It… it allows me to see things you would not normally see and my father considers it a breach of that person’s privacy.”

Dutkne stepped closer to them. “Perhaps it is… but coming to know your brother as I have… I get the sense he is willing to use almost any means to protect and safeguard those he loves and cares for.”

Zarah looked at Lucia quickly and then back to him. “Yes.” She answered softly.
Dutkne nodded. “He does not question your abilities Zarah… if I may call you both by your given names?”

“Everyone else does.” Zarah quipped taking Lucia’s hand in hers.

Dutkne nodded to her, the sarcastic answer lost on him. “He does not question that you can do this… especially now that you and Lucia have…”Dutkne paused for a moment and then bowed his head slightly to them. “Discovered each other.” He told them diplomatically. “He tells me that both of you have the ability to draw on one another now for strength and support as well as Seyra your bonded dragon sister. Your Mindvoice abilities have nearly tripled and…”

[Oh please my sisters…] Seyra’s voice filled their minds. [His rattling on is beginning to hurt my ears!]

Dutkne didn’t understand why Zarah and Lucia both began to smile as if they had heard a joke of some kind and he looked at them oddly as he stopped talking quickly. He had felt the Mindvoice tremors readily and knew Lucia Moran’s dragon had spoken to them, but he could not hear the words. As he had discovered with Androcles, the potential for shielding was there, enormous potential… but it was just not as focused as it was among the high level Mindvoice users within the Protectorate. That was something Dutkne had already begun working on with Androcles and it was paying off quickly. It was also something that Andro wanted him to show Zarah and Lucia as well. “Did… did I say something funny?” He asked.
“No.” Zarah answered quickly. 

“You… you heard her? My Bonded sister?” Lucia asked also shocked.

“Not what she said no… only that she did say something that made you both smile in the fashion you reacted. I must have said something funny.” Dutkne said. He saw their looks of surprise and now he was the one to smile. “Both of you have beautiful smiles by the way, but part of the reason Andro sent me here was to assist you in any way I could as well as shield whatever it is that you will do. So no one else can sense it and think that this action is now acceptable.”

Dutkne turned when he saw Seyra’s light green scaled head push open a side window and extend into the apartment several feet. She was just barely able to squeeze her huge head into the window and she gazed at him intently.

How will you do this? Seyra asked him.

“It’s simple really. When Zarah is ready… I’m going to skirt along the edges of hers and Lucia’s shields and provide a smoke screen.” Dutkne answered Seyra without any hesitation. He had been talking with Elynth since they first arrived on the SCIMITAR and he found all of the dragons he had come in contact with fascinating. “Random thoughts spinning around the outer edges of a person’s MV shields does wonders to confuse and hide what someone is really doing. It is a distraction of sorts. Only someone as powerful as they or myself would be able to focus enough to actually sort through all the distortions.”

“We… we are not that strong within MV.” Lucia spoke softly.

Dutkne stepped closer to them. “On the contrary Lucia… now that you and Zarah have shared blood… both of you have Androcles’s blood within you. I know what he did when you were younger Zarah… and I know it is because of this that you are able to do what you can. He loves you both very much and coupled with your bond with Seyra here, now you both can begin to realize your full potential together.”
“You… you sound like the Feravomir.” Zarah stated softly.

Dutkne chuckled and nodded his head. “Yes… so he has told me. It is a disturbing habit I seemed to have picked up since coming here and meeting your brother. Androcles wanted me to instruct all of you in advanced shielding techniques as I have started with him. Apparently it is in my blood to assume the role of teacher among other things. Something that I’m not entirely comfortable with I assure you.”

“Can you fight?” Zarah asked.

Dutkne looked at her. “I would prefer to avoid conflict if necessary.” Dutkne stated. “So no… it is not my first choice of actions.”

Zarah looked at Lucia who met her eyes for a brief moment at his words. [He is powerful ussta lilbh'iahin, you can sense this just as well as Seyra and I can. We could learn much from him.]
[That also means we will have to protect him.] Zarah said with some distaste in her voice. She was not used to having to protect Lycavorian men though there were plenty of politicians and scholars among their people who were not fighters. Having grown up among her father and brothers, none of whom needed protecting, had given her a stereotype of Lycavorian men that she would have to shake now.

[I’ve never had to protect a man.] Seyra stated from her place in the window. [That might be fun.]

Zarah and Lucia looked at her and watched her blink rapidly and they both smiled. She turned back to Dutkne. “I will need to move into the main room. That is where we usually gathered when we came here.” She said.

Dutkne nodded his head feeling the tremors of their conversation within Mindvoice but not questioning them on what they said. Looking at the two of them he felt somewhat strange to be honest. There was definitely interest from him as a male wolf that much he knew. They were both dreamlike in the beauty they possessed, more so than any female he had ever been around and that gave him pause. He didn’t know what to make of it… at least not yet. He would talk to Andro when they returned. He watched carefully as Zarah turned and moved fully into the main room with Lucia right behind her. Seyra’s head disappeared from the window with one last look at Dutkne and then he followed them.

Zarah walked slowly around the center of the main room, quietly taking in everything the way the first Durcunusaan troops found it. Dutkne watched as Lucia settled to the floor lotus style and kept her eyes on Zarah as she moved slowly around the room. Androcles had told her it was a gift that she had received for being so strong after the events that had bound her to him to completely. Her ability to wrap psychic power around her hands and arms during a fight was the active and most noticeable gift, but her ability to read the imprints of others was the true gift. It was a gift that she had experimented on with her brothers and sisters when she was younger, trying to determine the extent of what she could do. When her father and mothers discovered what they were doing they scolded all of their children in the strongest language they knew. All of them felt it was a deep invasion of a person’s privacy to do this even though they were allowing Zarah to experiment. She hadn’t used this skill since except to track and detect her own imprint of places she had been just to keep her ability from waning. Now she reached out within Mindvoice slowly, expanding her awareness and almost without thinking she drew Lucia’s bright essence with her, wrapping her around her essence and drawing from her own considerable power. As she did this, Zarah could feel the staggering presence of her brother’s new friend Dutkne. He was like a burning star within Mindvoice, pulsing with power and control. His raw essence did not equal her brother or her father, but his control was exacting and precise and extremely focused. There was no outward strain on his face or his abilities as Zarah felt him raising Mindvoice shields that expanded outward and encompassed the entire apartment until they shut off everything on the outside and allowed her to concentrate solely on within the residence. There were no distractions, no surface thoughts from the Durcunusaan that surrounded the apartment and no distant echoing voices from those civilians who were still surrounding the area that was cordoned off. This amazed Zarah to some extent and she could feel Lucia’s surprise at this as well. She shook her head quickly and returned her concentration to what she needed to do.
As she concentrated more, the light blue psychic power burst into existence around her hands, surrounding her forearms all the way up to her elbows. As Dutkne watched this with intense fascination he also saw Lucia’s hands flared softly and while her psychic whips did not extend fully, he could see where this power she could wield came from. He could see it and he could feel it. It was a darkness within both of them, a darkness that they shared so completely it was as if it was the same darkness. It was also the same darkness that Dutkne could feel deep down within Androcles. Dutkne knew that Lucia’s darkness came from Xaxon and the small sliver of him that had touched her when he engulfed her mother. The darkness within Zarah came from her brother, and like her brother, it was buried deep down and tightly controlled. It was a darkness that the earliest of the Lycavorian people had. A savage and horrific darkness that each Lycavorian had buried deep within them, but it was only detectable in those who were close to their instincts and embraced that darkness as part of whom they were. Andro, his father, those close to them, they were close to this darkness inside them just as Dutkne and those within the Protectorate were. It was part of the reason that they were so indomitable when it came to so many things. It was this darkness that many species feared about the Lycavorian people here and within the Beta Quadrant, for if that darkness was ever truly set free upon others, the devastation that could be wrought would be immeasurable and Dutkne knew that only what Sumar, his grandfather Wayonn and the other Pralors had bestowed and taught on and too the Lycavorian people kept that power within check. Zarah now shared that small part of her brother deep within her because of the bond they had after that day and she had learned quite well how to manipulate it to her favor. Dutkne was also able to sense something else within her consciousness, something that was not her, something that was foreign but also mingled within her deep down within her psyche. He quickly forgot to concentrate on that to discover more when she began to speak softly.

“She was reading…” Zarah spoke as she circled the room slowly her dark eyes far off and her hands and fingers touching the different pieces of furniture. “She is… she is seeing a wolf but she is… she was annoyed with him when he left. His imprint is faint but angry. There were… there were five of them that entered.” Zarah looked around the room and turned her head towards where they had found the pool of dried blood just inside the next room. “She made it into the next room and that is where she shifted and attacked.”

“They knew who she is.” Lucia said softly canting her head to the side slightly and looking up at Zarah.

Zarah nodded. “I can feel their restraint.” She said. “They… they wanted to kill her for what she did but something held them back.” Zarah turned into the next room and stood completely still as her mind formed shadow figures and placed them in different locations. Janae on the floor unconscious and two Kavalians frantically treating wounds she had inflicted on them.

Dutkne stood there not quite in awe, but very impressed. For a skill that her father did not want her to use she showed remarkable talent manipulating it. Detecting someone’s imprint within Mindvoice was far harder and much more personable than sensing their Mindvoice resonance. Anyone who could Mindvoice left a resonance within the fabric of Mindvoice, a unique scent if you will. Unfortunately… unlike a normal scent which a skilled wolf could follow and track even days later, a Mindvoice resonance did not leave such a trail when it was cut off. Zarah had learned how to influence the many threads of Mindvoice and instead detect the imprint of a person. This was different than their resonance for it was the part of a person that was underneath their MV shields. A part of a person that they did not reveal with just the surface thoughts and emotions that skittered along the outside of their shields. An imprint could be tracked and followed, for it allowed the tracker access to a person’s mind that they normally would not have. As with the Union, this type of action was deeply frowned upon by those within the Protectorate. Not many had shown the ability to do this, but it was not something they would willingly use because it was such a violation of a person’s inner thoughts and feelings.

Zarah turned and headed for the rear of the apartment Lucia and Dutkne following without question. “They took her this way.” Zarah spoke as she walked through the small kitchen area and to the rear door of the apartment which opened into a small courtyard area which held outdoor tables and chairs situated around a flower garden and immaculately kept grounds. Zarah stood still once more, her eyes still far off but seeing where she was going. The courtyard had three Durcunusaan troops stationed in it at different points keeping others from the apartment complex from coming into the courtyard. They all turned to watch Zarah move into the center of the sitting area around a small water fountain and stop. She turned and looked at Lucia with that far off gaze. “Two… two others joined them here.”

Lucia looked surprised. “Kavalian?” She asked.

Zarah shook her head. “Lycavorian.” She answered softly. “Not very… not very strong within Mindvoice but enough for me to detect a small imprint. It ends here…” Zarah looked around. Lucia and Dutkne both began to look around the area as Seyra’s huge form settled lightly onto the edge of the three story apartment building above them. “It can’t end here… it is like tracking a scent… it doesn’t just go away!” Zarah said beginning to get excited.

Lucia reached out without hesitation and took her hand and arm squeezing them. “Stay calm ussta lilbh'iahin.” She spoke.

Dutkne looked skyward and allowed his eyes to take in the edges of the roof of the apartment building. Seyra do you detect anything on the roof that could have held a transport? He asked her openly. Using a shielded conversation with a dragon that was not your Bonded One was something that was just not done.

Seyra’s head shifted to look at him quickly surprised that he would somehow know this and then lifted her eyes to scan the top of the building from her location. Her keen dragon eyes could detect no scuff marks of landing struts showing where a transport might have landed. There is nothing to indicate a transport landed on the roof. She answered.
“We don’t have anything that small.” Zarah spoke looking at him. “The smallest personal transport we have is a two person MENKLA Light Lifter. And even that would not be able to land on the roof. It weighs too much.”

Even if they had a transport of some kind… how did they get out of the courtyard without moving through one of the other apartments? Seyra asked. The courtyard is not open to the public and has no entrances to the outside ring.
“They went somewhere!” Zarah spoke confidently. “Her imprint fades to almost nothing right here and…” She spun around and looked at the ground around where they stood. She stepped up to the large table, gripped its edge and heaved. Her combined wolf and vampire strength tossed the metal and marble outdoor table aside easily while Lucia and Dutkne pushed aside the four chairs. Beneath the base of where the table had been was a one meter wide sewer tunnel cover made to look exactly like the carved granite floor of the courtyard. Zarah’s action had caused the three Durcunusaan troops to move closer until they too were standing around the sewer cover. 
Dutkne knelt next to the cover and studied it intently. “It has been used recently.” He said as he dragged his finger along the top seam where it fit in with the surrounding carved granite patio. “It’s vacuum sealed from the inside.”

Dutkne looked up as Zarah’s hands flared with bluish psychic power and she knelt next to him. She lifted her hand and drove it down with immense force, the combination of her vampire/wolf and Mindvoice fueled strength punching a fist size hole in the one inch thick steel cover. There was the sound of escaping gas and Dutkne grabbed the edges of the cover as she drew her hand back and lifted with his own strength tearing it away from the vacuum seals along the edge with little difficulty. The escaping air brought to them the scent of death and all of them groaned and moved back from the edge of the sewer cover covering their noses.
“L'gow d'streea!” Lucia hissed. (The smell of death)

Zarah turned to one of the Durcunusaan troops. “Do you have a thermal scanner?” She hissed.

The soldier nodded. “In our lifter!” He answered as he began to turn. “I’ll be back in three minutes!”

Dutkne nodded. “The thermal scanner will give us an excellent map to go by.” He stated just as the implant he now wore cackled softly in his ear and he saw Zarah turn slightly and lift her head.

“Zarah?” The male voice echoed in the implant.

“Anton… what have you discovered?” Zarah asked.

Dutkne looked up at her. Anton Simpson. He had met him very briefly before leaving the villa, as well as his two mates, one of whom was a Drow. The oldest child of General Simpson and his two mates, Anton’s mother being Anuk Simpson. Dutkne was still rather hesitant around these dark skinned elves known as Drow. Even Lu'ria gave him pause in his actions and words because of her eyes. Those amber orbs were very disarming and they concealed the potential for great violence and anger. Dutkne knew that the Drow had been created by the Guardian of the Line to be most like Lycavorians, and just from what he had discovered in the last few days, that was very true.

“We just got done reviewing the logs for both EDEN Base and the PROMETHUS Zarah. No ship, whether authorized or not, left Earth from the beginning of the attack until three days later. Those that have left in the last two days have been thoroughly searched and cleared by Durcunusaan and there have only been nineteen of them.” Anton’s calm voice spoke. “She is still on Earth Zar! She has to be!”
“Anton… we found sewers beneath her apartment complex that appear to have been used recently. And not by normal workers.” Zarah spoke. “Where do the sewers for this district of Sparta empty?”
“Stand by… Cihera?”

“I’m on it!” The female voice chimed in.

Dutkne saw the Durcunusaan troop sprinting back from wherever their vehicle had been parked just as the female voice came back through the implants. “Zarah according to the plans I am looking at, all of the sewer channels end half a kilometer outside the city limits at the Eastern Sanitation Control Center.” Cihera told her. “But it employs nearly a thousand workers around the clock, there is no way someone would not have seen them if this is where they exited.”

“There are no dead ends tunnels or open entrances between here and there?” Zarah asked.

“No… everything was sealed when the new plant went online nine years ago.” Cihera answered her. “I can’t… wait…”

“What is it Cihera?” Zarah asked.

“The Sanitation plant is only nine years old!” Cihera answered her again. “It must have gone somewhere before that. Here! Zarah… the old plant is still functioning as a back up! It is in standby mode and is operated by remote drones. The sewers were rerouted to the new plant when it opened, but the old tunnels still exist! It rests almost at the base of the Taygete Mountains, completely out of the way!”
Zarah looked at Lucia. “A sewage plant.” She hissed. “Who goes to an old sewage plant 'Chev?”
“No one if they value their sense of smell.” Lucia replied.

“Cihera… Anton… grab a Durcunusaan detail.” Zarah ordered. “No more than a dozen for we don’t want to raise suspicions. Come in from the other side of the mountains. We will follow the tunnels from here.”

“We’re moving.” Anton’s voice answered.

Zarah turned back to Dutkne who was standing beside the Durcunusaan troop and looking at the portable thermal scanner over his right shoulder. “The tunnels are four meters wide and three meters high. More than enough room to move about freely. The images are clear and precise.”
Lucia turned her head and looked at Seyra sitting on top of the roof. Sister… fly high above this facility and tell us what your eyes see. Do not make it appear you are looking for anything though.

Seyra didn’t hesitate and launched herself skyward. I will let you know. She answered as she climbed into the cloudless sky.

Zarah looked at them now as she stepped closer to the hole and looked down into it. “Are we ready? Normal people don’t do these things you know.” She asked.

Dutkne looked at her eyes and couldn’t help the surge of passion that coursed through him. He watched Lucia step up and take her hand. “When has anything we have done since discovering each other been normal ussta lilbh'iahin? Should we consider this our first date then ussta lilbh'iahin?” She asked with a smile.
Dutkne shook his head. “My grandfather told me that my life would become so very interesting when we came here.” He stated slowly. “We are about to leap into a sewage tunnel with little or no light which could possibly be crawling with these Kavalian assassins that would like nothing more than to kill us in the most horrible of ways. You can’t get much more interesting than that.”

Zarah and Lucia looked at him. “That’s about the size of it.” Zarah said. “These things are normal for my family.”
Dutkne met her eyes. “Normal. Of course… this is normal. How much more normal can you get?”

Zarah and Lucia watched him take the scanner from the Durcunusaan troop and then step off over the tunnel entrance and drop out of sight without hesitation. Zarah looked at Lucia with wide eyes then quickly followed him. Lucia was next, followed by the single Durcunusaan troop who was muttering under his breath about how crazy the royal family was as he stepped off into nothing.

CRANAE ISLAND  


Devra Re Mydala stood beside Bren as they used the data pads she had brought with her and those they had obtained from Lycavorian Intelligence to plot different information on the Star Chart. Every preconceived notion or bit of intelligence the Vanari people had gathered over the years on the Lycavorian people was rapidly being tossed onto a very large garbage pile. These Lycavorians were not the unintelligent animals so many on the Board of Regents thought them to be. There were very few who had read the history of the Lycavorian people as given to them by the Protectorate and Devra counted herself among that handful, yet nothing she had read had prepared her for what she had seen in the last few days. She had never considered the Protectorate arrogant or aloof, they were simply acting out in a way that matched the way they were treated by members of the Vanari people. There was never anger or distaste, only a sad acceptance that things would never change. Things were now changing before Devra’s eyes and she knew that the history between Vanari and Lycavorian was now irrevocably altered and a new path was being chartered even as she stood here. Devra had come here for help in finding her daughter and what she had discovered was far more than she had ever dreamed. She glanced over to the side of the room where two of the four women who claimed her daughter was to be part of their lives stood with Arduri. Sadi and Ne'Veha Leonidas.


Devra knew a little of the Lycavorian history behind that name. The Protectorate had been able to provide a great deal of information on their brothers and sisters within the Union. She now knew Wayonn had been coming into this quadrant of space for far longer than Devra had been alive, keeping an eye on what was happening. The name of Leonidas was synonymous with hope and courage she knew. She read about the ten thousand and what the Lycavorian named Leonidas had done to finally set his people on the path to freedom from the High Coven. His sacrifice here on Earth had sent ripples among those that remained out among the stars and was the final catalyst for bringing all of them together to form the Lycavorian Union. She had learned quickly the significance of that name within hours of arriving here on Earth, and as each hour passed by Devra could feel her confidence growing. Sadi’s long golden blond hair was long and silky, her green eyes stunning in their own right and holding great power within them. It was a power Devra would never known, but one she was rapidly learning of the longer she stayed here. Ne'Veha’s dark brown hair shone equally with health and softness and her dark eyes spoke of playful exuberance and exceptional intelligence. They stood close to one another, and it was obvious to the dullest individual that these two women were far more than friends to each other. This was not something Devra was concerned with, for female relationships among the Vanari were very common and any of them were just as powerful as those that had a man and woman in them. What stunned her was that they were only two of four, and all four of them were bound to one man and loved that same man as well as each other. A man who loved them all just as intently in return. A man who she now understood loved her daughter as well, even though he had never met her, just as these four women had told her they loved her.


And then there was this man Bren.


Devra glanced back and looked at him as he plotted different points on the chart intently. He was taller than her five foot nine by almost five inches and his body appeared to have been chiseled from a mountain. Though she had only seen small portions of his arms and hands, Devra did not doubt that he was equally as defined everywhere else on his body, and he moved with the confident grace of a ballet dancer. Bren was exceedingly intelligent and gifted. He was one of those who was able to use that incredible ability the Lycavorians called Mindvoice, a Tier Six individual as Helen had told them. The highest you could obtain within the ranks of Mindvoice and he was a senior commander within the ranks of these Durcunusaan that Devra had seen all over the villa they now stayed at. Wolves of the Blood they were called, men and women with some of the purest blood known to exist and all of them able to trace their linage back to the original Lycavorians according to Wayonn. She knew he was roughly a hundred and fifty years older than her nine hundred and twenty-nine years, and Devra could not deny what she felt coursing through her being so close to him. Devra had never denied or suppressed the sexuality that was normal for Vanari, especially the females. She had only taken part in one Celebration of the Hundreds and that is where she had met and coupled with Coren Re Mydala and been smitten right away. He had been the first Vanari male to reach her and he was the only man who had shared her bed in all these years. She had been very adventurous in their married bed, and their love making had been fulfilling, yet it did not have what Devra thought it should. She had had to release the oil within her skin far more times than she felt was needed in order to stir Coren to passion and make him respond to her. Towards the end, she had to do this just so that she could enjoy herself for it had become boring and tedious. He was more concerned with politics and advancing his influence among the SBR, not to mention the fact that he had all but disowned Caliria because of her lush dark hair. Looking at Bren now however, Devra Re Mydala felt her body tingle at what she imagined it would be like in his arms. Something she had never done with Coren in all the years they had been married. Nirilo had confided in her the last time he had been home on Austrova; confided to  her about how the passion and feeling and the pleasure that he had with Lycavorian woman that shared his bed. He also confided in her that he was very much in love with her and that was the main reason he chose not to return home as often. He did not want the way the Vanari people treated Lycavorians to affect her in any way for she had accepted him completely as had her family.


“Devra…” Bren’s voice jolted her out of her thoughts and she looked at him blinking rapidly. 


“Huh… what?” She stammered like a besotted schoolgirl as she looked at him. “Forgive me… I was… I was distracted.”


Bren nodded. “You are worried for your daughter.” He said. “That is very understandable to say the least.”


Devra looked at him. “Do you have children Bren?” She asked softly.


Bren nodded. “Two sons.” He stated. “They are both fully grown. One serves as a ship’s captain and the other is an artist.”


Devra couldn’t hide the surprise on her face. “An artist?” She asked with a small smile. “Then you are… you are married.” Devra felt the tug on her own heart, a tug of disappointment and that surprised her. 

Bren shook his head. “His work is on display in several prestigious galleries across the Union.” He said proudly. “Mostly paintings done in the old way with oils and brushes. I have three of his pieces on display in my quarters aboard the SCIMITAR. His mother was very proud of him. Of both of them.”


Devra tilted her head slightly and looked at him intently. “Was?” She asked.


Bren nodded. “She joined our ancestors forty-three years ago.” He answered her. “She was captain of one of our AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigates.”


“She… she died in battle?” Devra asked hesitantly.


Bren shook his head with a smile. “We have not always been at war, though at times it does seem like that to others. Her ship was caught in an Ion Storm as they were evacuating a small mining colony struck by seismic instabilities. She got most of her crew and civilians off before the storm overwhelmed them and caused her ship to tumble into the upper atmosphere of the planet. The hull had been compromised by then and those that remained died very quickly due to decompression and heat.”


Devra’s hand went to her throat in sadness. “I’m… I’m sorry Bren. I didn’t mean too…”


Bren shook his head again and stood up fully and looked at her. “Do not be sorry Devra Re Mydala. We were mated for four hundred and nineteen years and she lived a full life and blessed us with her presence in ours. She died doing what she loved and my sons and I do not mourn her anymore. We rejoice in what she gave to us.”

While saddened by what he told her, Devra was very happy that he was not married, for the more time she spent with him the more attracted to him she became and it was a powerful attraction indeed. “No… there has been no one since then?” She stammered the question.


Bren shook his head. “No.” He stated flatly. 


“I thought… I thought your people craved physical contact with others.” Devra spoke. “I mean… Wayonn told me that Lycavorians as a whole are a very passionate species and that you need physical contact.”


Bren nodded his head. “We are a passionate people.” He stated. “And we do crave and need physical contact with those we love.” He told her. “Unlike what your people believe about us Devra Re Mydala… we do not take mates simply to fulfill this desire we have. We are an emotional people who have strong faith in a higher power. Many of us have seen things that only reinforce this to us. Marriage is something we regard as one of the most sacred of things Devra and while there are some among my people who do not put as much respect on this as others, the vast majority of us do not simply run around from partner to partner.”


“Bren… I didn’t mean to imply that…” Devra began to speak.


Bren reached out and his strong fingers encircled her arm gently as he shook his head. “I know this.” He stated with a smile. “I’m only giving you a window into the passions and desires of my people so that you may view us as we are.” He nodded his head. “It is true that we crave physical contact with those we love… but I get that with my sons and my grandchildren. I also get it from within the Leonidas family. If ever there was a family that is closer together I have never seen them. It is part of what makes them so strong. The King and Queens, and now Androcles and his mates… the others within their family feed off of that passion and love they have and it strengthens them as a whole. If you are within the small circle of those they call family and friends… then you will never lack for the feeling of family… for essentially you become part of their family. All of the Durcunusaan that protect them… or try to protect them anyway…” He said with a smile. “Those of us within the immediate Royal Details… our families… we come together with Andro and the King and their family several times a year and have huge gatherings. This is one of the many reasons that they are so loved throughout the Union. They do not consider themselves better than anyone… and I have seen the King and Queens toss protocol to the side and roll up their sleeves to help build a clinic or a store or a home here on Earth or Apo Prime. They garner this love and respect because of who they are. If you step back a ways and allow your eyes to expand into a different horizon, in many cases you will see that they consider every member of this Union as part of their family and that is why they are revered.”


Devra looked at him for a long moment. “You are trying to tell me something aren’t you Bren.” She said.


Bren smiled. “What would that be?” He asked.


“I don’t know… but I think it has something to do with my daughter.” Devra answered.


“Does your daughter… does Caliria have anyone back on your world?” Bren asked.


Devra shook her head immediately. “No. The vast majority of Vanari males will not even attempt to enter into any sort of relationship with her. Dark hair in Vanari females is not seen as realistically conducive to long term unions. Our males fear that their children will be somehow tainted by the gene for dark hair even though the male is usually the one who carries the gene. I know she believes in the tradition of our Celebration of the Hundreds, but she refuses to attend any of the ceremonies and just be an object of pleasure in a mass of bodies. This is another point of contention between Caliria and her father. Coren believes if she is to find a husband she needs to attend the Celebrations. Caliria does not.”


“What do you believe?” Bren asked her.


“I believe there is more to her decision to stay away but I have never questioned her beyond what she has told me.” Devra said. “She has been even more insistent about not going this last decade now and it has angered her father greatly. She even told him if he wanted her to attend so bad that he could go in her place.”


Bren chuckled. “Strong willed I see.” He said.


Devra nodded. “Very much so.”


“Let me ask you a question Devra Re Mydala.” Bren said meeting her dazzling green eyes. “Do you believe in predetermination?”


“In what sense?” She asked him.


“Do you believe one person could be meant for another before they are even born and because of that predetermination they will not acquiesce to what others feel they should do?” Bren said.


Devra smiled a little. “I don’t know if my faith in a higher power extends to something like that Bren.” She stated. “That seems a little far fetched.”


Bren nodded. “Indeed it does.” He said. “But you have seen it yourself this very morning by virtue of what Sadi told you in regards to Caliria. A woman she has never met. Now I ask you to apply that train of thought to everything you know about your daughter and her history. Her decisions and the path her life has taken… and see if there is not some correlation there.”


“Why?” Devra asked tentatively knowing what he was trying to say and not really believing it could be true, yet she could not come up with any other explanation.


“I have protected, or tried to protect Androcles Leonidas since he was only nine years old.” Bren spoke. “I have watched him grow into the man he is today. I have watched him turn aside many beautiful females who have vied for his attention and those few who have shared his life before Sadi, they were exceptionally brief. I have seen him working towards one goal in his life and that was to rediscover Sadi.” Bren motioned with his head to where she was standing with Ne'Veha and Arduri. “Nothing else mattered to him. Not wealth, not power, not control. Everything he had done up until the point she came back into his life was to move on a singular path that would see that day materialize. He knew they were meant for each other and nothing was going to keep him from achieving that. Now… I was not here the night of their marriage but some of my men have told me Sadi’s howls of pleasure whispered across the gulf like the sounds of musical charms in the heavens. As Sadi told you earlier, when he and Sadi came together it allowed them to discover each of those in turn who would share their lives as their power grew. It is my guess that Caliria is only the last because of the distance involved. It is also my belief that she has not accepted another in her life because some part of her, something within her inner being knew that she was meant to be with Andro and the others just as Carisia knew, just as Lu'ria and Ne'Veha knew and could feel it. She may not have truly known what it was, or even understood it. That they have been able to see images of her, no matter how brief since they are all together now, only lends creditability to what I am telling you. I can see it in your eyes as well. You want to believe… but whatever you were raised to understand and believe is keeping you from making that last jump.”


Devra blinked rapidly and looked at him in shock. Everything he had just said made perfect sense and as realization washed over her she knew it was true. “How… how do you know that?” She asked.


“What I know is not more than you Devra… I simply do not constrain myself to think along one particular path.” Bren answered. “As Queen Anja is fond of saying, more often than not, our people tend to think outside of the box. If we believe something could not be true, we don’t simply accept that, we try to find something that proves that we are wrong. We usually end up proving to ourselves that what we thought could not be true is in fact very possible and true.”


“Bren… why are you telling me this?” Devra asked.


Devra didn’t back away when he stepped closer to her, so near in fact that she welcomed the closeness and warmth she could feel projecting from his body and she could feel her own body tingle profoundly with delight. Devra was a worldly woman, and she did not shy from anything, yet the intensity with which she found herself wanting this tall Lycavorian man stunned even her.


Bren smiled. “I am telling you for two reasons.” He said softly. “I am telling you because in all the years I have known and served the King and then his son, I have discovered there is one thing that the two of them share completely. They are the two most devious and cunning minds I have ever known. It would not surprise me in the least if, unlike what Sadi and his other mates think, Androcles already knows all about Caliria and is at this moment plotting to rescue her. Even while we do the same thing in the belief he does not know.”


Devra’s eyes grew a little wider. “If… if that is the case… why… why has he not acted?” She spoke the question.


“How do we know he is not already acting?” Bren told her. “There is a reason he and his father are the foremost tactical minds in the galaxy. They are always three or four steps ahead of their enemies. Do not worry Devra Re Mydala, we will bring your daughter back to you… and as I stand here before you now, I can tell you with the utmost certainty that every vile scum who has laid hands on your daughter will suffer beneath the wrath of the Spartan Prince who loves her.”


Devra did not back down from his piercing eyes and for some reason his words filled her with renewed hope for the future. She blinked and continued to stare at him before speaking again. “You said… you said there were two reasons.” She said softly.


Bren nodded. “Yes.”


“What is the second?” She asked.


Bren reached up and touched his nose. “The Lycavorian sense of smell is perhaps our most powerful asset. We use it for many things… yet there is one thing we can always smell in others no matter their species.”


“I… I don’t follow.” Devra said with a raspy voice.


Bren smiled again and his dark eyes glittered in the light causing Devra to shiver in delight. “You have come here now… at this point in both our lives for a reason Devra. It was only months ago that my sons told me I needed to start searching for another mate. To get out and begin to experience life beyond the Durcunusaan once more. I have been out with three females since they told me this… two Lycavorians and an elf female. When you arrived here I knew my search was over. When I saw you… when I detected your scent on the SCIMITAR… I knew it was you that I wanted. I will make you mine Devra Re Mydala and I will pursue you until you see this for yourself for your scent tells me you want me as well, but your mind is still fighting with that knowledge. You will come to understand and know what you want soon…” He stated confidently. “And then I will love you as you have never been loved before Devra Re Mydala.”


Devra’s soft intake of breath caused his smile to widen ever so slightly. Never in all her years had she had a man state he was going to have her with such firm confidence and resolve. His words caused her heart to skip a beat and she almost became wet at her center. She opened her soft lips to reply but the beeping of the COM unit saved her from making an utter fool of herself. She watched him turn quickly at the sound and Devra realized her hands were shaking. They were shaking not in fear or anger, they were shaking in anticipation of the moment he did as he stated he would. She took several deep breaths before turning and watching as Sadi stepped towards the COM unit and the figure of the Durcunusaan soldier appeared.


“Yes?” Her voice said.


“Milady… we are receiving the transmission that you ordered us to be monitoring for.” The figure of the officer in the holoimage spoke.


Sadi turned from Ne'Veha and Arduri. “Is it secure?” She asked.


“Very much so Milady.”


Where is it originating from?” Sadi asked.


“That is the surprising thing Princess…” The man answered. “It is originating from within the Icalro Alliance Traverse.”


“The Icalro Traverse?” Sadi asked surprised.


“Yes ma’am.”


“It is secure though. No repeaters or traces detected?” Sadi asked.


“Nothing that our instruments can detect and no one has communications equipment such as we do Milady. You know this.” The officer said.


“Then patch it through here.” Sadi spoke moving closer to the chart table.


“Transferring now.”


As everyone moved closer to the table they watched the image of the officer disappear only to be replaced by the image of the much older Kochab male. His hairless face was natural for his people, the dark brown skin moist. His lamprey like mouth was filled with small sharp teeth and his large eyes were yellow in color. 

“My dear Sadi… or should I call you Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union Sadi now? This is quite the surprise to say the least.” The Kochab spoke. “How long has it been? Ten years now.”


“More like twelve Uache.” Sadi answered.


“Imagine my surprise when my people told me they had a encrypted transmission from within the Union.” He continued. “They thought it was a joke of some kind considering what is now happening where you are. Distasteful business what these Kavalians are doing.”


“And how much of what has happened did you know?” Bren snarled from his spot.


“Bren!” Sadi growled.


“Tsk. Tsk.” Uache shook his head. “I am many things Durcunusaan Commander… stupid is not one of them. Events within your Union have thrown those loosely acquainted business partners here in The Wilds into disarray. None of them want to be seen as helping the Kavalians in their actions for they know well what will happen now that word is reaching us that Sadi’s young mate is very much alive. The smarting that Androcles Leonidas gave to many of them eight years ago still stings, and he was just coming into his own then. There are quite a few of us who refuse to do business with the Kavalians because it is bad for our health in more ways than one. What has befallen your Union is not something we predicted or wished to see happen Commander.”

“Uache… that is not why I contacted you.” Sadi spoke again regaining his attention.


“Yes I gathered that.” Uache answered with a smile. “A tight beam, highly encrypted transmission that only I would know the decryption algorithms for? I see not everything I taught you went to waste, though from what I have heard you are making quite the name for yourself now. Crown Princess of the Union who is being compared to the King’s mother, a woman who holds respect and awe even here in The Wilds. I must commend you Sadi, you have come a long way and surprisingly I find myself happy for you.”


“I… I need your help Uache.” Sadi said softly.


The Kochab tilted his head slightly. “Help that your vaunted Krypteria could not give to you? Now that is surprising… and somewhat troubling.”


“The Krypteria does not have the contacts you do.” Sadi told him.


Uache smiled. “Well… there is truth to that statement.”


“Uache… why are you within the Icalro Alliance Traverse?” Sadi asked.


Uache looked at her for a moment and then smiled again, exposing more of those small, sharp teeth. “I should have known you would have determined where I was transmitting from. This is the only place left to me that is safe. When I refused to do business with the Kavalians they ran me off of Nefoa and put a bounty on my head. That spineless government in place there capitulated to those animals without so much as a whimper. It was pitiful.”


“And you went to the Icalro?” Sadi asked.


“I had no where else to go.” Uache told her. “At least here they allow me to do some business though they take a very generous cut, and I am allowed to keep my estate and servants out of the hands of others.”


“Your slaves you mean?” Ne'Veha hissed.


Uache chuckled and shook his head. “Hardly. Slavery is a despicable business and one I will not participate in no matter the profit. It also has the predisposition for those involved in such activity to have very short life spans thanks to your former King. I have a dozen servants and I pay them very well Princess Ne'Veha. I provide for them all that they need and they remain in my employ willingly.” Ne'Veha looked surprised that he knew who she was and it showed on her face. Uache grinned and it was a frightening visage to see. “We do get your Netnews out here, and the Crown Prince’s actions are very well followed, as well as those who he taken as mates. Unlike his father, he has the inclination to come into The Wilds and disrupt what he deems as unsightly businesses on a whim. He has yet to learn the delicate intricacies of how criminal organizations work and the vacuum of power it leaves every time he destroys one group or the other. Those in my line of work tend to be very wary of Androcles Leonidas. He is even more unforgiving than his father and his father is a bastard.” 

“Uache… I am looking for someone.” Sadi spoke now. 


“Indeed? And who might this person be?” Uache answered.


“A woman.” Sadi answered. “A woman who is not from this quadrant of space and who would have been brought here by those who are also not from this quadrant. Our information tells us that they are from a criminal organization within the Beta Quadrant and they have been making inroads into The Wilds for at least a decade now and possibly longer. They are called the Orionis Syndicate.”


“Finding a single female within The Wilds is next to impossible Sadi… you know this.” Uache told her. “What makes you think I would know?”


“Because you are an information broker and you have ears everywhere Uache. If it is happening in The Wilds then you know about it.” Sadi answered him confidently. “Any new contacts made from outside The Wilds would find their way back to your ears, especially ones that come from the Beta Quadrant.”

“The Beta Quadrant you say?” Uache spoke in a tone of voice that caused Sadi to look at him intently. The interest that he showed in this new knowledge was less than what she had expected. “If they have come from the Beta Quadrant then that would suggest these individuals have much more advanced engine designs than those of us here in The Wilds, and we have been trying for years to steal the plans for Union or Coven engines. No one seems to want to help us in that regard. There are many groups who would jump at the opportunity this provided.”

“And you would not?” Bren asked in a much more subdued voice.


“I am not stupid Commander and I am also not greedy.” Uache answered. “I have built my network on principles of trust and reliability. King Leonidas knows all about me, and I operate with his knowledge because I do not dabble in such practices that are repugnant to him. If I did… do you think for a moment your Crown Princess would be talking to me? We have a history together that I doubt you are aware of Commander, a history and a debt I owe to her, so please… remain out of this conversation from now on.”


“Uache… this is important.” Sadi told him.


“Yes I am sure it is.” Uache spoke. “Sadi… you have been out here… you know how hard it is to find groups of people let alone a single individual. The Wilds is a huge area and I am not as well connected as I used to be.”


“She would be unique Uache. And there are probably more of her species with her as well. Unless she and the others were being sold in private auctions there is no possible way word would not begin to filter out.” Sadi said. “She…”


Arduri stepped up next to Sadi now and well into the viewing cone of the transmission. “She would look like me except with dark hair!” Arduri blurted out.


“Arduri!” Devra exclaimed beginning to move forward to pull her out of the transmission quickly. Bren’s hand on her arm stopped her.


“She is my sister!” Arduri snapped softly. “She is my sister and she is to be…” Arduri looked at Sadi. “She is to be wife to Androcles! She was taken by slavers in the Beta Quadrant and brought here! We want her back!”


All of them saw Uache’s yellow eyes grow slightly wider at this knowledge as he came to his feet staring at Arduri. His eyes went to Sadi now. “Indeed.” He spoke as calmly as he could. “Sadi?”


Sadi nodded her head as she wrapped her arm around Arduri’s waist. “Arduri is correct Uache.” She spoke. “They are called Vanari… and in the Beta Quadrant their females are considered prize slaves when they are captured. As the elves were for so long here. We have reason to believe that Arduri’s sister Caliria and several others were brought here to the Alpha Quadrant to be sold as slaves by this new organization. You owe me a debt Uache… and if you can discover where she is I will forgive this debt to you forever and I will even offer you freedom to live out your years here within the Union.”


“Princess!” Bren gasped. “You cannot!”


Sadi ignored Bren’s words and continued to stare at Uache in the transmission her gaze unwavering. “Uache? You do not break any of our laws with your actions now… and I know that. You deal only in information. You can settle here within the Union or on the border if you wish and you can still conduct your business as it is, but I want this knowledge Uache.”


Uache looked at her evenly. “And can you insure I am not tormented by your Union authorities?” He asked her. 

“As long as your business dealings are in information only… yes.” Sadi answered. “And as long as you break no Union laws.”


Uache looked as if he was contemplating what she was telling him. “And how do you foresee getting me and my people out of Icalro space Sadi? I have no ships anymore… and the Alliance and the Union are not exactly on speaking terms. In fact… they hate you and I imagine the feeling is mutual. Not to mention that my species is not very well liked within Union space either.”


“You cannot get yourself out?” Sadi asked.

Uache shook his head. “I could… but my people are loyal to me for a reason and I will not abandon them to their fates.”


“Then… then you can get this information?” Ne'Veha asked.


Uache looked at her and then turned his eyes back to Sadi and nodded slowly. “I already have this information Sadi. I was able to procure it for someone else who was very interested. So interested in fact that he offered much more than you do now.”


“Another?” Sadi demanded harshly. “Who is this person? I will…”


“Perhaps you should speak to your young mate Sadi.” Uache said. 


Sadi stood straight up her eyes wide. “Andro?” She gasped.


Uache nodded his head. “Androcles Leonidas contacted me three days ago while he was still on the SCIMITAR returning to Earth. You husband is quite the frightening young man when he wants to be Sadi and he is viciously protective of you and his other mates. He explained to me in very simple terms why it was in my best interests to cooperate with him. I would have gotten the information for half of what he offered to me Sadi and he is also very trustworthy. I transmitted the data to him yesterday morning and I am even now preparing for the ship he is sending to pick up myself and my employees.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this right away?” Sadi snapped.


Uache smiled. “You did not ask.” He stated.


“Then I suppose I will see you soon.” Sadi barked angrily. She stabbed her finger down on the control panel and the transmission died. She looked at Ne'Veha first and then at Bren. “Bren… where is Andro now?” She asked with a touch of concern in her voice.


“He and Jomann should be meeting with Marci and Deia at the hospital.” Bren answered. “You don’t think he would…?”

“No. He knows there is too much going on for him to leave right now… but we must go there anyway to insure this.” Sadi said quickly. 
Bren nodded. “He is no fool and he would insure a thorough check of any information this Uache gave to him before moving. And then he will have a recon done if he has a target.” He said.

“I know.” Sadi said. “I’m more concerned about his mental state though. If he contacted Uache then he knows of Caliria and what she means to us. If he knows this then he will already have reached out to touch her for he does not need us within the connection as we need him. He can simply draw off Elynth. If he has talked to her then he will know what she is enduring and he will…”

“He will act as he did on Iraruzu.” Ne'Veha spoke softly as she took Sadi’s hand.

Devra looked at them and stepped closer to them. “What do you mean?” She asked them softly. “What did he do?”

Sadi turned and met her eyes. “Iraruzu is where our Drow Mistress Lu'ria was.” Sadi told her. “She was being hunted by the Kavalians and she had… she had been shot and was gravely injured by Andro’s cousin. He… Andro killed his cousin for what he had done to Lu'ria. If he has been able to touch Caliria and he knows where she is, then the only reason we have not left to get her is because he intends to be very methodic and obliterate everyone that had a hand in her capture and her imprisonment.” Devra glanced quickly to Bren as his own words to her filled her mind. She turned back and watched as Sadi tilted her head and reached out within Mindvoice. Lu'ria my Mistress?


Sadi… what is wrong?


Will you and Enylarcopri meet us at the hospital? We have discovered some information that is very useful. Sadi told her.


As have we. Lu'ria answered. We will see you there soon.

Sadi turned to Bren. “Have a Lifter meet us on the bridge to the villa Bren.” She ordered. Devra and Arduri will be coming with us.”

SPARTA
KING YELU HOSPITAL
 


“…Zarah, Lucia and Dutkne are very close to finding Janae, within the next few hours at least.” Androcles was sitting in the chair next to Deia’s bed holding her hand in both of his. Marci sat at the foot of the bed quietly while Jomann sat in a chair near the door with his back to the wall and facing the door into the room. Panos sat near the window, several data pads in his hand, the heavy curtains drawn shut.

Deia had most of her color back and she looked better than she had in almost a week. Eliani had performed two surgeries in two days on her back injury to insure her spine was repaired and she was strong enough to make a full recovery. Her husband and mate had been beside her from the moment she had come into the hospital and he had only left so that they could talk. Deia took a sip of the tea she held in her other hand and looked at him. “You have not leaked word of my condition then?” She asked.


Andro shook his head. “The Durcunusaan have the floor above and below this one sealed completely. The only medical people allowed on this floor are Eliani, Aunt Anuk and those Durcunusaan medical people treating you and several Senators that were pulled from the rubble. The other patients were moved to different floors. We do not need to give the Kavalians any more information then they already have.”


“Hold nothing back from me now Mandri. Nothing! You are certain they have For'mya Andro?” Deia told him. “The Ambassador, this Matuarr, he didn’t just say this to keep you from killing him?”


Andro shook his head. “Everything we have discovered points to the truth of his words Tenna.” He said. “And it is not good. I… I need your guidance Aunt Deia. I am out of… I am out of my realm here and nothing father and I went over through the years covered this exact possibility. I’m… I’m lost.”


“We are lost.” Panos spoke from his chair in support of his now dead son’s namesake. “You are not alone boy. Never.”


Deia shifted her body slightly on the bed and nodded her head. “You are not lost… we just can not plan for everything Mandri… you know that. It is a fault that your father has as well. Events like these… they have not happened since the Black Day. Tell me everything Androcles. This is Laustinos’s doing isn’t it? Does your father know about For'mya?” She spoke.


Andro nodded. “Uncle Daniel will tell him when he arrives on Curila 6. I fear only Uncle Danny will be able to control him once he discovers this.” Andro said. “Denali, Lisisa and Cha'talla have rescued my first elven mother.” Andro spoke evenly looking up to meet her eyes. “They wiped out the Immortal mercenaries that had taken her at the behest of my uncle and the Kavalians. Denali and mother did not know for certain, but they are reasonably sure that she was to be Laustinos’s payment for helping the Kavalians do what they have done.”


“That nubous temorvana saric!” Deia swore heaving the mug of tea against the far wall and watching it shatter loudly.


Andro nodded. “My sentiments exactly. They believed he was making his way to Belid to collect his reward and they are going to try and capture or kill him. This Immortal mercenary Phy'iad he…”


They all turned when the door to the room opened and Eliani rushed in with large eyes. “Tenna!” She exclaimed as she looked at her Aunt.


Deia shook her head and held out her other hand for Eliani. “I’m sorry Eli.” She spoke quickly. “I let my anger get away from me.”

Eliani went to the bed and took her hand without question as Panos got to his feet and moved his chair forward for her to sit down. Eliani settled into the chair without question and held Deia’s hand to her cheek. “I told you not to get excited Tenna. It will not help your healing if you insist on throwing things across the room.”


Deia chuckled and felt a surge of warmth through her as Eliani settled into the chair holding her hand. Eliani Leonidas may not have looked like her older sister in any way though she bore her name, but she certainly had her manner and soft spoken voice when she wanted too. When Martin told her they were naming Eliani after Deia’s sister and his grandmother, it had brought her to tears and try as she might not too, she had always held Eliani a little closer to her heart because of this.


“Andro… please tell me he did not…” Deia spoke turning back to him.


“He… he began to rape her yes.” Andro answered seeing her eyes close in sadness. “Apparently Deni and the others had help on the inside from several Immortals that were not part of Cha'talla’s tribe. One of them managed to free her and she killed Phy'iad before it went further while this Immortal and Cirith disposed of the rest. My mothers are strong…” Andro told her softly. “Killing Phy'iad made her feel better, but she will not be completely healed until she is back within my father’s arms.”


“Then you must make that happen.” Deia said quickly.


Andro nodded. “She refuses to leave Belid without at least trying to capture Laustinos but one way or they other they will be leaving within twelve hours and returning to Kranek. I have already told Cha'talla to put her and my mother Isabella on a ship and send them to Curila 6 to be with father.”


Deia shook her head. “In all my years, never did I believe we would discover what we have about the Akruxian people.” She said softly. “What Eliani has told me is true then?”


Andro nodded. “All of it.” He stated. “Cha'talla’s wife Esther has already injected the Immortals who took part in the rescue of mother and returned them to the true outward appearance of their species. Deni was not able to go into great detail but apparently Veldruk introduced some sort of toxin into the atmosphere of their planet before he attacked it. This is what caused them to look as they did. When Esther discovered this she was able to fashion a serum that was able to eliminate the toxins in their bodies and return them to normal. She will finish this when they return to Kranek. I have not seen them… but Deni and Lisisa said it is a wondrous thing to behold.”

“Much has happened it seems.” Deia spoke as she looked at him. “These High Coven deserters? We can trust them?”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He stated confidently. “Valin and his daughter carry the blood of the fifth Lycavorian Bloodline within them Tenna. You have… you have kept the knowledge of the five Bloodlines secret for too long Tenna. And now it is time for everyone to know exactly who you are and how old you are.”

Deia nodded her head. “Perhaps. But it was with good reason I did these things Andro and your father understood. And it was even more important when we discovered Janae.” She answered looking at him.

Andro met her eyes. “Father knew?” He asked with some surprise.

Deia smiled. “There is far more knowledge hidden within your father’s thoughts than many people expect or know. He has shared some of it with me.” She said. “And I suspect there is far more hidden within yours. That is why the two of you are so much alike.”

“No more.” Andro said shaking his head. “Canth’s father Wayonn is among us now as are those Lost Ones that Canth told father about on Ukwav. He did not mean just those left on Lycavore Tenna, and now that we know that, it needs to come out. Our people… we are finally reunited Tenna.”

“As it should be.” Deia spoke softly. “Canth spoke of his father often. We knew that they lived but never where. He wouldn’t tell us.” Deia said thoughtfully. “We can speak of that later. Right now you need to tell me what is happening. Resumar?”

Andro nodded. “They are ready to act. I sent Uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa to Ritaah to assist him as well as help Jalersi and Pian find her daughter.” Andro answered her. “Karun is… father welcomed him into our family before all this began Tenna and he has shown where his true heart of hearts is. It burns with the blood of a Leonidas. Grandfather Riall and General Vengal have our entire military on full alert. War Master Tareif and General Lynwe have Earth locked down tight and Colonel Nestor is sweeping from continent to continent looking for any Kavalians that may still be hiding. All of our Fleet Groups and ground divisions are standing too and holding their positions.”


Deia shook her head and brought her hand up to stroked his cheek. “The military I will leave to you without question. There is a reason your father trusts Tareif and Lynwe as he does and a reason they rely so heavily on Nestor. I will not question or intrude upon that.” She spoke. “How… how badly did they hurt us Mandri?”


“As best as we can determine there were one thousand four hundred and twelve in the Senate Building when it came down.” Andro said softly. “The crews are still digging and trying to find survivors but the chances now are remote.” He looked at her. “Aside from you… only two hundred and twelve have been pulled from the rubble alive.” He watched Deia’s eyes close in pain and she shook her head slowly. “Of the four hundred and nineteen Senators who were in the building, four hundred have been accounted for. Nineteen are still missing. None of them made it. One of the explosive charges was set in the center of their offices on the fifth floor and it vaporized everything within two hundred meters in all directions. The respective districts on Apo Prime that they represent or their homeworld governments have already held special elections and nearly all those seats are now being filled by appointees until new elections can be held. Many are already on their way here.”

“I will greet them when they begin arriving.” Panos spoke now as he moved up to the bed and held out the data pad. “Here is a preliminary list of replacements.”


Deia took the pad. “And they believe your father to be dead?”


Andro nodded. “And our mother Aricia. I have had nothing released on our mother Anja other than she is at a secure location with my younger brothers and sisters and our grandmothers Gorgo and Dasha. Aunt Selene has been handling all the Netnews conferences with Aunt Aihola and President Taylor. We have not released much information and the Netnews people are becoming more persistent.”


Deia nodded. “Understandably so.” She stated. “If we are to maintain this façade you will need to begin appointing people to positions Androcles. The Kavalians may be animals, but they are not stupid. Our government is set up in a such a way as to quickly recover from losing your father. He pressed this issue even more after you were born. Laustinos will know this.”


“I was not suppose to survive their attack.” Andro said.


“But you did.” Deia corrected him. “And they will expect us to act politically to fill the vacuum.”


Andro nodded. “I have chosen Dilaen Roan as my Netnews Representative. Tomorrow she will begin taking over the briefings and such though she doesn’t know it yet.” He finished with a small smile.


Deia nodded. “The one who discovered Carisia? She impressed me with her strength and wit.” Deia looked at him. “Roan? She married the human?”


Andro nodded. “They were married on the SCIMITAR by Sa'sur as they were returning to Earth.” He answered. “They didn’t want to wait.”


Deia nodded. “Gorgo and I could smell that on both of them. Good.” She stated. “Since you have not released reports of my condition I assume that is also part of the plan you and your father devised.”


Andro nodded. “I will appoint grandfather Panos as interim Prime Minister. When Zarah and Dutkne find Janae, she will be appointed as his deputy. To cover her absence I will say Aunt Tarifa has been named Governor of Sparta and I will say she has gone to Apo Prime for her protection and to complete all of the legal requirements.”


Deia nodded. “That will suffice for now.” She said. “What do you intend for me?”


“Dilaen will report that you are in a medically induced coma to better facilitate your healing. Your condition will be critical.” Andro replied. “I let it slip out that you had survived when I visited the Kavalian embassy, but not to what extent. My anger got the better of me. I do not need them coming after you again however so you will be moved in two days to my villa on Cranae Island. The Durcunusaan have turned it into a fortress and they would need an orbital bombardment to breach the defenses set up. This will also allow you to better assist grandfather Panos in his role since it will not look odd if he spends the majority of his time there now. Jomann has already assigned a full Durcunusaan detail to you since your original detail was among the casualties in the Senate Building. I… I would like it if… if you would advise me from the shadows for now Tenna. I know this is not your way… but I need to know you are safe and that the Kavalians believe you are no threat. If Laustinos is still working with them he will undoubtedly inform them to target you if it is discovered you are still active.”


Deia looked at Jomann and nodded her head. “I will do as you ask me… yes. I see you took my advice.” She said. She turned back to Andro. “Though from what Eliani has told me, your first act together was rather ill-advised. You and Jomann must not act as your father and Andreus act when they are together Androcles Leonidas.”


“I will act however I need to act to discover information.” Andro replied glancing at his sister sternly. “And it is better that I have someone like Jomann watching my back along with Elynth. He can go places she can not and we make a good team.”


“A riadcon is what you are! Both of you! I did not mean for you to follow him blindly in his craziness Jomann.” Deia hissed softly turning to look at him now. “You are there to protect him!”


Jomann looked at her from his chair and rose slowly to his feet. “I was protecting him Deia.” He stated. “I was pummeling everything that got close to him.” This got a snort of small laughter and approval from Panos in the corner.

“Son vada carians!” Deia exclaimed. “Benee piegn igords! Both of you!”


Eliani met Andro’s eyes and stuck her tongue out at him. “And that is being pleasant in her choice of words from earlier!” She snapped.

“I have already been scolded by the Feravomir in the strongest of terms.” Andro said now turning back to Deia. “Both of us have. We will not act as rashly as we did going into the future.”


It was Deia’s turn to snort. “I’ll believe that when I see it.” She snapped. Her face became serious and she squeezed Andro’s hand. “Tell me.” She said softly. “Tell me how badly he hurt us Andro.”


Androcles turned to Marci. “I should let Marci explain that.” He answered. “She has spent the better part of two days discovering just what he has done.”


Marci stood up slowly and nodded her head to him. “None of it is good and I don’t think we have discovered all of it either.” She stated moving up next to Andro and holding out the pad for Deia to take. “Armetus is still sedated and will remain so for the foreseeable future according to Eliani.”

Deia looked at her favorite niece. “Eli?”


“He will recover Tenna... but the Kavalians injected him with Morphic Tellurite to keep him from shifting while they were torturing him. It also served to minimize the ability of our healing factor to treat the wounds they inflicted. It is why he was in such horrible shape when Marci finally reached him.” She spoke. “I have consulted with my mother and Eurin on Curila 6. They both agree with me that keeping him sedated until his healing factor is back to full strength is the best thing to do. Foreign Substance Intrusion was my best class in medical school Tenna, and even my mother doesn’t question me in that regard.”


Deia nodded slowly and squeezed her hand. “I will trust in your judgment Eli. How can I not when your mother and Eurin agree with you.” She said.


Eliani smiled and squeezed her hand back. “He will survive Tenna. I know how much you rely on him but he will survive. It will just take time.”

Deia nodded and looked back to Marci. “Continue Marci please.”


“Well… for starters… part of this is our fault.” Marci said.


Deia looked at her. “What?” She gasped in shock.


“It’s our fault in the sense that when he was appointed to be your deputy we were still involved in the Purge.” Marci said. “No one… and I do mean no one… none of us remembered to remove his Krypteria status and codes. He had First Tier access as a senior analyst Prime Minister… and when he discovered this access had not been revoked six months later he made sure it could not be revoked. Ever. He used several encrypted programs to bury his access so deeply that no one would look past his clearance as Deputy Prime Minister. He set up a Ghost Account and has been getting status reports on nearly every operation the Krypteria has been running for the past twenty-five years. This allowed him to stay two or three steps ahead of us and always insure he was safe from discovery. He built several backdoors into the Intelligence Database Core Drives, ones that only a full coded entry check would discover, and then only if the person checking was looking for something odd. We have been able to read many of his files, they were only partially secure really, he was not very careful in his personal files once we were past the many layers of security he built around them.”


“But… but why?” Deia asked. “He was Deputy Prime Minister… he could have been involved first hand on almost anything he wanted.”


Marci held up the data pad. “Queen Dysea.” She stated.


Deia looked at Andro quickly and then back to her. “Dysea?”


“It appears Laustinos has a very sick obsession with her.” She stated. “We discovered chronological entries for the last twenty-three years on pretty much everything she has done or places she has gone. Thousands of entries on everything from diplomatic trips she has taken to…”


“To what?” Deia demanded.


Andro looked at her. “He was watching her Tenna.” He said softly. “On NORMYA’S LIGHT… at the royal estate on Apo Prime. The only place he does not have holo entries for is the villa here in Sparta. He was never allowed access into the Durcunusaan Command Center on the Villa Estate thanks to Fache. And he tried several times. He must have tapped into the Durcunusaan security feeds from those other locations for he even has entries for the times she was alone with father or one of my mothers in their room on Apo Prime. He has entries for…”


“Enough!” Deia barked. “That is… that is…”


“Disgusting.” Eliani finished her sentence for her.


“I had Chief Mage Thr'won do a psyche profile on him quickly, given what we have discovered.” Marci said now. “She says it is the most severe case of obsessive perversion that she has ever seen or read about in all her years. And that was only a cursory evaluation. She says this is how he discovered her likes and dislikes about nearly everything. This is how he was able to get away with his open interest for her for so long. We are still going through the entries for there are thousands as I said, but in many respects, as vile as it sounds, Laustinos knows Dysea almost as well as Martin.” 


Deia shivered in unmitigated revulsion. “By the gods.” She muttered.


Marci nodded her head in agreement. “It appears he has been leading a dual life for close to two decades now and we have only gone through the entries for the last two years. He is the one that has been feeding information and support to Rinard on Hadaria in regards to Queen Anja, he is the one that arranged for the attempt on Normya’s life and he has amassed quite a fortune in Black Market dealings for elven slaves and any number of things, to include the sale and purchase of T19 Dragon Killers.”


Deia looked at her. “The Evolli War?”


Marci met her eyes and nodded slowly. “He is the one that gave the Evolli bastards the intelligence about Alba Tau.” She stated softly. “He mentions his failure there to kill Martin Leonidas by Evolli proxy several times. He had been working occasionally with the Kavalians up to that point, providing them intelligence about the High Coven at different times but nothing directly related to the Union until after Alba Tau. That is when he began working with them exclusively.”


“Why?” Deia rasped out the words.


“In his twisted view of things he determined that if the King died on Alba Tau he could step in and fill Queen Dysea’s life. It is one of the reason he had all of the holo footage of her. To learn as much about her as possible so when he approached her a suitable time after Martin’s death it would appear to her as if he was somehow a perfect match for her. When he failed to accomplish that apparently he decided to help the Kavalians in their plans.” Marci answered. “That is what Thr'won believes anyway… and I concur with her.”


“That is just too perverted!” Eliani hissed from her spot next to Deia.


Marci nodded. “I agree.” She stated. 


“You found… you found these entries in his logs?” Deia asked. “How?”


“That is the scary part.” Marci answered. “I believe he expected us to find them at some point, but his reasoning was that by the time we did, he would already have Dysea in his grasp and it would not matter.”


“That… that is crazy!” Eliani said. “Even if it all happened as he had planned, he had to have known we would tell mother all of this when we discovered it.”


Marci nodded. “Yes… but…”


“But what?” Deia asked.


“It is my belief and Thr'won agrees with me, that he assumed Dysea would already be his mate by the time we discovered these logs and would have already produced a child for him or at the very least be pregnant with his child. He mentions this several times in his entries in fact. If she gave him a child she would be bound to him no matter what… and even if she found out while she was pregnant, he knew that as an elven female she would never terminate the pregnancy. It goes against their every sensibility and inherent instinct to protect the lives of children. Even during the time of the Morlari Conflict millennia ago, when the elves were first building their society, elven females that were captured and raped by Morlari pirates refused to abort any pregnancy that resulted. They began to issue contraceptives to their pilots and soldiers in case any of them were taken prisoner for just this reason.”


Eliani looked at her stunned. “You’re kidding?” She stammered.


Marci shook her head. “No I’m not. In the few years I worked directly for Dysea and Isabella on Elear, I had the opportunity to speak with Arzoal many times about their connection and history. She was still on Elear when the elves were dealing with the Morlari and this was being done and it was she who helped them in a manner of speaking to develop Sirtin.” She looked at Eliani. “At the time elves were still few in number and they knew that each and every life was sacred to their growth and strength as a species. In the first few thousand years after their birth as a species the ingrained instinct to protect and nurture children was pounded into their heads. They would sacrifice all that they were to protect their children, and though it is not spoken of now, it is still imbedded deeply in their psyche. How many elven females have you treated coming to you to abort a fetus Eliani? Your mother? Anuk?”


Eliani’s eyes grew wide. “I’ve… I’ve never heard of any.” She gasped.


Marci nodded her head. “Because there never has been.” She answered softly. “I checked before coming here. In over nine millennia, ever since records of this sort were kept, there has not been one elven female who has requested to abort a pregnancy that was unwanted. As Lycavorians consider the rite and union of marriage sacred above all else, elves consider the life of a child sacrosanct. It is not spoken of openly because of the many differences in cultures within the Union. Dysea, For'mya and the elven Parliament ratified this very mindset thirteen years ago when they unanimously voted to keep the verbiage in the Elven Declaration of Rights, and in every poll conducted on Elear since then, this mindset is vastly followed though not spoken of openly as I said.”


“That is neither here nor there now.” Andro finally broke in. “It will not happen, and if he escapes the trap she has laid for him by some chance his only options are to run or return to the Kavalians.”


Deia shook her head finally. “He won’t run.” She stated. “If he has carried this arrogance within him all of this time he will not run.”


Andro nodded. “That is what Jomann and I predict as well.”


Deia looked at Marci intently. “Ok… now tell me why this is important?” she asked. “He is gone… why can we not simply void his command codes and be done with it?”


“For the same reason that we could not shut down the four Gates surrounding Hadaria.” Marci stated. “Laustinos installed a trap program into every Union system that he had access too. As with the Gate Control Center, the moment they attempted to shut the Jump Gates down, this program activated in the system and locked everyone out completely. The program he apparently designed and installed is a three thousand character, mutating computer algorithm. Every time we try to shut down a system, the program mutates, making it harder to hit the correct series of characters. We found this program buried in the programming code of PDP control, many of the main Apo Prime Planetary Defensive Systems, as well as several dozen other major Union planets. If we attempt to shut the systems down, the program activates and we lose complete control of them.”


“Laustinos did this?” Deia gasped.


“Not entirely alone no.” Marci said. “You know of the Utopian Movement?”


Deia looked at her. “The group that professes peace and love for all and that we should destroy all of our weapons and arms and reach our hands out in friendship to everyone? I know of those idiots yes. They have tried to enter the Senate Building on different occasions through the years. They are all malda if you ask me.”


“I agree.” Marci said. “However… they do have many brilliant minds either working with them directly or advising them privately. Laustinos used them to create this program but did not tell them the entire reason behind it. They only knew what he told them, which that at the right time it would be used to disarm the entire Union. He catered to their arrogant peace loving sermons and they did not see past his smooth exterior.”


“So we have no control over our own military?” Deia gasped in horror.


Andro shook his head quickly. “No Tenna… nothing so terrible as that.” He stated without hesitation. “All of our Fleet Groups and ships and ground forces operate with the command codes of whichever individual is in command. He either did not have or never bothered to obtain those command codes. We are by no means defenseless, but our Command and Control will be severely curtailed until Marci’s people develop a new algorithm to either bypass or shut his program out completely.”

“We are working on it now.” Marci said. “But our people will not be able to complete anything and install it for at least another two to three weeks.”


“In the meantime we will use local sector control routed through our secure Repeater Stations.” Andro said.


“And if the Kavalians attack in a particular sector or cross our borders somewhere we will not know about it for several hours at least, or until that local commander can contact us.” Deia said.


Andro nodded. “It’s the only way to be safe.” He told her.


“What about other systems?” Deia asked. “Non-military systems. Government systems? Transportation? Manifesting? Maintenance? Communications?”


“As far as we can tell communications is clear.” Marci said. “We’ve shifted all military traffic to backup channels that only command officers know about. All civilian communications is still on the main hubs, but it is being monitored closely.”


“How did we find out about all this?” Panos asked now as he stepped closer.


Marci looked at him. “We picked up the three individuals from this Utopian Movement that have met with Laustinos most in the last two years and questioned them. We got lucky with one of them as he was part of the group that designed the computer program.”


“Where are these traitors now?” Panos growled.


“When we were finished wringing them for information they were put against a wall and executed.” Marci replied.


“Who ordered that?” Deia hissed.


“I did Tenna.” Andro spoke coming to his feet. “Marci is doing exactly what I told her to do and she will continue to do this until I say otherwise. This Utopian Group have conspired with Laustinos and that makes they traitors!”


“Androcles they should be tried in our courts!” Deia said. “You know this!”


“And have the Kavalians discover what we now know about them?” He said shaking his head. “No. That could very well put mother at risk even more than she already is and I will not do that. The nine individuals who were named as leaders are being watched now by Drow. We will take no more for the moment and accidents were arranged for the other two to make it appear as they passed into the next life randomly. It is no different than what you ordered with Brean just before the purge isn’t it?”


Deia met his eyes and said nothing for he was right. She shook her head. “Why… they have given you no idea as to why they hold your mother?” She asked finally.

Andro shook his head as he returned to his chair. “No. Matuarr was very vague in what he told me. Only that it was in retaliation for us training the Coven dragons. He said they did this out of a need to protect themselves.”


“Rensibfla!” Deia snarled. “This is an act of war and they know it! Specifically targeting the Royal family and removing the Drow outposts in The Wilds was not done to protect the KFI! It was done to hide something… something that has to do with your mother!”


“Whatever that may be it stills escapes me.” Andro said. “If they wanted my second elven mother, then why order an Immortal mercenary group to capture and hold my first elven mother. It makes no sense!”


“For'mya would never betray anything to the Kavalians!” Deia spoke. “Never!”


“We know that Tenna.” Eliani said.


“Up until five days ago Laustinos would have been able to give them plenty.” Marci said evenly. “We have confirmed that it was he who gave the Kavalian dogs Dysea’s location. No one outside of your family and Armetus knew that.”


“Mother is keeping her shields very high.” Andro spoke. “More than likely to keep father from finding out what she has gone through before she has an opportunity to gather herself. I do not want to contact her just yet. I will wait until they return to Kranek before communicating directly with her. Valin Esavorna is working with the Krypteria in trying to find some way to bypass these negative resonance implants that the Kavalian stole from them.”


“That is how they are keeping her from using Mindvoice?” Deia asked.


Eliani nodded now. “I studied the specs he gave to us. Injected directly into the base of her skull near her cerebral cortex it would effectively neutralize her Mindvoice skills. This is why we can’t feel her even a little. The inside of the Negative Resonance Chambers is nothing more than a large void within Mindvoice. Aikiro and her scientists discovered how to use these chambers to create these implants. We suspect it is why we could not feel our first elven mother for a time. Somehow… somehow she must have removed it.”


“Or someone did it for her.” Andro said. He shook his head. “We have no idea where mother might be. They would be fools to remain within Kavalian space, and no matter where they take her they would need some potent power dampeners to keep her from calling her Shi Viska. We are essentially at their mercy for the moment. Any attempt by us to find her would result in them killing her outright… Matuarr made that very clear to me. He…” Andro stopped talking and turned away from them memories racing back through his head. He turned quickly to look at Jomann.

“Andro?” Eliani asked softly as she looked at her brother and slowly came to her feet looking between him and Jomann.


“Jomann… do you remember what that fool Matuarr said to us?” Andro asked.


“Of course. He said your father was dead and she was no longer a Queen of the Union.” Jomann answered. “He said they would deal with the elves when it came to her release. He said she was not your mother and that…” Jomann’s eyes grew a little wider and he stared at Andro.

“He said you…”


Andro nodded. “Yes. He said I would not be King for very long.” Andro stated.


Marci’s dark eyes grew a little wider now and she stepped closer to him. “He… he told you that?” She asked.


“Yes.” Andro said turning to look at her. “I found it odd at the time and didn’t think anything of it.”


Marci moved to the wall and typed in several commands before stabbed her finger down on the panel. “Praylro?” She snapped.


“Go Marci!” The male voice answered immediately. “I am here with Nesa. Armetus is…?”


“Armetus will be out of it for some time but he will survive.” Marci said. “Nesa?”


“Yes.” The older woman spoke from Krypteria Headquarters within the mountain base to the west. Nesa had been with Armetus for over four thousand years and was the senior most analyst within the entire Krypteria. Only the most important items went across her desk. 

“Nesa… Armetus gave me a data pad when we got to his home. Just before he lost consciousness. I put it into my uniform and forgot all about it. It is in the closest… get it right now!” Marci said.


“Hold on.” Nesa spoke as Andro moved up next to her.


“Marci?” He asked.


“Armetus said something to me before he passed out Andro.” Marci said looking at him. “I was so angry and worried seeing him like that I forgot all about it until just now. He said to warn the others, that the Kavalians… it was part of their plan. I thought he was talking about the assassination attempt on your father and the others. I vithin forgot all about it!”

“What plan?” Andro asked.


“Marci…” Nesa’s voice echoed. “I have it. Gods child… it still has his blood on it!”


“Nesa… is it encrypted?” Marci asked. They heard a soft intake of breath. “Nesa?”


“No… no… it is not encrypted.” Nesa answered quickly. “It’s not even a standard Union data pad Marci! It’s Kavalian! By the gods… where did you get this?”


“Armetus gave it to me!” Marci snapped. “What is on it Nesa?”


“Dates. Times. Names. Places. How they got here. How they were going to get off.” Nesa answered slowly. “Carians Marci… this is a gold mine of information! All of it unencrypted! Wait… son vada carians!”


Marci looked at Andro once more. “Nesa… what is it?” She asked urgently.


“I have… we are looking at what appears to be one part of some plan they were working on.” Nesa spoke. “Praylro… plug it in and send it to her pad! Do it now!”


“Transmitting!” The voice spoke.


Marci pulled her personal data pad from her belt and looked at the small screen as Andro stood next to her and looked over her shoulder. Andro pointed to the small screen. “Sparta Reborn?” He said. “What the hell?”


“Andro it lists… you… Eliani… Resumar… Denali… all of you in order by age.” Marci said looking at him oddly. “It even has Sadi’s name next to yours as your mate. The same with Lisisa and Denali.”

Andro’s eyes grew a little wider as he took the pad from her hand. “Not… this is not by age!” He gasped aloud.


Eliani moved closer to her brother when she saw the look on his face. “Andro?”

“Andro what is it?” Deia demanded as she sat up further in the bed.

Andro turned to the wall panel now. “Nesa?” He barked.

“We are here Milord.” Nesa answered.

“Cease what you are doing for the moment and go to the archives at the University here in Sparta. Then have someone do the same on Apo Prime.” Andro said.

“What are we looking for Milord?” Nesa asked.

“Find whatever we have on the Ascension Laws of Sparta and the Lycavorian Union.” Andro stated.

“The Ascension Laws sire?” Nesa asked.

“Yes Nesa. I’m moving my Aunt to my home in Gytheio today. When you have the records from Sparta bring them there.” Andro told her. “Once they have the records from the University on Apo Prime put them on a ship and get them here to Earth as fast as possible. Tell no one what you are doing!”

“As… as you order Milord.” Nesa said.

Eliani moved closer to him. “Andro… what is going through that head of yours?” She asked softly.

Andro looked at Deia. “My uncle is making a play for the throne of the Union Tenna.” He stated.
“What?” Deia gasped. “Impossible! There is no way he could ever assume the throne of the Union! Or Sparta for that matter!”

“Deia is right Andro.” Panos spoke moving forward next to the bed. “I was alive back then remember. He was first labeled as killed in 458 B.C. When it was discovered that he was alive and working for the Kavalians his name was stricken from the roles of Spartiates. He…” Panos stopped in mid-sentence and his eyes grew wider. “Nubou!” He growled savagely.

Andro nodded. “Yes. Father reinstated him and even had a statue of him built among the others on King’s row. He is officially listed as killed in 458 B.C., but he has been reinstated to the Spartan Roles thanks to my father and his love of a brother. His words to me the day he did that were… ‘He may be a backstabbing bastard, but he was a Leonidas and a King’. And since he is not dead…”

Deia shook her head. “Androcles that is not possible.” Deia spoke firmly. “He could not possibly hope to claim the throne of Sparta. He may have been reinstated to the roles of the Spartan Peers but he is regarded as a traitor to his people!”

Andro moved to the bed and held out the data pad. “Then why is there a list with all of our names on it Tenna? Look at it! This is not a list of my brothers and sisters by age! This is a list of us by order of Ascension to the Throne of Sparta, and by virtue of that to the Throne of the Lycavorian Union!”
