CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE
BELID


“… many survive?” Cha'talla asked Denali as he stood in the Command Center looking at the star chart table. 


“Sixty-nine.” Denali answered from the chair he sat in with his arms across his broad chest. “They all surrendered Cha'talla.”


Cha'talla turned from the chart and looked at him. Tir'ut and Lynom also sat in chairs they had procured from the shattered remains of the base somewhere, his brother T'lolt standing directly between them, his hands on their shoulders. Arrarn Leonidas stood against the far wall, Narice and Toria leaning up against his powerful body. As'hia stood with her mother and father off to the side, relishing in the attention they were showing her and filling them in on everything that had happened. That she was completely and utterly in love with Lynom was easily seen as she kept looking back at where he sat next to his brother. Danarla could barely keep her hands off her youngest child as happy as she was. Ta’lon looked at Lynom with increasing respect as As'hia told them of all he had done at considerable risk to himself. Even as an elf he could not deny what he saw in his daughter’s dark eyes when she looked at him. Ta’lon was used to being different in his life; he was much taller and more muscular than most elves, and he was also among a very few hundred elven men throughout the entire Union who had Lycavorian wives. It was very common now for elf females to enter into long term relationships and marriage with Lycavorian men; it was part of the elf female nature to seek out strong males so that they could reproduce. It had become much more common with the King’s return and his well known love for both his elven wives, but elven men who had married Lycavorian females was very rare and to Ta’lon’s knowledge all of the two hundred and sixty-three marriages like his and Danarla’s throughout the Union were dedicated and loving. All of them turned at Cha'talla’s next words.

“Does this… does this grant them some sort of reprieve from us after what they have done Denali?” He asked softly. “After what they have taken part in… what your mother has had to endure at their hands? What Phy'iad did to your mother is a blight upon my people and I…” Cha'talla shook his head. “The suffering they have put others through is unforgivable? They only surrendered because they knew they were beaten and were too cowardly to die with honor.” He turned his head and looked at Kr'nak who was still marveling over the complete transformation that had come over him. He kept staring at his hands. “Kr'nak… you know these men… what do you say?”

Kr'nak looked at Cha'talla with wide eyes. His gray skin, once the pallor of death, was now a lightly tanned bronze color. His once bald head was now covered in short dark hair and while the bone spurs along his jaw clearly marked him as an Immortal; his skin was free of blemishes and the mottled look from only two hours ago. The transformation had not been pain free, expunging the toxins in his body had taken its toll on his energy reserves, but seeing the result was beyond miraculous in his mind and he only wished for one thing now. He blinked several times and Cha'talla’s question finally registered in his mind. He looked at Cha'talla then. “Most of them… most of them have known only one thing in their lives and that is the way of life Phy'iad gave to them. Those five who followed me… all of us have over three thousand years of life… we have seen and experienced things they have not. Phy'iad… he twisted them Cha'talla… he made them just like him, for he was no better than the High Coven masters we once served. I know what is in the hearts of my men… I know what they feel and what they want for themselves going into the future. It is the same thing as what I want. I can not speak for the others.”


Cha'talla turned back to Denali. “You spoke with your brother Denali. What does he wish done with them?”


“I spoke with him only briefly. I told him we had several dozen prisoners but he was more concerned with mother and how badly we were hurt.” Denali said. 


“What would he do Deni?” Tir'ut asked now.


Denali turned and looked at him for a long moment. He turned back to Cha'talla and took a deep breath as he stood up. “Andro is very much like my father, but he is also much darker in many ways. I believe… I believe my father would speak with them… perhaps offer them a choice at making a new life for themselves or die here. Androcles… for what they have done today and in the past… for what Phy'iad did to our mother, Andro would have already executed them. If he had even accepted their surrender at all to be honest.”

“As it should be.” T'lolt spoke with a nod.


“My Spartan blood… my Spartan blood tells me there is no redemption for them.” Denali said. “Yet there are many within the Union who have been redeemed and atoned for their past actions.” Denali shook his head slowly. “My father and the Feravomir have always told us that our first instinct is usually the correct one.” He looked at Cha'talla. “My first instinct is to insure they never hurt another being again.”


Cha'talla looked at Narice next. “Princess?” He asked.


Narice met his eyes with a shocked looked. “Cha'talla… I am… I am no longer a Princess of the High Coven.” She stammered.


“No… but you are a Princess of the Lycavorian Union.” Cha'talla spoke softly. “Unlike Denali and the others, you have lived among my people. Served with them.”


“That fact does not qualify me to make a decision on whether the prisoners live or die Cha'talla.” Narice told him. She looked at Toria and Arrarn for a long moment and then back to him. “I have found more than I had ever dreamed I would Cha'talla. I have started a new life. It would be unfair for me to weigh in on such a decision.”


“Execute them father.” Lynom spoke now looking up at his father. “I have been among them, for two years and I have seen what they are capable of. They do not deserve to live… not after what they…”


As'hia stepped away from her parents quickly and moved to his side. He looked up at her face and she reached up to stroke his cheek. “You can not make a proper judgment Lynom my love. It would be unfair.” She said softly. “You… I know you found those who…?”


“I did.” Lynom told her as he pulled her close to him.


“Then your vow to me is fulfilled.” As'hia said softly as she wrapped her arms around his head. “Now we move into the future, whatever it may bring.”


“Execute them!” The female voice spoke from behind them.


Kr'nak recognized that voice immediately and spun around to look at Osiri as she came in and stood beside Esther. Her beautiful eyes fell on him when he moved and they grew wide in disbelief. “Osiri… you…”


Osiri stepped away from Esther and moved closer to him with wide eyes. She had feared the worse, for Esther would not tell her what had become of Kr'nak. That her heart ached for him and any word of him even now that she was free of Phy'iad’s vile possession, this told Osiri that she had no doubts what her future held. She had been rubbing her pregnant abdomen as they moved down the corridor, hoping beyond hope that he was alive and she would not have to go forward without him now he stood in front of her. So tall and so powerful and so utterly handsome. She had fallen in love with an Immortal regardless of what he looked like, for he had treated her as a precious object to be worshiped and adored, and he had shown her that his heart was pure. All the times he had made love to her flooded back to Osiri as she stepped up to him, her hands shaking horribly. He had been so tender and gentle, exploring every portion of her body with meticulous attention. Even with his size he had never hurt her in any way, always mindful of her body within his powerful arms, and to think she would never feel his fangs pierce her skin at the peak of their pleasure made her ache for him even more. Looking at him now Osiri knew that miracles indeed did exist.

“Kr'nak?” She gasped softly reaching up to touch his cheek and seeing his eyes close as she did.


His hand came up and covered her smaller one on his cheek. “I… you are free Osiri?” He asked softly.


Osiri nodded her head quickly as she moved closer to him. “Yes. Oh… I worried for you Kr'nak! Why didn’t you…” She pressed her other hand to his face as tears rolled down her cheeks. “Look at… look at you my...”


Kr'nak opened his eyes and stared into her beautiful face. “You are free now Osiri. I did not know if… if you would still feel the same for me.”


Osiri stepped up against him then and pressed her lush body to his while wrapping her arms around his waist. “I am… I am your Blessed Wife.” She sobbed. “I… I carry our child! I love you with all that I am.”


Kr'nak choked back his own tears as his arms encircled her petite elven body and he held her tightly. He looked up as Esther moved up next to Cha'talla and slipped her arm around his waist with a smile. Kr'nak bent his head and inhaled deeply of Osiri’s hair as happiness filled him. “Our… our son?” He asked softly as he lowered his lips to her elven ear and brushed them ever so gently across the outer ridge of her ear. He felt her shudder in delight at his touch as she always had and this more than anything told him he was still the center of her love, just as she was his.

Osiri smiled blissfully as he brushed her ear with his lips. “I think… I think all the loud noises disturbed him my husband. He made himself known this day by kicking rather strongly for the first time.”


Kr'nak smiled and pulled her even tighter to him. “He will be a strong boy.” He said in a soft whisper. “Just like his mother.”


“Osiri?” Cha'talla’s voice broke their moment up and she turned her head to look at him without releasing her arms from Kr'nak’s waist. She did not want to let go of him for fear that this was all still a dream and she would lose him forever.


“Yes?” She stammered.


“Do you speak… do you speak for the other elf females that we have rescued?” Cha'talla asked.


Osiri blinked several times, clearing the tears from her stunning eyes and she looked at the legendary Cha'talla standing only a few meters away. “They… it will take them a long time to recover from what they have experienced here.” She said in reply. “They have not had Kr'nak to be their anchor and their lifeline Cha'talla as I have. Your people…”

“They are not our people!” T'lolt hissed softly seeing her eyes turn to look at him. “They have betray all that our people were raised to embrace so many thousands of years ago. We have returned to this way of life and they have not!”

“For… for what they have done… my first reaction is to kill them all.” Osiri said turning back to Cha'talla. “I… I do not know anymore.” She looked up into Kr'nak’s face. “I… I have my freedom now and I have a new life with one that I love.” She cut her eyes back to Cha'talla. “I just… I just don’t know.”


“They will be held and tried.” The voice all of them recognized spoke from the rear of the large room. All of them turned and those who were sitting came to their feet when they saw her walk slowly into the Command Center. 


Dysea Leonidas had spent an hour under a shower of water as scorching hot as she could make it to wash her body of the blood and the vile touch of Phy'iad. While Normya and Lisisa waited with a new set of Mark IV ArmorPly and clothes for her in the room, Cirith had actually gotten into the shower with her and helped Dysea to wash the matted blood from her hair and shoulders. Normya and Lisisa knew this was something that their mother needed to do and it was something they could not do as her daughters. They had quietly exited the small bathroom and allowed Cirith to comfort her. While under the spray of that water Dysea had finally broken down and let the tears come, pulling Cirith’s naked body to hers and sobbing in her arms under the spray of water. Cirith had held Dysea’s head tightly to her chest during this whole process as she purged the vileness of what had happened from her with her wracking tears. There had never been a question in Cirith’s mind that she would do this, for what she now felt for Dysea was beyond anything she had ever felt before. Even having her supple, tattooed body pressing against hers under the spray of water, Cirith felt only love and passion for her. There was nothing sexual about her feelings and this only proved beyond a doubt that she belonged to Dysea and the others. When they exited the shower and Normya and Lisisa saw them together, holding one another, neither of them said a word. Even half wolf as they both were, both of them could smell the desire for their mother that Cirith held and even more surprising was the desire that their mother held for Cirith. Whatever had occurred between them, it had brought them far closer than Normya and Lisisa could truly understand, and it was obvious to them that their mother was not going to let that go. In some strange way, seeing them together like that, it seemed so natural and right. Normya had shared a look with her sister, a look that both of them understood. No matter what happened in the future, Cirith Esavorna had just become a large portion of that future they both knew. 

Dysea stood now with Cirith on one side and Normya and Lisisa on the other. She held tightly to Cirith’s hand and also Normya’s. Her platinum blond hair flowed down around her face and her bright emerald eyes, the ArmorPly conforming to every curve of her body. She carried her Nehtes once more, as well as the dual blades that Cha'talla had gifted her with that first day on Kranek. Her face was calm but her eyes were not as bright as Cha'talla remembered. He suspected they would not be the same until she could once more hold her mate and husband in her arms and have him remove whatever taint she still felt remained on her. Dysea stepped away from Cirith and her daughters and moved up in front of Cha'talla. She held her hands out for him which he took without question and then she was hugging him tightly. 


“I will… I will never forget what you have done here today Cha'talla. For me… for all of those held here.” She spoke softly as she pulled away slightly and looked up into his dark eyes. She could feel his commanding presence within Mindvoice now, and the touch of a dragon. A strong and proud dragon. This surprised her but it was something she would investigate further at a later time.

Cha'talla shook his head immediately. “We… we are family now Dysea.” He said softly. “There was never a question of what we would do.”


Dysea smiled and reached up on her tip toes to place a soft kiss on his cheek. “Yes we are… and that fact fills me with hope and joy.”


“As it does all of us.” Cha'talla said.


Dysea nodded her head and turned back to Cirith and Normya returning to stand between them and taking their hands once more. “We will take them prisoner and put them on trial. Any of them who took part in the rape of those elves we have freed will be executed according to Spartan law. Those who have not will be given a choice… imprisonment for life in a Union prison or a chance to redeem the honor they have forsaken.”

“That will… that will not be an easy task Dysea.” T'lolt told her softly.


Dysea looked at him and shook her head. “No it will not be an easy task T'lolt.” She stated. “But it is a chance we must give them.”


“Why mother?” Arrarn asked from where he stood against the far wall. “After what they have done, why do we owe them anything?”


“Because it is what your father would do Arrarn.” Dysea told him immediately. “Those who choose to regain their honor will have a long road ahead to do such a thing, but in doing so they will prove that redemption is possible for everyone. That is my decision…” She looked at Cha'talla. “If you will abide by that Cha'talla?”


Cha'talla nodded without hesitation. “You are now just as much our Queen as you are a Queen of the Elves and the Lycavorian Union.” He stated. “That is not a question you need ever ask.”


Dysea nodded. “Then that is what we will do.” She stated calmly. “Now tell me if we have learned anything of Laustinos?”


Denali moved closer to her. “Admiral Thodius has gone dark with our wing and those ships from Admiral Valin’s command that accompanied us.” He reported to her. “None of Phy'iad’s ships survived his attack… in truth… he didn’t give any of them the chance too. We have two AUTUMN MOON’S on the edges of the system monitoring any ship traffic, but so far no unknown ships have come close.”

Dysea turned to look at Kr'nak now, smiling as she saw the gleeful look on Osiri’s face and the way he held her tightly to him. “Do you know how long it was to be before Laustinos was supposed to arrive Kr'nak?” She asked.


Kr'nak lifted his weathered face from Osiri's hair and met her eyes and Dysea could see the happiness and new resolve in those dark eyes. “Phy'iad… he wanted to leave within twelve hours of competing his plan. I can only assume it would have been before that.”


“Mother… Andro was very insistent that we get you off of this planet and back to Kranek and then on to Curila 6 to be with father.” Denali spoke. “He made me promise him that is what we would do.”


Dysea nodded. “We will wait for six more hours and then we will leave.” She stated in a firm voice. “If Laustinos comes here I want him… and I intend to extract every single bit of information in his traitorous head before he suffers the same fate as Phy'iad. He has… he has betrayed his people and helped the Kavalians to do what they have done. I can not sense your mother For'mya within Mindvoice and I can only assume she has been taken and had a similar device implanted within her so she can not use Mindvoice.” She looked at Cirith. “Cirith?”

Cirith nodded. “If you are unable to sense her then more than likely yes.” She stated. “My father knows more about these devices than I do… how they work and such… but I do know they were made from salvage from the Mindvoice ship on Nuwaroa.” 


“The Kavalians have taken her!” Arrarn snarled viciously. “Andro… he says they have threatened to kill her if we do anything in retaliation! What more proof do we need? We should invade Kavalian space and go after her!”

Dysea moved quickly to where her son stood and she took his hands in hers and pulled him close. “Kinsoaurgai is strong Arrarn… you know this.”

Arrarn nodded his head. “I know mother… but that does not give me much peace right now.” He said softly meeting her eyes. “I don’t know… I don’t know why Andro doesn’t go after her!”

“You must trust in your brother Arrarn. If he has not already gone after her than there must be reasons for this. There must be far more going on than we know here. We don’t know why they have taken her Denali?” Dysea asked turning to look at Denali once more as he moved up next to her. She felt sudden warmth wash over her as the pulsing auras of both her sons filtered around and through her as they always had and she felt herself relax even more. As with all of the Leonidas men, whether they be purebloods like Denali and Andro or half elf like Arrarn and Resumar, all of them had powerful auras. Dysea was safe once more, safe and back with family and dear friends. 

Denali shook his head slowly. “Only that they have admitted to having her and they would kill her if Andro attempted anything to retrieve her.”


“She can’t feel us!” Arrarn snapped. “She can’t sense any of us within Mindvoice and she will not know that we are all alive! They could be telling her anything! She could already be dead!”


Dysea squeezed his hands and drew him closer. “Listen to me Arrarn.” She said softly. “We will retrieve her. You know your father and Androcles will never abandon her! You know this! None of us would! Just as she would never abandon us!”


Arrarn nodded his head after a long moment and he took a deep breath. “I know mother.” He stated finally as Narice and Toria placed their hands on his arms and stepped closer to him to provide him comfort.


“When we leave this place Arrarn I want you to return to Earth with Narice and Toria.” Dysea said as she stroked his hair. “Your skills will be better suited to helping your father and brother to get her back.”


Arrarn nodded. “Thank you mother.” He said softly squeezing her in his arms.


“Does… does your father know?” Dysea asked drawing him into a tighter embrace as she looked at Denali once more.


Denali shook his head. “No… not yet.” He answered. “Uncle Daniel should be arriving on Curila 6 soon and he will tell him.”


Dysea nodded as she loosened her grip on Arrarn. “Daniel may be the only one who can control him when he discovers this.” She said. “The Kavalians do not know your father still lives I take it?”


“No.” Denali answered once more. “Andro… Andro believes it is the only reason they have not already killed our mother or invaded the Union in mass numbers. He was not able to tell me a whole lot for they don’t know a whole lot… but the Kavalians wanted her for a reason. He suspects it has something to do with her elven royal blood but he has nothing to back up that theory.”


“Her elven royal blood?” Dysea said softly in a confused voice.


Denali nodded. “He thinks it is also part of the reason they wanted you out of the way.” He said. “Like I said… he doesn’t know much mother. They are still trying to make sense of everything on Earth. Marci and the Krypteria are working on it, but with the attacks on the Drow outposts and Armetus severely injured, even the Krypteria is dazed and confused. Zarah and Lucia are moving as we speak to find Janae with Anton and Cihera and he is attempting to keep the façade of father being dead as believable as possible.”


“They took Janae as well?” Dysea gasped. “But how… how did they discover the…” She fell silent as her eyes grew a little wider. “Laustinos?”


Deni nodded. “If what Andro told me is accurate, Laustinos has been working with the Kavalians for quite some time. They are certain Janae is on Earth and that is why Andro wanted Zarah to return. He needed her unique ability to track Mindvoice imprints to find her. We can not sense or feel Janae, but that doesn’t impede Zarah’s skill since it allows her to follow their unique imprint and not an active Mindvoice resonance. Quite a bit has happened in the last ten days it seems mother. We have made contact with what appears to be a very large segment of our people from the Beta Quadrant led by Canth’s father Wayonn.”


Dysea’s eyes grew wider. “Canth’s father?” She gasped.


Denali nodded. “That is what Andro told me. One of the Pralors that first discovered and then merged with our people on Lycavore almost forty thousand years ago. He helps to lead a government of our people in the Beta Quadrant… the Protectorate they are called.”


“The… the Lost Ones.” Dysea gasped softly. “The ones Canth told your father about on Ukwav?”


Deni smiled slightly and nodded his head. “That is what Andro said. A large group of them have come into Union space, among them this Wayonn and they have brought others as well. A blue skinned species called the Vanari. Andro didn’t go into great detail but I’m sure we’ll find out more later. Father remains on Curila 6 with our mothers and the rest of our family. Though once he discovers what the Kavalians have done I don’t know how long that will last.”

Dysea turned to look at Cha'talla. “Cha'talla… we must…”


The panel behind Cha'talla began to chirp madly and he turned quickly and stabbed down on the console. “Yes.”


“We are detecting an incoming transmission on the Immortal’s secure channel General Cha'talla.” The female voice spoke. “It appears to be coming from a Union issue COM array on an older KADEN-Class Military Fast Attack Transport.”

“Nothing on sensors?” Cha'talla asked.


“Negative sir. They must be using a Shroud. Our picket is not detecting anything either.” The voice answered.


“It has to be Laustinos!” Dysea exclaimed loudly turning to face him. “Get one of the prisoners up here! Now! Hurry!”

ULU PROGENITOR

KADEN-CLASS MILITARY FAST ATTACK TRANSPORT
.05 LIGHT YEARS AWAY FROM BELID’S SYSTEM


Laustinos stood on the small bridge of his ship staring at the view window full of stars. The KADEN-Class FAT was an older model ship, well before the time of the STRIKER AT, but it was still widely used within the Union and Laustinos had upgraded his personal ship much more than any other that still was active. The PROGENITOR had an advanced sensor array as well as a military grade Shroud Shield that he had obtained legally through different shipping contacts. He was the Deputy Prime Minister of the Union and no one questioned why he wanted a Shroud for his personal ship. Most believed he was just a political coward and would use the Shroud to escape danger if it ever came to that. Laustinos looked at the man who commanded his ship. All of the crew had been hand picked by him and all of them had shown some degree of loathing of the royal family for whatever reason. He paid them very well and their loyalty was to him now and not the oath they had sworn to the Lycavorian Union.


“Anything yet?” He asked.


The Lycavorian captain shook his head from his chair and looked at him. “No. We’ve been hailing the Immortal base for the last nineteen minutes and no response. I don’t like this Laustinos. By now… every ship in the Union will know what we have done and they will be looking for us. This obsession you have with the elf Queen could very well get us all killed.”


Laustinos looked at him. “I am paying you well Captain Diclo.” He spoke.

“Yes you are… but I want to be alive to spend what you are paying me.” He answered.


“There are no Union ships this far out into The Wilds Captain.” Laustinos said in a very confident voice. “Not now… not with everything that has happened.”


“So you say.” Diclo spoke. “I’ll feel better when we have the bitch and we can make it to Icalro Alliance space.”

“You are worrying for…” Laustinos began.


“Captain… our hail to the Immortal base is being answered!” The young woman barked from her COM station.


Diclo perked up. “It’s about time.” He snarled. “Put it up on the holodisc!”


They watched as the image burst into existence and cackled for a moment before clearing and focusing on the hollow face of the Immortal soldier. It was a narrow beam transmission and showed nothing but the soldier himself. Laustinos straightened up and met his stern gaze. “We have been trying to contact you for nineteen minutes.” He spoke quickly. “Where is Phy'iad?”


“The Commander is seeing to our evacuation from this base Lycavorian dog.” He spat viciously. “What do you want?”


“I’m enroute to collect my payment for services rendered.” Laustinos spoke firmly. “Is Queen Dysea unharmed? Is she ready for transport?”


“What is your location?” The Immortal asked. “We do not have you on sensors! The Commander does not like unwanted quests showing up out of nowhere!”


“My location is nearby.” Laustinos answered. “Is Dysea ready for transport?”


“She is. How soon before you arrive?” The Immortal pressed. “The Commander wishes to be gone from this place as soon as the transfer is complete.”

Laustinos stepped forward slightly. “I would like to speak with Phy'iad to finalize the details of the transfer.” He spoke causing Diclo to look at him oddly.


“As I said… he is overseeing the transfer of our personnel and our equipment to our ships above.” The Immortal spat. “He is too busy to come and speak with you! Tell me how far away you are and I will insure she is ready.”


“That is the third time you have asked for our location in some way.” Laustinos spoke slowly. “Why does this concern you so?”


The Immortal paused for a moment, his eyes darting to someone or something outside the cone of the transmission. He turned back to Laustinos. “I have just been informed that Phy'iad has ordered that you tell me where you are or the deal is off! He… he does not want you to bring any Union or Kavalian forces down upon him as some sort of trick!”


Laustinos looked at Diclo. “He’s lying.” He spoke softly. “Something isn’t right.”


Diclo turned to the side. “Do a wide sweep passive scan and tell me what is in orbit of Belid!” He hissed. “Quickly!”

Laustinos moved closer to the transmission. “I have a message for Phy'iad from Marshall Pusintin. It concerns his payment and I was to deliver it to him directly.”


“Nothing!” A man rasped from the sensor station. “There is nothing in orbit!”


Diclo turned to Laustinos. “They wouldn’t transfer equipment under Shroud.” He stated. “Too much chance of shorting out the Shroud itself with the power surges from transports.”


Laustinos’s eyes narrowed. “I am tired of playing games Immortal scum!” He snarled. “You will tell Phy'iad I wish to speak with him now! I am coming to collect Dysea and I want to insure she is there and he has not betrayed Pusintin!”


The Immortal’s eyes narrowed as well and he took a deep breath. “Phy'iad is dead fool!” He barked. “And you will be soon as well! You had better…”


There was a deafening echo from within the transmission and the Immortal’s head blew apart right in front of them, blood and matter spraying out of the transmission cone as his body fell from view and they heard the loud thump of it hitting the ground. Laustinos felt a sinking feeling in his gut. “Phy'iad! Who is there? Phy'iad!”


The transmission cone widened suddenly to encompass six individuals, three towering men that were Immortals but unlike any Immortal he had ever seen. All of them with short dark hair and deeply tanned skin, but the bone spurs equally prominent. He watched one of them lower the K12 KM and turn to look at him with angry dark eyes.


“Hello Laustinos... you vile excuse for a Lycavorian male.” The female voice Laustinos recognized immediately came through the ship’s speakers causing his eyes to grow wide in shock and disbelief. Laustinos watched with those wide eyes as Dysea Leonidas stepped into the cone of the transmission, flanked on one side by a strange, dark haired vampire female and her son Denali on the other.


“Dysea!” He gasped.


“I sincerely doubt you have been properly introduced Laustinos.” Dysea spoke calmly, but her voice fairly trembled in unrestrained savagery. “Behind me is Cha'talla of the Akruxian people, Immortals as they are more commonly known. With him are his brother T'lolt and his oldest son Tir'ut. You of course know my son Denali Leonidas… and this…” Dysea took Cirith's hand in hers. “This is Cirith Esavorna. They are my family and my dear friends and they have succeeded in removing the affliction upon the Akruxian people that Phy'iad represented. In doing so they have also freed me and put a slight crimp in your ridiculous plans to somehow claim me for yourself.”

“Dysea…” Laustinos began to speak. 

“Do not speak to me you putrid man!” Dysea screamed out. “You slink in the shadows doing your vile, traitorous deeds and now hundreds of our people lie dead! My mate lies dead!” Dysea stepped closer to the transmission now causing Laustinos to involuntarily step back on his ship. “I would never allow you to look upon me let alone touch me in person! I should have killed you long ago Laustinos! You have taken from me the man I will love until the day I pass into the next life and for that I will kill you in the same manner as I killed that animal Phy'iad! Only with you… I will cut off your cock and stuff it into your mouth before I feed you to the Bontawillian Fire Mites! You could never hope to compare to Martin Leonidas in any way Laustinos! You may run now coward… but know this! I will find you one day… I will find you and you will pay for everything you have done to my family and friends! On that you have my vow as a Spartan woman!”


Diclo turned quickly. “Cut it!” He screamed. “Cut it before they trace it!”

Laustinos turned in shock as the woman brought her finger down on the console and severed the transmission.

BELID      


Toria brought her hands down on the communications console. “Damn!” She swore. “Ten more seconds and we would have had them!”


Dysea took a deep breath where she stood and turned to place her hand on Toria’s slim shoulder. “You… you did you best Toria. Do not worry.”


“Mother he…” Lisisa began to speak.


Dysea shook her head. “He may escape now…” She said turning to look at her. “But he will not be able to hide forever. When he raises his rat face once more I will be there. Now…” Dysea turned and took Cirith’s hand. “Now I wish to return to Kranek and hold Bella in my arms again. And then I wish to go to your father and feel his embrace. Only them will I be whole once more.” She looked at Cirith with those emerald green eyes. “And we can share with the others what I have discovered in these last few days.”


Cirith smiled warmly at her words and nodded. “I… I look forward to that.” She said softly.


Cha'talla nodded his head from the side. “Lynom… the charges are set?” He asked.


Lynom stood next to As'hia’s father Ta’lon, both of them working in the last few minutes to finish. “They are set father. Nothing will remain.”


Cha'talla nodded once more. “Then let us leave this place and insure the horrors that took place here are buried for all time.”


“Avoi.” Dysea whispered gently.

EARTH

SPARTA

KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL


Devra Re Mydala watched as Sadi and Ne'Veha greeted Lu'ria and Carisia just outside the elevator lift that had brought them to this floor of the hospital, and she watched carefully. These were the women who had told her that Caliria was meant to be with them. These were the women who said they had seen her in their minds, felt her emotions and what she was going through. These were the women who all shared a single man, and from what Devra had seen so far, they shared him and each other without a single ounce of jealousy contained by any of them. Devra knew Bren had tried to explain it to her only recently, but even still watching them together or with him, it made her shake his head. She had come out of her room the night before in the early morning hours, her guest room opening onto an elegant patio that overlooked the ocean water that surrounded the island on all sides. She had seen them because of the soft white/blue flashes that signified they were shifting. As her keen eyes looked out across the beach she could see them in the sand, and she could do nothing but marvel at the size of the raven black wolf she saw. Androcles Leonidas dwarfed any Lycavorian she had ever seen in wolf form by at least half. It was easy enough to tell them apart really, the golden blond fur of Sadi, the shimmering white coat that was Lu'ria and the lush dark brown hair that was Ne'Veha. It appeared as if Androcles and Sadi were instructing Lu'ria and Ne'Veha in the art of being a wolf for it appeared as if they were putting them through certain exercises of some sort. She could hear Carisia’s soft laughter once when Lu'ria couldn’t stop her movement fast enough and she tumbled into the larger and muscular form of Androcles as a result. This went on for over an hour as she watched, finally the three female wolves pouncing on Carisia in a playful fashion as they shifted back to their normal forms while Androcles looked towards the stars in the night sky. He too soon shifted back and all of them were naked then. They crowded around him as he settled to the white sand, their bodies touching in a most intimate manner and their many limbs entwining, but there was nothing sexual to it. They simply laid back on the sand, content to have their bodies in physical contact, as they stroked each other’s skin and were silent listening to the soft wind in the air. No doubt they were speaking in this Mindvoice that they used, but it was a sight that Devra would never forget. And this is what her daughter Caliria would take part in willingly.


Devra had started by not understanding how four women could all love the same man so completely, or how that same man could love them all back. She did not think it was possible to feel for so many what they obviously did feel for each other. It happened quite naturally really, without any of them even thinking about it from what she could tell by watching them. Sadi was always to Andro’s right and next to him, while any of the others could be on his opposite side while the other two pressed close to all of them. Devra did not witness any jostling for position on his left side, every movement seemed just as natural as breathing. More often than not it was Lu'ria who took his left side with Carisia beside her and Ne'Veha beside Sadi, but no matter who was where, there was no hesitation or doubt in their mannerisms. She had seen them kiss each other in a way only very intimate lovers would do, and Androcles would kiss them all in the same fashion, though she could detect the slight difference when he kissed or held Sadi. They were the kisses of those who were deeply in love, just as she had once kissed Coren her husband before he allowed his role as politician to override his position as husband. Devra realized the slight difference in Androcles’s actions and reactions to Sadi were because she was his anome, and to a Lycavorian this was a most sacred thing. Lu'ria’s and Ne'Veha’s words to her just this morning about how they felt were now beginning to make so much sense. This is what her daughter would experience. This is what Caliria would become part of according to them.   


As she watched them once more, Devra did not know if she believed Caliria would be willing to accept such an arrangement, but she finally began to understand what had perplexed Vanari historians and researchers about the Lycavorians for centuries. They had always looked at what the Lycavorians in the here and now did; never spiritually, never instinctually, and they almost always viewed them in the same fashion as they viewed their own people. They failed to fully comprehend that the Lycavorians were so much more, and it was this very conspicuous thing that drew others to them, that made others want to follow them. Their belief in faith was unflinching, their belief in destiny unwavering, and while much of it had only returned to those within the Union because of the King’s Spartan heritage, these different things are what defined the Lycavorian people and it was this that fueled the indomitable spirit that powered them. As Devra truly grasped this knowledge for the first time, she realized that it was what Caliria had grabbed hold of so many years ago, and her green eyes filled with the sudden knowledge that yes, her daughter would embrace this.

Lu'ria’s words brought Devra out of her thoughts as she, Arduri and Bren stepped closer to them. 


“We came as soon as we talked to you.” Lu'ria spoke softly leaning over to plant a tender kiss on Sadi’s lips. “He is still upstairs with Deia and Eliani. What have you found out?” Lu'ria asked.


Sadi shook her head. “You first Mistress. Perhaps then it will all make some sense.” She stated.


Carisia held up the data pad. “Queen Aihola and Lu'ria’s mother have given us access to every Drow report from The Wilds for the last decade. We ran it through a filter made by one of her aides and there have been nine instances where a blue skinned female was mentioned. Two of them in the last six months alone… and one only four days ago!”


“Caliria!” Arduri gasped looking at Sadi. “It has to be!”


“I made contact with a former associate I worked with in The Wilds!” Sadi stammered. “An information broker if you will. I wanted him to obtain any and all information on just this very thing. He contacted us back only an hour ago and…”


“What?” Carisia asked.


“He told me he had already obtained the information for someone else.” Sadi told them with a knowing glint in her jungle green eyes.


“Andro?” Lu'ria gasped.


Sadi nodded her head quickly. “I know all that he knows Mistress, and he knows all that I know. We shared our memories, our experiences when we became anomes. All that we were... everything about our lives up until we came back together entwined.” She said swiftly. “He must have seen it somewhere within my thoughts and it appears he remembered and is just better at shielding what he is doing.” She finished sheepishly.


Lu'ria took her hands. “Sadi… three days ago… three days ago a senior Drow Scout Team was released from Aihola’s operational control on Beklan Two and then sent into The Wilds with sealed orders that were given to them by Durcunusaan courier. These orders…. they were not issued in the standard manner.”


Sadi looked at her with wide eyes. “How do you know this?” She asked her.


“It was my brother Am’uur’s Team Sadi.” Lu'ria answered with bright eyes. “They are part of the Drow Queen’s Elite Guardforce, the same ones who now shadow me wherever I... wherever we go. Only the Drow Queen can release them from her operational control. It was a organizational measure that King Leonidas put in place so that no matter what happened Aihola would always be protected. Who but your father or Androcles would Aihola release control of a Drow Scout Team from her Elite Guardforce too?”


“Are you sure?” Sadi asked.


Lu'ria nodded. “I am positive.” She stated confidently.


“Do you… do you know where they went?” Ne'Veha asked.


“They went to the Kepler Traverse.” Andro’s voice spoke from behind them causing all of them to whirl around. Androcles stood behind them with his arms folded across his broad chest and looking at them sternly with those bright azure eyes. “How many times must I tell all of you that even in a secure area you must never let your guard drop? You should have smelled me coming from three floors up.”


They stared at him for a long moment before Sadi stepped forward and slid her arms around his waist. Though he attempted to keep a stern look on his face, Sadi’s touch caused that to fail miserably as they others pressed close to him as well now. “When… when did you know Androcles?” She asked.


“The moment I met Devra and her daughters.” Andro replied as he moved closer to them dropping one arm to pull Sadi tighter and the other to curl around Ne'Veha’s waist. “I saw her almost immediately upon meeting Devra but I was unable to focus clearly enough until Dutkne taught me several techniques that first night on the SCIMITAR. Having him… having him around KertaGai, he has shown me things that have increased my focus and concentration to the point where… it would be like putting rockets on Elynth and increasing her speed ten fold.”


Something you will certainly not do! Elynth’s voice exploded into his head and theirs from her spot on top of the hospital with Anthar and Majeir.


Andro smiled. “No sister…” He answered as if speaking to thin air. “That is not my intention, do not worry.” He reached out and took Sadi’s hands. “These techniques he showed me… I will show all of you… but it allowed me to reach across the stars from where we were at the time and touch her. It is similar in a way to how Wayonn was able to touch the Feravomir and Arzoal through the years without actually using a Mark II Neural Booster.”


“You… you spoke to her!” Devra gasped moving closer as she held Arduri’s arm in shock.


“Not in a direct sense no.” Andro said looking at her. “Mindvoicing does not allow such a thing over so great a distance. If Sadi or one of the others were on Apo Prime for instance… I could probably concentrate enough where we could actually carry on a conversation for a short time without the need for a Neural Booster. The distance between Caliria and I was too great to do this however. I had to rely on other things.”

“Other things?” Arduri asked confused.


Andro nodded. “Images. Emotions. It is much easier to project these over great distances. I was able to connect with her this way.”


“Andro… how?” Carisia asked looking at Devra. “The Vanari… they do not have the ability to Mindvoice. Do they?”


Devra shook her head. “No. Never in our recorded history has something even remotely like this come up or been seen.” Devra answered.


Andro looked at Devra intently now. “How much contact have you had with Wayonn or Dutkne through the many years that you have been a Regent Devra?” He asked.


Devra looked at him oddly before shrugging her slim shoulders. “Since I became a junior Regent.” She answered. “He was on Austrova for a conference when I was appointed and he came to the acceptance ceremony with the First Regent. Many know what he is and this gives him a certain status among our people. We spoke for quite a long time and this was noticed by others. Since that time… I have been the sole contact on the Board of Regents for Wayonn to pass information or conduct business through.”

“This was before Caliria was born?” Andro asked.


Devra nodded. “Yes… several years. Why?”


“I have no information to reinforce my thinking because I can’t ask my father or Dutkne right now. I can’t ask Wayonn because I don’t think he will give me a straight answer and I certainly can’t ask the Feravomir without her wanting to know why… and I can’t tell her why I want that information, not without risking that she will turn me over her knee in her anger.” Andro stated. 


Bren stepped forward. “Anger?” He spoke. “What is it that you are planning Andro?”


Andro looked at Devra. “I believe that somehow… being in such close proximity to Wayonn through the years altered your ability somewhat Devra Re Mydala. Not so much that you would notice, but enough that you would pass on these changes within you to the children you had after being around Wayonn so much.”


“I don’t understand.” Devra said defensively. “I was under the impression this ability to Mindvoice was passed along to ongoing generations within the blood of their birth parents. I certainly have never bedded with Wayonn!”


“Did you ever allow him to touch your mind?” Androcles asked. “Perhaps show you things in the history of our people or the Pralors that…” He saw Devra’s eyes go wide and he moved closer. “What?”


“It was so very brief.” Devra answered in shock. “I was pregnant with Caliria … Nirilo had just been assigned to the Protectorate homeworld. Wayonn… he was giving me a tour of a museum of some sort in their capital. I asked him… I asked if he was able to show me of their flight from Lycavore so that I could understand your people better. He smiled and asked if he could touch me so that I could see… it was so brief… I saw images and people but then Dutkne came in and they were gone.”


Andro nodded his head thoughtfully. “Then that is where the door was opened.” He stated. “And I suspect that is also why you look at my people in a different light than the others of your species. Just that one fleeting touch left a sensitivity on you that became part of you. It was this sensitivity that you passed on to Caliria. It is why I Elynth and I were able to touch her from such a distance once Dutkne showed us how to focus.” He looked at Sadi and the others. “It is also why we could not sense her until all of us were together. We were not strong enough yet.”


Bren shook his head and took Devra’s arm gently. A motion that did not go unnoticed by Andro, especially when she did not look at him or even attempt to pull away. “This is all… this is all way beyond me Andro. I’m still not past the part about you making the Feravomir angry. What exactly did you mean about that part?”

Andro looked at him. “It is why I sent Lu'ria’s brother into The Wilds.” He answered. “I gave him the information that Uache gave to me and told him to find out if there was any truth to it.”


“The Kepler Traverse is within Icalro Alliance space Andro.” Bren spoke.


“Yes… I know.” Andro answered.


“We have a standing agreement with them not to enter their space for any reason. They don’t exactly care for us if you recall.” Bren said. “You in particular after what you did. It took your father two years to hammer out that deal.”


“Yes… I know that too.” Andro stated calmly. “And the only reason they accepted it was because my father threatened to obliterate their entire planetary defense network if they so much as targeted any of our ships or citizens again. Even by accident. They agreed to operate only within their space.”


“And if that is where Caliria is… then they have kept to their word.” Bren stated.


Andro nodded. “The only problem with that is that they also agreed not to transport any kind of slaves through any part of Union space or that of our allies.”


“And they haven’t.” Bren said. “Have they?”


“If the coordinates that Naesta plotted before moving to the TALON are accurate…” Andro began.


“Which they weren’t.” Bren stated.


“They were not accurate enough to follow the Syndicate ship into Union space.” Andro corrected him. “However, the Syndicate ship was not coming into Union space and Naesta’s original star coordinates were very accurate on following them 1.2 light years into Bontawillian space, which is exactly where this Orionis ship exited from their jump. Naesta’s charts did not reflect the shift of borders when the Bontawillian finally joined the Union as full members fifteen years ago. Since the Syndicate ship did have updated star charts and Naesta did not, that means they knew exactly where they were jumping and the Icalro Alliance has been sticking it to us for at least a decade and probably longer.”


Bren’s eyes grew wider. “Sibfla!” Bren gasped. “You’re sure?”

Andro looked at Devra. “Yes… I’m sure. If Am’uur confirms this… and he discovers a Black Market slave operation that involves Vanari females, then the Icalro Alliance brought them into this quadrant through Bontawillian space and the agreement they had with my father becomes null and void.”


“What… what does that mean?” Arduri asked.


Andro’s eyes narrowed somewhat and all of them saw them change to black ringed azure points and his vicious dual looking wolf fangs protruded from under his top lip. “That means I will be entering Icalro Alliance space to retrieve something that belongs to us. And to you.” He spoke looking at Devra. 


Devra glanced at Sadi and the others and saw that their eyes had changed as well, their fangs extended slightly beneath their upper lips. Carisia’s vampiric fangs were not as long or as thick, but they were no less menacing to gaze upon with her cobalt blue eyes. She shivered and turned back to Andro. “If they are in league with the Orionis Syndicate, they will… they will not just admit all this and return my daughter Androcles Leonidas. The Orionis Syndicate will fight you. Though many of them are what you call human… there are far more races within the Syndicate than even we know. The Eridiani are simply the intelligence behind it all. And many of them are very skilled and physically enhanced as well. The Eridiani are advanced enough to used enhancement drugs on their soldiers. It makes them very hard to defeat.”


Andro smiled, baring his fangs even further. “Yes they will admit it.” He stated. “If they wish to continue to exist they will.” He looked at Sadi. “Jomann is bringing Deia down and I want all of you to go with her as he takes her to Cranae Island. She will…”

Devra and Arduri stood there as Andro turned and with Sadi on one arm and Lu'ria on the other, Ne'Veha and Carisia wrapping their arms around their waists, they began to walk back down the corridor. Devra turned to look at Bren.


“What does he mean Bren?” She asked.


Bren met her green eyes. “Remember what I told you he would do Devra?” He told her softly. “How badly do you want your daughter back? What are you willing to do? I can tell you what he will do if you have the stomach for it.”


“He… he would do this Bren?” Devra gasped in surprise. “He would start a war? With everything happening around him he would start a war for Caliria?”


Bren snorted. “It would not be much of a war I’ll tell you that. It may last several hours if they are lucky.”


“Why does this Icalro Alliance hate him so?” Arduri asked.


“Four years ago the Icalro Alliance leaders thought they would make a profit off of the T19 missiles that the Evolli created during our war with them. They like to fancy themselves a government. They were buying up these missiles by the hundreds towards the end of the war.” Bren told them. “They sold a batch to a group of Kochab pirates that were raiding colonies along the edge of the Limian border with the Union. A member of Andro’s section of Mjolnir’s Hand was dispatched to discover where the missiles were coming from. That Bonded Pair flew into an ambush by the Kochab pirates and both of them were killed. They made the mistake of taunting us by putting their bodies on display and sending images out across The Wilds. At the end of the Evolli war, Andro and Elynth disappeared for nearly six months. No one with them, no Durcunusaan, no security, nothing. Only his father and Armetus knew where they were. During that entire six month period the Netnews kept reporting about the destruction of Icalro Alliance bases along the border of The Wilds. Not just destroyed either... but wiped out totally. Taken right down to ashes. It had the Icalro Alliance screaming in outrage and finally it took the Icalro Alliance to practically bribe three Union Ambassadors before the King gave them an audience and it was only after that meeting that the King called Andro off.” 

“He discovered… he discovered that this Icalro Alliance supplied the pirates with these missiles?” Devra asked.


Bren nodded. “He tracked down each and every one of the Kochab bastards who took part in the raid, discovered where they got the missiles and then he went there to fulfill a promise he made.”


“A promise?” Arduri asked.


Bren nodded. “A promise he made to that young woman’s mother and father the day they buried her and her dragon together. A promise to find out who had done it and make them feel the same pain they were in.” Bren looked at Devra. “At the end of that six month period Andro had taken out a third of their organization. And he was just winding up when his father called him off. That is when they made the deal with the King.”

“And if they have broken this deal?” Devra asked softly.


“He made you a promise didn’t he?” Bren asked her.


“Yes.” Devra answered.


“Then if Lu'ria’s brother finds what Andro thinks they will find… then I expect we’ll be taking a small trip.” He said.


“And this trip will be to keep the promise he made to me?” Devra asked.


“Your daughter is meant for him Devra. Meant for Sadi and the others.” Bren said. “If she is within Icalro space, then not only will his promise to you be fulfilled, but there will be precious little of the Icalro Alliance left after he is through, that much I can guarantee you without question.”

CURILA 6


“Motherfucker! That is for not telling me!”


The first punch sent Martin Leonidas staggering back down the ramp of the transport trying to maintain his balance. Anja stood at the bottom of the ramp off to the side with Aricia and Gorgo next to her. Their arms were folded across their chests and they viewed what was happening with some humor. It actually felt good to smile in the light of what was happening all around them, and witnessing this was indeed humorous for they had seen it several times in the past. They looked up and saw Wayonn standing with wide eyes next to the blue skinned female with looks of utter disbelief on their faces, while the remaining members of Martin’s old SEAL Team stood looking on at the top of the ramp with shit eating grins.

Naesta glanced at Wayonn quickly. “Wayonn?” She questioned.


Wayonn turned to one of those that had come with them. “You have to stop this!” He declared.


Kenny and Pablo looked at him and snorted. “Stop it! They been doing this for years and the last person who tried to stop them ended up in the Med Clinic for a week because he got in the way of one of those punches. No thanks!”


“Not healthy!” Pablo agreed.


Wayonn turned back to watch just as Danny connected with another haymaker right cross that staggered Martin even more and sent him crashing down to the bottom of the ramp. “That is for making us think you were dead cockbreath!”


Martin looked up at Danny, blood leaking from his between his lips now, and Wayonn and Naesta were stunned to see a smile on his face. A smile that was quickly erased as Danny hit him once more. A punch that struck his jaw square and snapped his head back and dropped him to the green grass of the landing field. Danny yanked his right hand back as if in pain and shook it back and forth as if trying to get the feeling back into it.


“And that is for making me cry like a baby and drink nine cases of beer!” Danny barked. “Fuck!” He swore shaking his hand more. “You insensitive rock head sonofabitch! I think I broke my knuckles on that thing you call a fucking brain!”


Wayonn turned now to two Durcunusaan soldiers that were standing along the edge of the ramp and watching as well. “Make them stop!” He barked.


The two men looked at him. “Ah… not me… no.” One replied.


The second man agreed. “Not the smartest thing a person could do. Getting between the King and his brother when they are arguing is not a recommended course of action if you wish to remain healthy.”


“Arguing?” Naesta exclaimed. “This is what you call arguing?”


The two men looked at each other and then back to her. “What would you call it?”


“He… he is beating your King!” Naesta stammered.


“Beating the…” One Durcunusaan spoke with a smile. “Forgive me for laughing Miss… but those are love taps. The King and General Simpson have done this probably six times in the last twenty-five years. The last time was a Gallais’s Retreat. They tore the place up too. Gallais just stood by until they were finished and then she made them fix the entire building. Took them three days. No one… not even the Queens… no one gets between them when they have to clear the air so to speak.”


Naesta looked at Wayonn then and they both turned back to watch as Martin slowly got to his feet, wiping the back of his hand across his mouth. He spit blood on the ground and looked at Danny as he continued to shake his hand.


“Are… are you done?” Martin asked.


“Fuck yes I’m done!” Danny barked loudly. “I think I broke my hand! Shit!”


Martin stepped up to him slowly then. “You… you don’t know how much it means to me that you are here brother.” He spoke in a whisper so that Danny was the only one who could hear him.


Daniel lifted his eyes and stared at the man who he had been through hell and back with on more occasions then they cared to recall. He reached up and snatched Martin’s head in his hands as Martin had done so many times before. “You are my brother!” Danny hissed. “And you… you are never alone!”


Wayonn and Naesta watched with wide eyes as the two men embraced and then everyone around them began to move again. Kenny nudged Wayonn in the arm with a knowing grin. “See… it doesn’t usually last very long. It’s safe now.”


Danny drew Martin’s head back, his hands still holding his head and he stared into his brother’s eyes. “Marty… I need… I need to tell you something.” He spoke softly as men and women moved around them still giving them a wide area. “Andro… he…”


Martin nodded his head slowly and gripped Danny’s shoulders. “They… they have taken For'mya haven’t they?”


Danny stared at him for a long moment. “You… you know?” He gasped.


“We’ve been monitoring the Netnews too Dan.” Martin told him. “When they pulled Deia out of the rubble and not For'mya I knew. I… I felt Andro’s emotions spike clear off the charts before he slammed his shields down. She’s not dead Danny… we would feel that… and that means the only other option is that they took her.”


Danny took a deep breath and nodded his head, hearing the trembling anger in Martin’s quivering voice. He could feel the anger wafting from him just as he had on Ukwav all those years ago, only this time it was different. This time that anger was being channeled and directed and harnessed and exceedingly more deadly. This time when Martin unleashed that anger, it would not be unfocused and wild and nearly out of control as it was then. This time it would be methodic and concentrated and it would sweep aside any who stood before him. “Andro… he almost killed the Kavalian bastard when he told him. He said they would kill her if he tried anything… he… do Anja and Aricia know?”


Martin shook his head slowly. “I think they suspect... they saw the same reports as me.” He answered. 

Danny stared at him for a long moment, looking deep into his brother’s dark brown eyes. “You are scaring me Marty.” He said softly. “You aren’t acting like… like I thought you would act. Like everyone thought you would act. Now… now you are acting like your son… and he is one scary sonofabitch when he gets like this.”


“The old me is dead and gone Danny.” Martin said softly in reply. “For too long I have tried to be someone I am not. Ever since… ever since Alba Tau. I allowed everything that has happened to take place because I changed then. I became… I became frightened Danny. I was scared. I began to think too hard and…”


“Martin you…”


Martin shook his head. “Don’t sugarcoat it for me brother.” He spoke. “You of all people I know had to see it. I… let the Aikiro and the Coven get too close and look what they did to my daughter! I let my brother live that day and look what it has wrought? I almost killed my own son Danny! My firstborn!”


“That wasn't you and you know it.” Danny snapped.


“Maybe not… but part of it was.” Martin said. “No more. I’m not going to try and be something I’m not anymore Danny. I taught my son… all of my children… I taught them to be low down, evil and dirty mean when they had to be. The old me is dead and gone brother… now it’s just me… just like I taught them. Like I used to be before all this shit. I’m going back to being the man I raised my son to be.”

Danny grinned. “You are planning to go get her.” He said.


“As soon as Andro tells me where she is.” Martin answered softly. “She is my mate… my wife… and the Kavalians have gone too far this time. I intend to make them pay dearly for this. All of this… it is my brother’s doing, I know it is. Though why they want For'mya is beyond me for the moment. I’ll find out why though… and I’ll find her. I will never abandon her Danny you know that. Never!”


“I thought… I thought that might be what you would plan.” He said. “So I brought some help. A few people who sort of excel at making trouble and kicking ass.”


Martin grinned as he looked over his shoulder. “So I see.” He said turning back to look at him. “We… we drew too far apart brother. All of us did. I became complacent and now my Kinsoaurgai is paying for my mistakes.”


“We began this wild ride together Marty. We were always strongest when we were all together.” Danny said. “Maybe it’s time for us to let the Durcunusaan take care of everyone else for a change. Maybe it’s time for the old team to get back together like it used to be. And this time stay together.”


Martin met his eyes and nodded. “I believe you are right brother. I believe you are right.” He turned back to where the others were standing… waiting. His eyes fell on the clone of Julie Collins. “She’s Julie isn’t she?” He whispered.

Danny nodded. “Minus a few years of memories… but yes. Right down to her many little quirks. She’s actually the one who triggered our old Team Transmitter.”


Martin looked at him. “We have been given a second chance brother. An opportunity to atone for letting her die that day. So many of the others. The… the big man or woman upstairs has given us a second chance Danny.”


Danny nodded. “I don’t intend on letting it go. Not this time.”


Martin smiled. “Neither do I. Team Twelve back in action huh?” 


Danny chuckled. “Wait till you see the shit Ben sent us. They ain’t going to know what hit them when we start rolling. Then we go get For'mya and get her back!”


Martin nodded slowly and his eyes cut to where Wayonn was standing with the blue skinned female. “What’s he like?” Martin asked. “You talk with him at all?”


“As little as possible.” Danny replied with a smile. “He’s worse than Helen and you know how she gives me headaches.”


“Helen didn’t come with you?” Martin asked.


Danny shook his head. “She is staying on Earth to help Andro. If I understand correctly, Zarah and Lucia are damn close to finding Janae and she felt it would be better if she remained with the new King if you get my drift.”


“I can feel Andro… something is bothering him.” Martin said thoughtfully. “He’s working very hard to stay in control.” Martin looked at Danny intently. “Are there other things I don’t know about happening Danny?”


“Shit… we don’t have enough happening now?” Danny gasped shaking his head. “Not that… nothing that he told me about before we left, but he’s like you and he keeps everything hidden inside.” 


“Something is bothering him.” Martin said. “Something personal.”


“Can’t you contact him?” Danny asked. “Find out what you think is wrong.”


Martin shook his head. “We’re trying to keep contact to a minimum in case there are others on Earth trying to listen in. I’ll speak with him again in twelve hours and find out what is wrong. Put the team up in the west barracks. The Durcunusaan cleaned out a floor for you guys. I’ll be over in a bit.”


Danny nodded. “Will do.” He stated. 

Anja and Aricia looked at Wayonn as he stopped in front of them. Wayonn had to admit they were far more beautiful in person than from Martin’s visions and thoughts and he could smell the wolf blood and Pralor blood pulsing through both of them heavily. He could smell the heavy scent of mint wafting from them and Wayonn smiled inwardly. Their essences called for only one man and did so in quite the dominating way. This could only mean that Martin hadn’t held back in the least and Anja had now felt his unshielded aura, and she had come away that much the stronger for it. Aricia pulsed with potential and power, the pureness of her blood very similar to many of those he had smelled shortly after being changed himself so long ago. He turned his head and watched as Martin came up to him slowly. As Wayonn shifted his body to face Martin he couldn’t help the sensation that he was once more beside his dear friend Sumar. The resonance within Mindvoice felt so staggeringly similar, throbbing with life and power and knowledge. He met Martin’s eyes and he recognized the same things he had seen when looking into Androcles’s eyes; wisdom and compassion and love. But as it was with Androcles, he also saw what he now knew was the Spartan sense of values and morals and the potential for sheer, unmitigated violence against those who stood in opposition to him. A way of life that had become part of the Lycavorian people the moment Martin’s father had been born among those proud people on Earth over three thousand years ago.

When Sumar had made the decision to become part of the Lycavorian people so many millennia ago, he knew of their capacity for violence, but Sumar also saw within them a great potential for good. Wayonn had not recognized this until after he had been turned and his mind had been opened to the possibilities of what could be. Within the first hundred years of the survivors of CS41 beginning to merge with the Lycavorian people, the oftentimes brutal and unforgiving way of their lives had begun to change. Until that moment, Wayonn had never really held out much hope that they could become as they were now. Until those first years after he had been changed he could never see what the other Elder Pralors had seen in the Lycavorian people that made them choose their species to repopulate worlds across the stars. Once he was fully wolf he had understood why, and from that moment on he had embraced his new life with everything that he was.

Wayonn held out his hands to Martin and he smiled when Martin didn’t hesitate in the least and took them. It told Wayonn that Martin Leonidas had finally and irrevocably accepted all that he was, just as his son Androcles had from the moment of his birth.

“I can not tell you the happiness that courses through me to stand beside the descendant of my dear friend Sumar. I honestly never thought this day would come.” Wayonn spoke softly. “Through all that has happened Martin, you have renewed my faith in the reasons we did what we did all those years ago.”

Martin looked quickly and Anja and Aricia confused and then back to Wayonn. “Ok. I think.”

Wayonn laughed and nodded his head. “One day in the future I will share with you what I mean. And then you will know why I said that. Discovering my own blood and finally being able to see Helen in these last days has restored my hope for the future. My family… my blood is finally whole again and I have you to thank for that.”

Martin continued to look at him. “If… if you say so.” He said sheepishly.

Wayonn looked at Aricia and Anja. “The descendant of the Endelme Line, Third of the Five Ruling Bloodlines.” He stepped up to her slowly and embraced a very surprised Aricia, holding her tightly for several seconds and then releasing her. “You and your son have brought the Ruling Bloodlines back together in a way Sumar didn’t see you know.”
Aricia and Anja looked at Martin. “Ruling bloodlines?” Aricia asked. “What does he mean Beloved?”

Wayonn smiled. “It is a very long story, but I will give you the very short version if you don’t mind Martin?”

Martin nodded. “Be my guest.” He answered. “I sure don’t understand it.”

Wayonn smiled. “When Sumar made the decision to merge with the Lycavorian people, all of the Pralors that remained on City Ship 41 chose the six largest packs to merge with. The six packs that commanded the most respect and were the largest on Lycavore. Martin is the product of two of those packs because of his grandparents and his parents. Resumar and Eliani were from the two largest packs and the ones that held the most power and influence if you will. Resumar of the Bloodline of Sumar and Eliani of the Bloodline of Ormvor. Martin’s father had the blood of those two packs within him when he came to Earth. Martin’s mother Gorgo was also a member of the Ormvor bloodline and she and Leonidas continued this pairing without even knowing it.” Wayonn looked at him. “Though I doubt your mother knows that part of our history.”
Martin shook his head. “No bet here.” He stated.

Wayonn turned back to Aricia, his face animated and happy. That he was thrilled to be able to relate this history was obvious to anyone who looked at him. “There were three other Bloodlines that were among the Ruling Quorum. You Aricia… you and your ancestors are of the Endelme Bloodline. In Androcles, Denali and Deion you and Martin have given your sons the blood of three of the Ruling Bloodlines. When Androcles took Sadi as his mate it became four since Sadi’s mother was of the Sayid Bloodline, the fourth bloodline. Their son will have four Bloodlines within him.”

“Son?” Aricia gasped. “Sadi… Sadi is with child?”

“No way!” Anja snapped. “I’m too young to be a grandma!”

Wayonn shook his head quickly with a small laugh. “Oh… no! Forgive me. No. Their first born will be a son however, when they do decide to have children.”
“How… how do you know that?” Aricia asked quickly.

“Let’s just say I have a hunch.” Wayonn answered with a grin. “The fifth bloodline is… it is slightly more difficult to explain, but they have returned to the Union and the Lycavorian people.”

“Why is it more difficult?” Anja asked.

“The Esavorna Bloodline is now half vampire.” Wayonn nodded. “The last surviving descendant of that bloodline as near as I can tell was a daughter. At some point during the latter years of slavery to the Coven she met and fell in love with a vampire officer. He kept her safe when the rebellion began, refusing to allow anyone to discover her true nature. Their first born was a son.”

“Valin?” Martin asked.

Wayonn looked at him and nodded. “Androcles filled you in to some extent I see.” He said.

Martin nodded. “As much as he was able.”

“To the best of my knowledge Valin’s only child is now with Dysea.” Wayonn spoke. “A daughter by the name of Cirith. She is unique in many ways.”

“Unique how?” Aricia asked.
Wayonn looked at her. “Not only does she carry the blood of the Fifth Ruling pack in her veins, but also the blood of Aikiro.” He saw their eyes go wide at this knowledge and he held up his hand. “Do not judge her based on what I alone have said. Valin has raised her on his own without Aikiro’s input.”

“Aikiro… she knew?” Anja gasped.

Wayonn nodded. “It is my understanding that Valin plotted very carefully to accomplish this. It is something that he worked out with his parents during the fledging years of the rebellion. Valin is not a man to have standing against you. I do not know all the details to how he accomplished what he did, only that if Aikiro did not have the child she conceived with him, she would not be able to control the ramifications. She has had no contact with Cirith, and now that she is dead it no longer matters. Valin, Cirith and all those who follow them have defected to the Union.”

Anja and Aricia looked at Martin and saw him nod his head slowly. “According to the reports from Andro and Deni, they were instrumental in defeating the Kavalians on Kranek and it was Valin who told us of the implants Aikiro had built from City Ship 19. He’s working with Marci and our teams of researchers to try and find a way to defeat them.” He told them.

“And this is what blocked our Melda Min from us before?” Aricia asked. “This is what is blocking our Kinsoaurgai now?”

Martin nodded his head slowly and shifted his feet as he looked down. “Yes.” He said softly.

They had been together for far too long to not notice the Mindvoice tremble that washed through the man they both loved so much. They felt the anger and the hate surge through him even as controlled as it was. Anja and Aricia stepped closer to him.

“What aren’t you telling us Martin?” Anja asked gently.

“Beloved?” Aricia echoed her words. “You promised to never hold back from us again. Do not do so now. What is going on? This has to do with For’mya; we can feel it pulsing from you as surly as we stand here. You can hide much from us, but not your love for her or any of us.”

Martin took a deep breath and looked at them. He glanced quickly at Wayonn and then back to them. He reached out and took their hands in his. “Kinsoaurgai wasn’t pulled from the rubble of the Senate Building with Deia because she was kidnapped and taken prisoner by the Kavalian strike team that hit the building.” He told them seeing their eyes go wide. “I… I had an inkling that something like this had happened when the Netnews reported Deia was pulled from the rubble but the search for For'mya was continuing. Danny… Danny confirmed it a few minutes ago.”
“NO!” Aricia screamed pushing away for him. “No!” Wayonn watched with wide eyes as her psychic shields flared up around her and suddenly there was a psychic diamond formed in the palm of her hand glowing in its intensity.

Martin and Anja acted quickly and both of them stepped closer to her, Martin wrapping his arms around her lithe body while Anja pressed close to her, her arms sliding around her slim waist. Aricia and For'mya shared a closeness that was unmatched by any of the others. While it was true that Martin’s Queens loved each other unequivocally, Aricia and For'mya shared a bond that had been forged during those trying months twenty-seven years ago. The emotional state of Aricia and Martin and For'mya had brought them so close with one another, and once those events had passed, it had been For'mya and Aricia who had bonded in a manner similar to what Dysea shared with Isabella. 
“Where is she?” Aricia snapped. “We must… we must go to her! Find her!”

Martin pulled both of them closer, inhaling deeply of Aricia’s lavender coca scent mixed with Anja’s sweet honey scent. He pulled her head to his chest even as the tears began to come. “We don’t know where she is.” He whispered softly as Anja began to cry softly as well. “Our son… Andro confronted the Kavalian ambassador when he discovered this and they threatened to kill her if he did anything.”

“Why?” Anja sobbed. “Why would they take her?”

Wayonn moved closer to them, Naesta standing beside him with wide eyes as she looked on. Androcles was correct in that she was a voracious reader, and during the five and a half hour flight here Naesta had done nothing but read. She could normally finish a good data novel in a few hours with her ability to read and process information swiftly, yet this book had held her attention like no other. She looked down quickly at the data book she held in her hand. 
Peace Unto Death and Back Again. 
If ever there was a book that had totally changed Naesta’s outlook on something, this would be the one. Some of it was written from a first person perspective and in many ways it told the story of how the Lycavorian people had first risen to prominence here in the Alpha Quadrant and then been enslaved by the vampires of the High Coven. She had read about heart gripping events that had altered who and what these men and women valued most. Their time as slaves to the Coven was not pleasant by any stretch of the imagination, forced labor camps, the almost daily rape and beating of their women, the executions. It had made her shudder in horror as she read, yet she could not bring herself to stop. This man’s words flowed across her small screen with an elegant and cohesive message. He did not put his people and their history up on a pedestal as if they could do no wrong, instead he often times went into depth about mistakes they had made as a species and was very critical of things their leaders had done once they were free of the Coven oppression. He had written extensively about what was known as the Flight of The Ten Thousand to the Lycavorian people. The taking of ten thousand babies from their mother’s wombs and sent to Earth in a last ditch effort to insure their species did not die if their rebellion failed.

Once more the man had been outspoken in his writings, stating that most of his abundant information came from speaking with Lady Gorgo as he referred to her, since until he had been able to travel to Sparta and Earth himself, she was his only source of information. Naesta found that from his words and writings, he held a great deal of respect for Lady Gorgo, and working at the University together had given him opportunity to truly be accurate in everything. He had combined the information given to him by Gorgo as well as several trips he had made to Earth once the planet had been discovered and joined the Union, to release a widely anticipated and popular revised version of his book three years after the grandson of King Resumar had taken the throne. All that information was in the copy she now held and it was here that Naesta truly learned about the Lycavorian people. 
The Spartans had been a ruthless and unforgiving people, but a people deeply steeped in honor and tradition and culture, traits that brought out the true instincts of the Lycavorian people within their population. Though those ten thousand could have quickly gained control of Sparta when they were grown, under the leadership of King Leonidas, they became a staple of Greek and Earth history. Often times through those years they sacrificed so that humans could grown and their secret remained hidden. The Lycavorian Spartans became prominent members of Sparta and their society and as time passed here on Earth they were widely recognized as not only warriors unequaled, but forward thinkers and believers. They clung to their deep history and culture yet adapted easily to the future, blending it all together to make themselves stronger as a people. The Lycavorians in Sparta remained closer to their base instincts than those who now lived off Earth and were building the Union. While their lives were harsh and brutal in the beginning, they changed as time went by, yet they also remained the same. They considered their females to be the holders of their future and they were honored and respected, even though a good number of them were just as equally deadly as the men. Marriage and relationships were sacrosanct, rape of any kind was considered a high crime, and the true concept of honor only became part of their instinct and psyche even more. In many ways, a verbal commitment to another was a binding agreement that Lycavorian Spartans honored without fail. Though the first King Leonidas died in a battle that even now, some three thousand plus years later, was considered a revered day in Sparta, his son carried on all that he had begun.
This latest edition that Androcles had given her was only a year old and whether he knew it or not, it contained much about him and his father both. Naesta had seen the look on his face when she asked if he had read it and he had told her no, his face twisted distastefully in a mock grimace. Naesta fully believed he did not know what he had given her and he struck her as the type of man that would answer any question asked of him no matter the reaction it elicited. A sentence from the writer came back to her as she stood there. 

“He would probably be angry at what I have written about him given how unassuming he is…” The writer had said. “The King equally so, but a decision made long before either of their times has blessed us as a people now. Blessed us with two men who have within them the very best of our of species and all our potential could be. Two men who follow the words of the first King Leonidas without fail; eight words whose meaning can not be measured in any way… Fight with your head, lead with your heart.” 
Naesta stood there and watched as Martin Leonidas held two of his five wives and mates and she saw the love and devotion to them in those dark brown eyes. The same love and utter devotion that she had seen in Androcles’s eyes when he mentioned her sister. These were part of the emotions that her father and so many of her people said the Lycavorians did not possess. A week she had spent among them now, a week to tear down everything her father had taught her about these men and women and to show her that not everything was as she was raised to believe. Wayonn’s soothing voice broke her out of her own thoughts and she watched as he moved closer to them. 
“Helen and your son believe he will attempt to use her to regain the throne of Sparta and the Union.” Wayonn spoke softly. “After discovering what I have about many things since I came here to be among you and our people, I believe they may be correct.”

Naesta watched as the three of them turned slowly to look at Wayonn and she saw in their eyes what she now believed her people lacked. She saw faith and trust and the Queen with Androcles’s eyes, her next words confirmed that for her.

“You… you are Wayonn… the Val’istar.” Aricia stammered as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

Wayonn nodded. “That is one of the names I have been called in the past yes… but I much prefer Wayonn.”

“You’re the one that… that helped Martin?” Anja asked now. “The Pralor?”

Wayonn looked at Martin for a long moment and then back to her. “I see he does not keep anything from his Queens…” Wayonn said nodding his head. “Yes… I am that Wayonn… though now I am far more Lycavorian than I am Pralor, and I have been for more than thirty thousand years. Something I am thankful for every day.”
“There is… there is no way my brother could hope to regain the throne.” Martin said. “He... the Senate would never allow him too.”

Wayonn nodded. “Nevertheless… that is what they believe. It has something to do with your For'mya and this Janae that they keep talking about.”

“Janae?” Anja gasped looking at Martin. “Marty… they took Janae?”

Martin looked at Wayonn sternly before nodding his head and looking back at her. Of all of them, Anja and Eliani had developed a closer relationship with Janae through the years and were able to use her position as Panos’s aide to go out into public and shop and do things that Janae would not have been able to do otherwise. Her identity was a closely guarded secret and only a few Durcunusaan knew her true bloodline. Eliani and Janae were close in age and it was not uncommon to see them together with Nyla in the stores and shops of Gytheio or Sparta.

“If Andro’s last report is accurate… she is still on Earth and he brought Zarah back from Kranek to find her.” Martin said. “They are using the same type of device to block her as they are For'mya.”

“Then how…” Aricia looked at him quickly. “Zarah is going to track her imprint isn’t she?”

Martin nodded. “Yes.”

Wayonn looked at them with interested eyes. “Track her imprint?” He asked. “I have never heard of this.”

“It’s a long story and I’ll fill you in later… but Zarah has the ability to track someone using their passive Mindvoice imprint.” Martin explained. “Andro taught her… and when we discovered it, we forbid them to ever use it because…”

“A person’s most private thoughts would be exposed.” Wayonn spoke. “Fascinating. I never suspected this.”

“Yeah… well I suspect my son has a lot of things up his sleeves that he hasn’t filled me in on.” Martin said with gruffness in his voice. “Something I’ll make sure I discuss with him when I see him again.”

Wayonn met his eyes. “Your son Martin… he is dealing with far more than someone his age should have to deal with. In many ways he is you… but in more ways he is not. His goals… his two main goals, he wears them on his sleeve and they are the goals you instilled in him as a boy while he was growing. Protect his family. Protect the Union. At all costs… even of his own life. Do not fault him for how he does things… just know that he will do what is necessary to fully accomplish these goals while adhering to the values and morals you and your mates gave to him.”
“I see he’s got you on his side too huh?” Martin said.

Wayonn grinned. “No… I am on your side… it just so happens that when I look at him, I see you.” He answered. He turned then and held out his hand for Naesta pulling her closer to them. “Allow me to introduce someone who is probably very confused.” He said drawing her closer still. “This is Naesta Re Mydala, the youngest daughter to Coren and Devra Re Mydala and a member of the Vanari Empire. She has come as a liaison of her mother who is a member of the Vanari Board of Regents. Their ruling body so to speak. Her mother, sister and brother accompanied us from the Beta Quadrant in the hopes of recovering their sister who has been taken by some rather surly individuals that call the Beta Quadrant home and delve into slavery and things of the like.”

Naesta saw Martin’s jaw twitch at the mention of that word and this only confirmed what Wayonn had told them as they were coming here. She bowed her head slightly.
“It is… it is an honor to meet you King Leonidas.” Naesta spoke with heartfelt sincerity. 

Martin looked at Wayonn. “Exactly how much is Andro not telling me?” He asked.

Wayonn met his eyes and smiled. “Probably quite a bit given your propensity for doing things in an unorthodox manner.” He stated. “Remember my boy… I have touched your mind and I have seen some of the things you have done. What I do know for sure and I agree with them completely on, is that you and Aricia must remain dead for now. While I understand the anger you have within you over this knowledge that they have taken For'mya and the need to go to your mate, we all agree that if it becomes known that you are still alive, your Kinsoaurgai becomes expendable. You know from Andro’s reports that we still do not know how deeply entrenched the Kavalians are within Earth, who is helping them, or what they ultimately hope to accomplish. If you were to suddenly come back to life, we will never know and it very well may cost For'mya her life.”

Aricia looked up at Martin. “Beloved… we can not risk…”

Martin nodded. “I know.” He said softly. “And I won’t.”

Wayonn reached out and took Martin’s arm. “With our presence here our people are once and for all finally reunited Martin. Dutkne and I… we are but the Vanguard to a much larger force of pure Lycavorians that will follow your orders as their King without question or pause. We have waited for this day for millennia and now that it is here… we will not let it slip away. Dutkne is already falling into the role destiny and fate has meant for him with your son. Naesta and her family, the Vanari, they are part of that future and I believe she is beginning to see that now.”

Naesta nodded. “More than I ever dreamed.”

“She is a liaison for her mother as I said, and she brings a request for you Anja.” Wayonn spoke. 

“Me?” Anja gasped.

Wayonn nodded. “You are Queen of the Hadarians and the medical skill and knowledge of your people surpasses in many ways even the Vanari. There is much that we need to discuss and explore…” Wayonn looked at Martin. “And things we must purge…”

“Avoi.” Martin whispered.

“Is there someplace where we can talk?” Wayonn asked. “Someplace quiet where we won’t be disturbed. I have much I need to tell you and I wish to meet your mother.”

“My mother?” Martin asked. “Why?”

Wayonn nodded with a smile. “Why? Your mother is a figure that is revered among the Lycavorians of the Protectorate Martin.” He saw his eyes go a little wider. “Yes… we know all about Gorgo and all she has done in her life as well as what she has endured. You might be surprised how much of our brothers and sisters here in the Union that we know of. As much as I have tried through the years to keep us separate… for reasons which I will explain later… one of the things that I found I could not suppress is the role your mother has played in our history. For right now I urge you to have faith in your son and what he is doing. Allow him to tackle the problems we face from one side, while we address them from another.”

Martin nodded his head after only a moment. “This way.” He stated gripping Aricia’s and Anja’s hands tightly.

EARTH

SPARTA

UNDERGROUND SEWAGE TUNNELS 

SOUTHEAST OF SPARTA

It amazes me that with all of our technology and knowledge we still can not remove the foul stench of the waste we produce. I am simply overjoyed to be walking through eighteen inches of things I can’t begin to imagine and do not want to think of. Dutkne’s calm voice filled their heads as they moved slowly down the sides of the sewage tunnel. 
Zarah and Lucia looked at each other and could not help but grin. The Durcunusaan troop was leading them down the tunnel with confident talent, his 190A3 leading his movements with measured skill. Zarah and Lucia were next, Dutkne behind them and the last Durcunusaan troop bringing up the rear. By Zarah’s estimate they had traveled nearly three kilometers so far, the stench nearly unbearable to their wolf senses. While Lucia also attempted to hold her breath as often as possible, it wasn't nearly as bad as what Zarah and the other Lycavorians were smelling she knew.

[So not only can he not fight, he complains too ussta lilbh'iahin.] Lucia said with a grin. 

Zarah shook her head. [My brother is testing us.] She spoke in reply. [I can’t believe he sent him here. We could do this without him and Andro knows that.]

[I have found in a short time that everything your brother does has purpose Zarah.] Lucia told her. 

[Maybe… but I’m not seeing it right now. I…]

Zarah stopped talking when she saw the Durcunusaan troop in front of them hold up his hand quickly clenched in a fist. She held her breath until she saw that fist explode open into five fingers and Zarah snatched her K12 from the thigh holster and scampered soundlessly up beside the man as he lowered himself to one knee. Lucia remained at her side as Dutkne dropped into a crouch and the Durcunusaan behind him turned to their rear. 

“Haeis?” Zarah whispered softly.

The Durcunusaan soldier motioned with his head to their front about ten meters and their eyes followed his gaze. Lying face down and half in and half out of the rancid water that ran down the center of the tunnel was a Kavalian soldier. Lucia’s K12 came up now as well and Zarah tapped Haeis on the shoulder. He nodded and motioned them forward once more. They made they small ten meter dash to where the body lay, quickly taking up positions around it as Dutkne dropped to one knee beside the inert figure. Zarah and Lucia watched as he knelt on one knee in the vile water and carefully inspected the body for any kind of booby trap. Once he was certain there was none he rolled the body over. The Kavalian must have been one of their biogenic clones, for he looked no different than any human or Lycavorian from a difference. He wore civilian clothes with a combat harness secured to his upper body, most of the pockets now empty. Dutkne’s keen eyes detected the decay beginning to set in from lying in the foul water for an extended amount of time and he also noticed the savage tear in his thigh. A hasty attempt had been made to treat the injury, given to him by a wolf claw it appeared, and Dutkne quickly ascertained this was the Kavalian that Lucia had said was seriously injured within Janae’s apartment. He looked up at where both Zarah and Lucia were looking at him.

Haeis touched Zarah’s arm. “I’m going to scout ahead Princess.” He whispered. “We should be close to the old plant.”

Zarah nodded towards him. “Tur kalamma Haeis.” She told him.

“Innyne Princess.” He stated before moving off like a ghost.

“This must be the one you said had an arterial injury.” Dutkne stated softly. “This Janae caught him good. From the size and depth of the tear in his flesh, I surmise she struck him with her front paw while in the middle of a leap. The injury was treated quickly, but he must have bled out before they reached their destination or shortly after. I estimate he’s been dead for at least five to six days. It’s hard to tell with the amount of bacteria and decay that has already set in because of this diseased water.”

“How do you know that?” Lucia asked.

Dutkne smiled at them, flashing white teeth and they could see that his wolf fangs were extended about a quarter of an inch. This caused Zarah to blink in surprise for being able to see a Lycavorian’s fangs without his eyes actually having changed was usually the sign of a large wolf when that person shifted. “I read quite a bit.” Dutkne answered her. “I have done little else for almost the last half century. I may be the General Director of the Protectorate, but things run so smoothly that I don’t usually have anything to do.”
“The General Director?” Lucia asked.

Dutkne nodded. “A position similar to your tenna Deia.”

Zarah’s eyes grew even wider. “Wait a minute… are you saying that you are the leader of this Protectorate?” She asked.

Dutkne nodded. “Yes.”

“How big… how big is this Protectorate that you come from?” She asked.

Dutkne looked as if he was doing some fast figuring in his head and then he met her gaze. “If I’m not mistaken… at last count the Lycavorian Protectorate encompassed one hundred and forty-seven worlds with a population of just under six hundred billion. Compared to the Union in size we are but a drop in the proverbial bucket.”

“Hold on…” Lucia spoke now. “You are the Prime Minister of almost six hundred billion Lycavorians?”
Dutkne shook his head quickly. “The Lycavorian population is roughly three quarters of that total. The rest is made up of those who have become friends and allies and live within the Protectorate.” He saw the looks of astonishment on their faces and he grinned again. “Well… we have had over twenty millennia to grow to that size.”

“How… how old are you exactly?” Lucia asked now.

“Five hundred and forty-two healthy years.” Dutkne asked. “Of course… the healthy part will be determined by how long we remain in this putrid tunnel sloshing through rancid water in our quest to find your Janae.”

Zarah opened her mouth to snap back at him about what they were doing when Haeis reappeared and settled next to her on one knee causing her to turn.

“I have found where they exited Princess.” He spoke in a soft whisper. “There is a small view window in the actual door and I can see into a small maintenance hallway. It is empty. If I had to guess… I would say we are beneath the old sewage plant even now.”

Zarah looked up at the ceiling. “That would account for the distance between the ceiling vents becoming shorter.” She stated. She turned to Lucia. “Does Seyra see anything?” She asked, forgetting that with the unique bond that she and Lucia now shared Seyra could hear her just as easily as she could hear and speak to her Bonded Sister Lucia.

They heard Seyra’s soft chuckle in their minds in acknowledgement of this fact and Lucia grinned. I swept over the old plant twice Zarah my second sister, the second time with a large stag in my claws to make it appear as if I was hunting. There is nothing obvious to indicate activity outside the plant, but I did see several sets of footprints leading to and from the main facility which is deserted. My dragon eyes also detected heat signatures from inside the second floor of the main processing plant if that is what it’s called. Six of them to be exact.
Lucia looked at Haeis. “Seyra has detected six heat signatures inside the main facility. Nothing between us and them.”
It is becoming dark outside sister. Seyra continued. It would be a good time to exit the tunnels you are in. They can not see your exit point from the facility.

“Dusk is coming…” Zarah said. “We can’t contact Anton and the others from inside this tunnel and I truly want to get out of this foul stench.”

Dutkne nodded quickly. “I whole heartily agree.” He stated.

Haeis pulled the small portable data screen from his small pack and looked at it quickly. He nodded his head. “If they are all in the main facility as Seyra says then we can exit where they did and make contact with Anton. Six heat signatures… and taking into account that Janae is one of them… we have them outnumbered.”
Zarah grinned at him. “Yes we do.” She stated.

Dutkne held up his hand. “Just to remind everyone… we have just spent the last two and a half hours trudging through the remains of several hundred metric tons of excrement and waste from Sparta. Even a person with the dullest sense of smell in the known universe will be able to detect us coming from quite a ways away. Unless of course… you are planning to force them into submission with our stench.”

“Yutri et'zarreth!” Zarah hissed softly.

Dutkne smiled. “I have yet to master the delicacies of the ancient vampire tongue as your brother has not shared that with me yet. May I take for granted that is a derogatory comment?” 
Lucia snarled at him. “Yes you may!” She spat.

Dutkne nodded. “Yes… I assumed as much.”

Lucia turned to Haeis. “Take us out into this maintenance tunnel. Once outside we can contact Anton, find their position and request that he conduct the assault while we provide cover from another location.”

Haeis nodded. “This way.”


“…hit them in six minutes Zar.” Anton’s calm voice filled her internal ear implant. It had to be a combination of his Drow and Spartan blood and to someone who did not know him; his voice was a nonchalant as if he was discussing the weather. 

“We’ve moved into what appears to be some sort of offices across from the main facility. We are on the third floor and have a clear view of both entrances to where they are. It looks like the main control room.” Zarah spoke as her dark eyes scanned the control room in the growing darkness, easily picking up the metal catwalk leading off in both directions from the doors on either end.


“I’ve split us into two teams.” Anton told her. “Cihera and Las'elh have one and I’m leading the other.”


“There appear to be only five Kavalians.” Zarah said. “But the venting system of the plant is still active and throwing off large heat pockets that foul up Seyra’s infra red vision as well as Lucia’s and mine. There is no way to be sure they don’t have more helping them Anton so you need to be careful. For some reason I can’t believe they would hope to take and hold her with only six individuals.”


“You think there are more?” Anton questioned.

“It… it feels wrong Anton. If you were the Kavalians and you thought you had taken out the King and who knows how many of his family… if you apparently knew who Janae was as these bastards seem too… would you attempt to hold her and hide with only six men?” Zarah asked softly.


Dutkne heard Zarah’s question and looked at her intently. Yes… Andro had shared with him what he had done in order to save the life of his sister, but even he did not realize just how much it had affected her. While this bonding of sorts had given Zarah the gifts she now had, it also had given her a cerebral view of things in a tactical military fashion, something that Andro exhibited quite frequently. Watching her and Lucia next to her, Dutkne felt another surge of attraction. Lucia was on her back propped up against the wall next to Zarah, watching her face intently and holding the K12 in her hands. The windows in the office area were large and still intact, though most of the furniture had been removed and the rest piled against the far wall leaving them in a fairly large open area.


“I see your point.” Anton’s voice replied.


“This plant may no longer be in use Anton, but they had to have gotten the plans for it somewhere.” Zarah continued. “And you can’t just walk into the Office of Zoning and Planning and request them.”


“No they couldn’t.” Anton spoke. “We’ll watch our corners. I’ll signal you thirty seconds before we enter.”


 Lucia stared at Zarah. “What is it ussta lilbh'iahin?” She asked.


Zarah met her gaze. “Andro is right Lucia… they have Lycavorians helping them. There is no way they could have gotten the location of this facility let alone gained access without help from the inside. It may be a decommissioned facility, but it is still part of the reserve core and not accessible to unauthorized individuals.”


“We have detected no other infra red signatures in the area.” Lucia said. “Unless they are hiding within the excess heat fields put off by the venting systems.”
Zarah met her eyes. “In which case we wouldn’t detect them.” She said matter-of-factly. She turned her head quickly. Seyra… how many different locations where the excess venting preventing you from seeing through the heat?
Three. Seyra answered immediately from the small ridge she waited on only a quarter mile away. Two just north of the control room where they are holding Janae and another directly above the building you are in.

How big are they?

Large enough to hide several bodies as long as they stood within the affected area of the vent. Seyra answered. What is it my Second Sister?

Too easy. Zarah hissed. It’s too easy.

Dutkne moved closer to them soundlessly. It may be they just did not believe anyone would follow them Zarah. He stated.

Zarah shook her head. My father and brother do not believe in chance Dutkne. Not when it comes to military operations. Three locations where the venting system is active. If these Kavalians were good enough to do what they have done then it stands to reason that they are not stupid and they would know they could hide within the cone of these vents. Neither dragon or Lycavorian could see through the excess heat generated by the venting system in order to detect individual bodies.
Kavalian eyes are similar in many ways to ours Princess. Haeis spoke. They have fine night vision. They will detect us if we attempt to move outside this room along the catwalks.

Detect you yes. Zarah said.

But not us. Lucia echoed as she realized what Zarah was saying. Your HE grenades… give them to us. We can wrap the shadows around us and get close enough to see if there any Kavalians there. If there are, we can throw grenades at them just as Anton conducts his attack to retrieve Janae.
Haeis was pulling several oval shaped grenades from his harness before she had even stopped talking. Dutkne watched as Zarah and Lucia took one grenade apiece and began to get to their feet. Dutkne did not understand why such thoughts raced through his mind at that exact moment, but as Zarah leaned over and helped Lucia to her feet, Dutkne’s eyes fell upon her extremely shapely ass. A single instant was all it took for his mind to register that Zarah had the most divinely sculpted backside on any female he had ever seen and Lucia was not that far from perfection. Dutkne shook his head quickly as they turned to look at him, almost as if they were sensing his eyes upon them.
You should remain here. Zarah told him. I don’t wish to explain to my brother how you were injured or killed.

Dutkne grinned and nodded his head. Of course. We wouldn’t want that would we?

Zarah snorted softly at his sarcastic reply and turned to Lucia. “I will take the North catwalk ‘chev.” She whispered.

Lucia nodded. “I will take the south and we will meet on the opposite end.” She spoke.


As Dutkne watched, they leaned close to one another and shared a soft kiss before wrapping the shadows around their bodies and disappearing completely into the gathering darkness. He turned to look at Haeis.


“That particular skill is very unnerving.” He stated softly.


Haeis grinned. “You get used to it.” He stated. “Let us get ready in case they discover something we do not want them to discover.”

All of what they had taught her came to the forefront now. 


Zarah Leonidas was the youngest of her father’s children that were of fighting age, yet there was no question she was the most lethal behind her brother Androcles. Between what her father, mothers and uncles had taught her through the years and the skills that Andro had trained her in when it was just the two of them, she possessed a combination of grace and power that was unmatched among her other siblings. Even her mother and uncle Vonis had commented on how smoothly and effortlessly she could wrap the shadows around her and blur in motion. Her mother had told her that one day she would surpass her in skill and that was stating a lot since her mother Isabella was widely regarded as the most lethal and skilled pureblood vampire in all of the Union. Zarah knew her mother trained almost everyday with her first elven mother Dysea and her father whenever she could. She also accepted training and knowledge from any who she thought could make her better, and for several years she had trained under the tutelage of her Aunt Aihola and General Lynwe, two Drow warriors who were feared for their skill. 

Zarah Leonidas loved her brother without question or thought for he had given to her a part of himself that day on the mountain in order to save her life. Andro had done this without hesitation or pause even when the unwritten laws within the Union would have condemned her to death. Zarah more than anyone but Sadi and their father understood the way her brother thought, how his mind worked and what he could do. He never doubted her as they grew; he always was there to give her as much support and encouragement as she needed. He did it with all of them, but more so with her than their other siblings. That day on the mountain had created a bond between them that would never go away now. They had learned through the years how to tightly shield their private thoughts from each other, but no matter how much they shielded they could always detect a simple mood or ambiance from each other that they could not from their other siblings. Andro had pushed her, supported her and been her best friend outside of Normya. Bringing her back here to Earth and turning her loose to find Janae was the ultimate show of confidence and support for her that he could have ever made and that unequivocal decision had done more for her than anyone but Lucia knew. 

What Dante and Javier Moran had done to her she would never forget. It still made her shudder in revulsion and at times cower in fear inside her mind when she saw someone that looked like them and those memories came rushing back. Yet now… with the realization of what Lucia meant to her and her intense and growing love for the breathtaking vampire female that had captured her heart… Zarah was irrevocably moving forward one step at a time and putting that moment of her life far behind her. With each kiss from Lucia, each touch, she restored a little bit of Zarah Leonidas as she once was. She had taken so much of Lucia’s blood to heal herself that now she was now and forever tied to Lucia in a way that only served to give her strength and purpose. Waking up in each other’s arms was the most soothing and healing balm that Zarah could ever have. Destiny and fate may have brought them together from across the stars, but their rapidly growing love for each other was driving them forward. And her brother only encouraged and embraced this for her and for Lucia. He had accepted it completely for what it was even though Zarah knew that her other siblings were still skeptical of Lucia. Neither of them cared about that for they had the support of the one man who mattered right most to them right now. None of her brothers and sisters would go against Androcles, for they all trusted him completely. He had done more for each of them as they had grown and it was impossible for them not to trust in Andro’s decisions. He had protected all of them at one point or another in their lives and did so without question and that is why they loved him so. He had done things without others knowledge that shielded his sisters mainly, things that only Zarah knew of because of what they shared, and she knew it was why none of them would hesitate to go to him with any problem no matter what it was or how personal it could be. 
Zarah stopped moving along the catwalk as she grew nearer to the location that Seyra had pointed out. Her cobalt blue vampire eyes were alert and focused. Wrapped within the shadows as she was, Zarah was completely invisible to the naked eye and even most portable sensor arrays. Moving with the shadows wrapped around her had taken some training to master; being able to manipulate even the smallest amount of darkness in a room was a skill that took training and time. She had an advantage that many did not because of who her parents were but she had worked hard to be able to do this. It was like moving with a swirling cloud of black around your body, being able to shift it to hide yourself and draw it in tighter to your body or expand it outward to encompass another person. She had inherited the Spartan will to master something from her father, and combined with her own confidence, it had served her well so far. Zarah looked up along the catwalk above her head and froze as she saw the tip of the combat boot from behind the mass of pipes and channels. She saw the boot shift and then the thigh came into view between the pipes. Zarah leaped the four meters to the top of the building with little effort and no sound and then she was level with the mass of pipes. She moved three feet to the side along the edge of the building and then she saw them.

Three Kavalians in civilian clothes and carrying heavy assault rifles. Lucia had been right. The three of them were standing directly in front of the vent as Zarah shifted to her infra red vision with a blink. Their body heat was lost within the larger concentration being expelled from the vent. As she shifted her eyes back to normal vision she could see them easily. One was sitting in a chair they must have brought up to this location, the other two standing. All of them were heavily armed and in perfect position to ambush any teams that tried to assault the control center.

Anton! Cihera! HOLD! Zarah rasped out within Mindvoice.

Holding! Cihera responded instantly.

Zarah what do you have? Anton asked.

Zarah shifted her eyes and stared across the wide expanse of open air between this long catwalk she was on and the one where Lucia was. ‘Chev? She spoke. You were right.

Yes… unfortunately. Lucia replied instantly. I am looking at four Kavalians in civilian clothes and obviously biogenic clones. They are in perfect position to ambush Anton’s team as he approached from the east.

I would guess that this confirms the imprint you followed is in fact this Janae and this is where they are holding her. Dutkne’s voice filled their minds.

I would say that. Zarah answered. 

Then there is quite likely more of these Kavalians near the vent above the building we are in. Dutkne continued.

I would say that is a safe bet as well. Lucia answered. I can’t tell from here, too many pipes and it’s too dark. Ussta lilbh'iahin?
I am not in a position to see. Zarah answered. Haeis… can you move into a position to take them out if you exit the way we came in?

Give me two minutes. Haeis answered immediately.

Zarah pulled the grenade from her belt and thumbed the small button magnetizing the grenade so that it stuck to any metal surface. She heard several grunts over her implant COM and her head whirled towards the office they had come from when Haeis’s voice barked out not within Mindvoice but for all to hear.

“Fuck! Do it now Princess! Do it now!”  


Zarah heard a smashing sound coming from that building and she whirled back and heaved her grenade. “Lucia, Anton, Cihera! NOW!! Execute now!!” She screamed out seeing the three Kavalians turn towards the sound of her voice confused because they saw nothing. Just as their eyes shifted to the soft thump of the grenade landing and magnetizing to the pipe just above their heads a muffled explosion sounded from the building Zarah and the others had come from. Zarah was leaping from the top of the building just as the grenade exploded, cutting off the warning they were about to shout and announcing to everyone else that the game had begun.

Then all hell broke loose.


Janae had been sheltered for most of her life. Living on Elear with her mother and father had been anything but interesting. Though her father was half elf, her mother was Lycavorian and her father’s genes were dominant. She possessed all the natural beauty of the elven species, their incredible speed and reflexes and natural strength, but her ears were only slightly pointed and not the normal two inch high pointed ears that half elf children normally had. Her ears were almost normal in size, but still elegantly pointed allowing her elven heritage to show outwardly. Her childhood was filled with lessons and training, but her father steadfastly refused to allow her to enter into her own Agoge, even though it was what she most wanted to do. It wasn’t until he had showed up at their home one day that the reasons and purpose to everything her parents had done rang true. Janae knew something was going to happen the moment the King of the Lycavorian Union and his two Elven Queens came to their door. She had only been eleven years old at the time, but somehow his presence resounded within her like a fog horn. She stood next to her mother holding tightly to her hand as her father stood before the King and shook his head. She remembered his words vividly that day.


“I knew it was only a matter of time before you discovered me.” He had said. “I’m surprised you waited this long.”


“I… I didn’t know how to approach you.” The King had said. “I…”


Janae had watched as her father, always so stern and Spartan like, how he lifted his hand and placed it on the shoulder of the King that day. How his dark eyes were moist with tears that Janae had never seen her father shed.


“I believe… I believe fate decided it was time Mandri.” He had spoken causing Janae’s eyes to go wide. It was the first language besides the normal Basic tongue that she had learned to speak fluently, followed quickly by the Elven language and then the ancient Vampire Language. By age ten she was the only one among the two hundred plus students in her class that could speak all three languages fluently. “You have led well these last years and you have made my father and your grandfather very proud in your actions.”


“Do you… do you speak to him?” The King had asked.


Janae’s father smiled wistfully. “Only in my dreams now. Only in my dreams.”


Janae had watched then as her father and the King embraced tightly, more tightly than she had ever seen her father embrace another man and as the next days and weeks and years passed, Janae discovered the wonderful answers as to why.
That day had unlocked the history and blood that her father had hidden so completely from so many people, including his beautiful Lycavorian wife. She was the granddaughter of King Resumar and his beloved Elf Concubine Sar’ia. She was a first cousin to the King of the Lycavorian Union and they were not just any cousins, but the only grandchildren to King Resumar that still survived. That day had begun a wondrous life of discovery and exploration that Janae had willingly embraced with all that she was. She understood that her true heritage had to be kept secret at the time, but Martin had done all that he could to insure that she was part of the future going forward. Even against her father’s wishes, he brought her to Earth to live among the many people of Sparta so that she could learn everything there was to know about her past and hopefully shape her future. Her parents had moved here to Earth as well, living in a large villa not far from the Royal Estate. The Durcunusaan knew at least in some part what she was, and they would never question their King or Queens. She was present with her parents for the majority of the family functions that were kept private from the prying eyes of the Netnews, playing with Androcles, Resumar and Eliani and all of her cousins as they grew. 

She was granted her wish to take part in her own Agoge, primarily in part because of Martin and the agreement he had made with her father about her safety. Her cousin knew the attention she would garner if it was known who she was, and in many ways he was just as protective of her as her own father. All of her cousins were. Yet when she expressed the desire to Martin to conduct her own Agoge, to take a more active role in a destiny that was hers as well, he didn’t hesitate as she thought he might. She had commanded an elite company of Durcunusaan Scouts for three years, earning the position on her own merits, and then had shifted to her current role as senior aide to Sparta’s Governor Panos. This was a man who considered Martin a son and who they all referred to as grandfather. He was a man who had taught her the intricacies of politics in Sparta and exposed her to so much more. The last five years of her life had been filled with knowledge and exciting events that she had played a role in. She was highly respected as his senior aide and was also known as a woman not to be trifled with even at only twenty-four years of age. She was steadfastly loyal to Panos and would shield him from everyone if she deemed it necessary. Janae and the Union Netnews had an erratic and sometimes rocky relationship for she was blunt talking and brutally honest.


Janae had been devastated when she learned of what had happened to Martin for she had grown so close to her cousin and like him had embraced the legacy that their blood gave them. It was this fact alone that had allowed the Kavalian bastards to take her by surprise, though she had severely wounded one of them during the raid. A man that was now dead she thought with some satisfaction. She had heard them speaking amongst themselves as she was kept secured to the chair in this old refuse plant, some of them taking different opportunities to paw her supple body and make crude comments about what they would do to her. Only their senior officer kept them in check where that was concerned Janae knew, as he kept the remaining four men from raping and beating her for what she had done to their comrade she had no doubts. They must have done something to her while she was unconscious for she could not reach out within Mindvoice to touch anyone. It was as if a large black void had been erected around her mind and no matter what she did she could not penetrate it. She had grown in her Mindvoice abilities and skill since coming to Earth, working with her cousin and the Feravomir on a regular basis and always able to sense her cousins and marking their many scents within her mind. Janae was of medium height at five foot seven, but she had taken after her Lycavorian mother in the shape and numerous curves of her body. She had svelte legs that ended with a perfectly shaped ass and a small waist. She inherited her amply endowed chest from her mother as well as the regal cheekbones and full lips. Her hazel/green eyes were bright and alert, and her skin was naturally flawless thanks in part to her elven genes. She was a stunningly beautiful female; one who had smaller pointed ears due to the fact that three quarters of her blood was Lycavorian, but they were elven ears nonetheless and only added to her beauty. Janae had drawn the attention of many young handsome wolves and elves who wanted to court her through the years, until they found out how headstrong and intelligent she was and the fact that she was far too close to the Leonidas children to just be a simple aide. She could trade one-liners with the best of them, having spent far too much time around her cousin Eliani and her mother Anja to not pick up their quick wit and sharp tongues.

Janae’s head snapped up when the first muffled explosion sounded and her eyes darted to where the Kavalian commandos reacted as the well trained troops that they were. Once more she tried to reach out within Mindvoice but was stifled by that black wall, and then she inhaled deeply trying to catch any scent on the wind that she recognized. It was there, though so very faint, and a slow smile began to play across her lips. Two more explosions sounded, louder and much closer than the last and obviously outside, the screams of horribly injured Kavalians now filling the air. Janae snarled and silently hoped that they died horrible deaths for what they had taken part in. It was readily apparent that Kavalian biogenic clones did not possess the same sense of smell that their pureblood comrades did with their feline genes. Kavalians had a very good sense of smell, just not on the same level of a Lycavorian. None of the five men in the room with her paid her any mind now, their complete attention focused on looking on the front row of windows and trying to determine what was going on and they did not smell the distinct scents approaching. One of them Janae recognized instantly and her head whipped back and forth trying to find cover to drop her chair behind. Finally she gave up and simply leaned over to the side and toppled herself over drawing the attention of the Kavalians in the room just as the doors on either side of the office they were in blew inward and her adopted cousin Anton Simpson led a charge of Durcunusaan Commandos into the room. 

Janae grunted in pain as she tried to make herself as small as possible on the floor tied to the chair as she was. It wouldn’t have mattered she knew, not with the skill Anton possessed, but better to be safe than sorry. Anton and the six Durcunusaan that followed him into the room all carried chopped down versions of the P190A3, the P191K, with integral silencers built into them. They fired an immensely powerful 12 mm kinetic shell called a Hammerhead round that was tipped with a single eye drop of liquid C9 explosive. As she watched, Anton’s weapon cut loose first, a short five round burst taking the Kavalian commander dead center in his chest as he was turning to face the door. Janae watched as five small popping explosions dotted his chest and blood and flesh sprayed into the air as his body was flung back. The second entrance blew inward and Janae watched as the shimmering white hair of a Drow elf led a blond haired elf and three more Durcunusaan into the room, their weapons singing out death without pause. Janae had learned many things upon coming here to Earth to live among her newly discovered family. One of the most important things she discovered was that the Durcunusaan were broken down in to three different sections. There was the Protection Detail, those Durcunusaan who were tasked with actually shadowing the Royal family wherever they went and securing their safety. These were the men and women who guarded those the King and Queens considered high value targets. The Protection Detail was the largest of the Durcunusaan, numbering nearly eight thousand across the Union in various jobs. After them came the much smaller Analyst Detail; men and women who were perhaps the most unassuming group of men and women she had ever met. Talking to one of them on the street, you would never know that they were probably the most intelligent and introverted of the three sections. All of them had been trained by the Krypteria and were experts at discovering details about people and places that the Royal Family might encounter. All of them were analysts yes, but all of them had served in the normal Durcunusaan first, and every single one of them had combat experience. The third section of the Durcunusaan was the smallest of the organization at only two hundred and fifty strong but they were without the doubt the most lethal group of men and women that Janae had ever met.
The Reactionary Detail were the ones who conducted operations of just this nature. All of them had been trained by General Vengal or General Vistr personally, who in turn had trained under Martin Leonidas and several others who were the most superb small unit operators in the entire Union. This is what they trained for every day, and they had no intention of allowing any of the Kavalians in the room to survive or any harm to come to her. She felt a huge weight of relief being lifted from her shoulders as two of the Durcunusaan RD moved instantly to where she lay on the floor and shielded her body with their own. It was really an unnecessary move on their part; the Durcunusaan Reactionary Detail had conducted twenty-seven operations like this since their inception nineteen years ago, and not one of them had ever failed. No one knew they even existed Janae was sure for they often worked tightly with the Krypteria, and it was not surprising to see Anton leading them in.


It was over in nine seconds; only three blinks of her eyes really, and the smell of death and relaxed bladders filled the room. She watched as Anton moved to her side quickly as the two RD troops finished cutting her bindings.


“Zarah… we have her! She’s unhurt!” Anton announced as he dropped to one knee and allowed his P191K to dangle on the quick release straps. He turned his head. “Secure the room and report!” He barked before turning back to Janae. “Long time no see cuz.” He told her with that trademark grin that his father always sported and he continued.


Janae almost broke into tears and hugged him tightly as she laughed in relief. “It’s about time you got here.” She spat loudly. “I don’t know how much longer I could have tolerated their foul stench.”


“Janae… cousin!” Zarah’s voice echoed in the room and suddenly she was unwrapping the shadows from around her body.


Janae came to her feet quickly and the two women embraced without question as Lucia appeared next to her, the K12 clutched in her fist. Anton got to his feet and looked at her. “What happen?” He asked. “Why the last minute change and order?”

“We discovered additional Kavalians hiding in the heat vents where our infra red vision would not pick them out.” Lucia explained quickly. “Haeis was moving to dispatch a third group when he ordered the assault. Ussta lilbh'iahin and I threw our grenades and moved here!”

Zarah was holding Janae’s face in her hands, stroking her hair and smiling. “You are unhurt?” She asked.


“Nothing a hot shower won’t cure.” Janae answered as she squeezed Zarah’s arms tightly and pulled her close. “Zarah… they did something to me. They… I can’t Mindvoice or sense… I can’t feel anyone!”


Zarah nodded. “They implanted a device into you Janae. Most likely just under the skin of your scalp somewhere. It is something we have never seen before, developed by the High Coven. It completely blocks a Mindvoice resonance. They did this to my mother Dysea as well until it was removed.”


“Then… then how…”


Zarah smiled. “I tracked your imprint.” She answered.


Janae gazed at her. “But Martin… he forbid you to ever…”


Zarah nodded. “Well… my brother has made it a habit of disobeying our father through the years. You know that.” She said.


“Andro… Andro sent you?” She gasped.


“You did not think we would leave you?” Zarah spoke. “Never!” She turned quickly to Anton. “We must move back the way we came quickly Anton. Haeis and the others are not responding to our calls over COMS or within Mindvoice. Not since that muffled explosion. Get the transport in here to take Janae back to Andro’s villa and you, Cihera and Las'elh go with her. Send for a tech team to sweep this scene and the bodies for any intelligence.”

Anton didn’t hesitate and turned to where Cihera and Las'elh watched him expectantly. “Cihera… you and Las'elh are with me! We’ll take half the RD Squad and get Janae back to Gytheio, the other half will remain here with Zarah and Lucia.”


Zarah turned back to look at Janae who watched her with wide eyes and the way she so effortlessly had given the orders. “Go Janae. We will see you back on Cranae Island soon. It is where we have all gathered.”


“Zarah… Martin… I…”


Zarah leaned over quickly and kissed her on the cheek. “My father lives Janae.” She whispered softly into her ear. “My father lives. The Feravomir and others can fill you in, but now let Anton get you out of here. Lucia and I have to collect someone that we have lost.”


“Thank… thank you cousin.” Janae said gently hugging her.


“Thank Andro.” Zarah replied quickly. “It was his sense that something was not right almost immediately and he had me return home to find you. Go now! Before the shooting and explosions bring the Netnews swarming here like ants!”


Lucia moved up next to Zarah as Anton wrapped his arm around Janae’s shoulders and he led her out. “We must hurry Ussta lilbh’iahin; I do not sense Dutkne any longer. He is not a fighter and if something has happened to him your brother will be very upset with us.”

Zarah nodded her head and turned to the second half of the RD team. “All of you on us!” She barked.


Lucia and Zarah did not sense Dutkne any longer because he had raised Mindvoice shields that were nearly impenetrable the moment the early explosion above them had sounded. He and the second Durcunusaan soldier had looked up to the roof above them just as Haeis’s voice sounded over their COMS and then the entire roof blew downward from the force of the grenade. One of the reasons this sewage plant had been phased out was because of its age. It had seen better years and was now over a hundred and fifty years old, many of the buildings not retaining the solidness of years past. The force of the grenade Haeis tossed had shattered the roof supports instantly and Haeis joined the four Kavalian soldiers as they were swallowed up and their footing disappeared. The second Durcunusaan troop wasn’t as lucky as Dutkne or Haeis and he caught the full force of the downward explosion directly into his face and upper body killing him instantly. As Haeis and four Kavalians fell into the room, the floor beneath Dutkne shuddered and then the added weight of the five additional bodies and the force of the explosion caused the floor to fracture and give way. In the split second before his feet fell out from under him Dutkne caught a glimpse of Haeis and the injuries he had sustained. He attempted to reach for him as the floor gave way and closed his fingers around his limp arm, pulling him close as they plummeted down. It was a three story drop to the bottom of the building, and during that fall Dutkne was able to draw Haeis close and twist his body in such a way that they slammed into the floor with him providing some semblance of a cushion. His entire body screamed out in pain as Haeis’s added weight caused several of his ribs to crack and a sliver of metal stabbed upward through the body armor he wore to impale his side.


Dutkne was no stranger to pain, and while this was not the most pain he had ever felt, it surely ranked up there with the top. The impact had stunned him, Haeis’s added weight driving the air from his lungs, but without question saving the unconscious man’s life. Dutkne blinked several times, shutting out the pain as best he was able, ignoring the pounding against his shields of both Lucia and Zarah because they could no longer sense them. The much larger and stronger pounding was coming from Androcles in Sparta, for he had felt the sudden spike of emotions from him and outside of Wayonn was now the only one who could sense him when he slammed his shields closed so tightly. Their rapidly growing friendship was not something he could explain fully, but as his grandfather had often stated and Dutkne was coming to believe more and more each day, it was preordained somehow. He knew Andro would not attempt to breach his shields for fear of putting him at greater risk so he simply sent an image pulse out that let him know he was alive and would contact him as soon as he was able. This seemed to satisfy Androcles for the insistent pounding against his shields stopped immediately and allowed him to concentrate more. Zarah and Lucia were fast approaching and hammering his shields as well, but this he could ignore for the moment. Dutkne groaned loudly as he shifted Haeis’s inert body off of his own and he clenched his teeth against the searing pain in his side as he gently laid the limp Durcunusaan soldier to the side. He sat up quickly and looked down to see the point and about three inches of the metal sliver protruding from his side perhaps two inches from the edge of his waist. It had stabbed fully through the muscles of his side and hit no vital organs, that he could feel right away and without thinking he reached down and gripped the slick part of the shaft that was sticking out of his body. He clenched his teeth and yanked quickly, his dark eyes going wide as a wave of hot pain lanced across his senses and then he tossed aside the thin and bloodstained sliver of metal, cursing himself for doing something so stupid.


Dutkne’s head whipped around when he heard the other groans and through the thinning dust in the air he watched as two Kavalians began to stir. He could see the grotesquely twisted body of a third Kavalian, now fully impaled upon a half meter thick steel rod that had once been part of the floor. Another Kavalian’s upper body was protruding from under a massive slab of concrete, his eyes open in death and his upper body utterly crushed. Dutkne’s hand dropped to where he was wearing the K12 KM and he yanked up the weapon only to see the barrel of the sidearm bent upward by perhaps half an inch. He pulled the gun back and looked at it. 


“Of course… why make this easy on me.” He snarled as he tossed the gun away and watched as the two Kavalians staggered to their feet and turned to look at him. Dutkne gathered his feet under him, ignoring the screams of protest from his body as one Kavalian bent to pick up the assault rifle that laid near him. He snatched it around and lifted it towards him, quickly realizing that the firing mechanism was shattered beyond repair. The second Kavalian reached for a sidearm that was no longer there, and then they both were staring at him with murder in their eyes. Dutkne’s hand dropped to the slim quarterstaff holster he wore on his right thigh that held his weapon of choice all these years. “Surrender… surrender is still an option.” He barked out. “Enough of your comrades have died this day.”


“Lycavorian pig!” The Kavalian screamed madly. “I will kill you!” He broke into a sprint towards him followed quickly by his partner.


Nearly three hundred years of constant practice had made his quarterstaff an extension of his mind and body. In a single blink the weapon was in his hand and extended fully to its seven foot length. Forged and carved from Carnubian Oak that had been aged for a thousand years, Dutkne’s quarterstaff had been hand crafted especially for him by the Lycavorian Protectorate’s ageless weapons maker. Carnubian Oaks were the oldest and sturdiest trees on Canctra, the largest planet and population center of the Protectorate. They grew to three hundred meters in height in some locations on the planet and they surrounded the Parliamentary Building in the capital of Lorent. It was an amazingly supple wood when first harvested, completely resistant to heat and impossible to set on fire, and as hard as any metal known to exist. When harvested and dried properly it was used in the construction of many buildings on Canctra due to its resistance to all forms of heat and its immense strength. It could be shaped by a forger during many hours of tireless work, just as his quarterstaff had been. Dried, smoothed and then coated with the same Carnubian sap that the tree excreted when alive. It returned the color to the wood almost instantly and also served to harden it to the density of metal. Each end of the staff was then layered with very thin metal plates that gave it a total weight of two point two kilograms. This particular quarterstaff was unique in that Dutkne could separate the complete shaft into two equal lengths and imbue it with his psychic power, making it a supremely lethal weapon while looking very innocent indeed.


At the moment however, Dutkne extended his Ishon and jammed one end into the ground in front of him and leaped upwards, using the balance of the Ishon and his MV ability to propel himself over the top of the two charging Kavalians to land lightly three meters behind them. The Kavalians skidded to a halt when he lifted himself from in front of him and whirled around to see him land and twirl the Ishon expertly until its length was folded along his side, one hand extended towards them. 


“We can end this peacefully.” Dutkne spoke once more. “I have no desire to kill you. I give you my word you will not be executed.”


“Arrgghhh! Bastard!” The Kavalian who had spoken rushed at him once more.


Dutkne snapped the end of his Ishon up with a simple twist of his wrist. The tip of the Ishon slammed viciously into the jaw of the Kavalian, snapping his head back and bringing him to an abrupt halt as Dutkne spun away to the side and the Ishon extended out along the length of his arm. The Kavalian spit a huge gob of blood and salvia from his mouth, his teeth having bit completely through his tongue, and the tip joining that pile of blood on the dirt at his feet.


“This is not necessary!” Dutkne barked. “You need not die today! Surrender!”


“We are Puma Bane!” The Kavalian screamed as spittle mixed with blood was sent flying across the distance between them. “We do not surrender! We conquer!”


Dutkne tilted his head to the side slightly. “That has not worked out well for you today has it?” He asked calmly surprising himself with the serenity that filled him. 

Dutkne had faced men in battle before, and no matter the number of times he had faced an opponent he had always felt a sense of trepidation that he would not succeed and be killed. This time however he did not feel this coursing through him. He felt confident and powerful and Dutkne realized that it was the influence of Androcles filling him now. Not in a physical or controlling sense, but the total confidence in his skills and complete knowledge that he was right and would not fail. Another item that only confirmed what his path was to be in this life now.

The second Kavalian stepped up next to his partner and held out the jagged metal rebar section he had yanked from the debris in the room. Dutkne watched as the man took it and they faced him now just as armed as he was.

“We will… we will kill you before we are brought down Lycavorian scum!” The first Kavalian snarled.

Dutkne’s persona changed then and he blinked, his wolf fangs extended, a black ring extending around the pupils of his eyes and he snarled back. “I will not ask again.” He growled menacingly.

“Die Lycavorian pig!” The Kavalian screamed before launching himself at Dutkne, followed instantly by his fellow Puma Bane warrior.

“So be it! It is your funeral!” Dutkne answered, not really knowing where that statement came from but knowing it sounded surprisingly accurate at the moment.

Two things happened in that moment.

Dutkne shifted the Ishon closer to his body and twisted the center of the staff breaking it into two equal lengths in a single blink. As he did this, the ends of the Ishon began to glow with an almost white/blue like light, tightly wrapped around the ends where the metal was encasing the ends of the two staffs now. 

And then Dutkne attacked.


Zarah and Lucia came skidding to a halt just inside the now destroyed doorway of the building Dutkne and Haeis had been in. Their eyes grew wide as they saw the massive hole in the floor of the room and the Durcunusaan RD troops that had remained with them spread out covering what was left of the room. The darkness did not hamper their vampire or wolf eyes and all of them could see the bottom of the newly created shaft and the light from several fires that were now burning.

“Dalharuk d'natha elg'caress!” Lucia muttered the curse as they gazed into the pit.


“Andro is going to be so pissed off at me.” Zarah echoed Lucia’s words.


“We must…”


“Die Lycavorian pig!”
 



Zarah and Lucia looked at each other with wide eyes. It took only a split second before they both registered the same thing in their minds and they took hands as they stepped off into the large crater and pit.

The senior Durcunusaan RD officer left reacted by trying to reach for them but failing. “Sibfla!” He cursed loudly. “Now I know how our comrades in the Protection Detail feel! Follow them!”


Zarah and Lucia landed on the balls of their feet still holding hands. The fifteen meter drop was something they could both do in their sleep. They saw Haeis’s inert form first and moved quickly to his side as the Durcunusaan RD troops began landing behind them. 


“So be it! It is your funeral!” They heard Dutkne’s deep voice and whirled around, their K12s lifting by second nature. They saw three figures moving through the tangle of shattered steel and concrete and instantly they blurred into the fire lit area that opened into the large area that Dutkne had purposely led the Puma Bane troops. They were on the bottom floor of the building, the entire side of the structure now opened to the outside. Fires were burning in three locations within the facility and providing an eerie backdrop to the battle they had just stumbled into. Both of them saw Seyra’s massive form landing outside the now destroyed building, but neither Zarah nor Lucia could tear their eyes from Dutkne. He held some sort of short staff weapon in either hand, the end of the weapon glowing faintly with a white blue light just as Zarah’s fists and arms did, just as Lucia’s whips did when she called them. Their eyes were wide and they were both frozen in their spots as they witnessed Dutkne moving with a combination of speed and power that could only be described as beautiful.


Dutkne did not take notice of Zarah and Lucia, focused entirely as he was on the two very large and angry Kavalians attempting to kill him. His wolf eyes were calculating and cold as he stepped to the side of the Kavalian on the right, the Ishon in his left hand snapping up with wicked power. The MV imbued end of the Ishon smashed into the side of the Kavalian’s head with staggering power, causing the man to lose his balance and tumble into his partner as he shifted to turn toward Dutkne. Dutkne was not built like a Spartan, his six foot tall body lean and muscular in the fashion of a world class athlete. Indeed, he had taken part in many of the entertaining sports events while on Canctra that were held every year. He was Lycavorian however, and their people were always more muscular and defined than most. He had trained for years with Drey and even recently with Nirilo, always looking to hone his skills. His wise cracking style and attitude almost always fooled the people he met for the first time. While it was true he would always look for a non-violent solution to a problem first, Dutkne was more than capable of defending himself in a very brutal fashion. Once he reached that point in a situation, Dutkne became like Androcles Leonidas and fought only for one purpose, and that was to win.


As Dutkne spun once more to his right, the first Kavalian staggering to the side from the wicked blow from the Ishon, Dutkne whipped his left hand over the top of his body and sent the Ishon in his left hand crashing into the second Kavalian’s face with tremendous force. The second Kavalian screamed in pain as his nose and cheekbone shattered in that instant, blood blossoming into the air and down his face as he fell backwards, the rebar section falling from his grip. Dutkne turned to face them, the Ishons held in his hands in a cross pattern in front of his head and shoulders, his wolf eyes ablaze and his fangs fully extended and looking quite ferocious.


“End this now!” He barked. “You need not die!”


The first Kavalian had regained his balance and shook his head while he raised the section of rebar in his hand and screamed out his rage. “Die!” He screamed.


Dutkne shifted his weight to his right foot and shook his head. “Not today Kavalian!” He snarled in return as the Kavalian attacked.


The Puma Bane soldier brought the rebar down with tremendous strength, intending to smash it right through the flimsy looking sticks that Dutkne held in his hands. He had a savage smile of glee on his face, his face contorted into a mask of hate. Dutkne brought the Ishon together in front of his face just as the rebar connected with the twin staffs and came to a surprising stop in mid-motion. The Kavalian’s eyes grew wide at this but he was a Puma Bane Commando after all and he reacted quickly. He lashed out with his left hand intending to smash it into the side of Dutkne’s head. The blow never connected, and in truth it never really got past the halfway point of motion. Dutkne twisted the Ishons in his hands, trapping the section of rebar with the indestructible short staffs and wrenching downward. The Kavalian’s eyes bugged out of his head in agony as his entire shoulder shattered and was yanked out of joint. The tendons and joints could be heard popping like twigs and tearing like paper. As the rebar section fell from suddenly limp fingers the Puma Bane soldier looked back at Dutkne, tears of horrible pain filling his eyes and that is when the Ishon in Dutkne's right hand cracked viciously into his unprotected throat. The sounds of his larynx shattering was grotesquely loud in the air, as was the sudden gagging sound and blood bubbling from the Kavalian’s mouth. Dutkne didn’t pause and swept the Ishons behind the Puma Bane soldiers legs in the same motion and ripped his legs out from under him. As the first Kavalian fell heavily to his back, his large hands holding his destroyed throat as he began to choke to death, Dutkne turned to the second Kavalian who was just pulling himself to his feet and attacked without hesitation.


The first Ishon blow struck just below his left ear, followed almost instantly by the Ishon in Dutkne's right hand that punched into the center of his chest. As his mouth opened to try and take a breath, Dutkne brought both Ishons down on his arm just above the wrist. The bones snapped like dry sticks, and in the same motion Dutkne reversed the direction and sent the Ishons battering into his face. The sound was sickening as the Kavalian’s jaw and other cheek shattered in the same instant, his face taking on the look of loose jelly. Dutkne took one step back and then snapped out with a front side kick that struck the Kavalian dead center of his thigh and his femur bone was instantly broken. Still unable to draw breath to scream at the terrible pain ripping through his body, he reached for his leg with his good hand only to lower his face unintentionally. He lowered it directly in Dutkne’s knee as it was coming up in a knee strike. His head snapped back with such force that the sound of his neck breaking in four places was like four rapid fire gunshots. It didn’t matter regardless; the moment Dutkne’s knee struck his already crushed nose it sent splinters of cartilage hurtling deeply into the Kavalian’s brain, shredding the organ completely. The Kavalian was dead before his pulverized brain could transmit the message to his body, and he dropped immediately to the floor, his left foot twitching madly in death.


Dutkne stepped back quickly, sweeping the Ishons to the side until they were tucked along his forearms and he was in a defensive stance. This is when his focus on the battle relented and he detected the delightful scents of Zarah and Lucia. He turned his head quickly and saw them standing to the side gazing at him with awe struck eyes and complete shock. The RD commander reacted first, motioning his men forward to the secure the area as he looked at Dutkne with a respect he reserved for men and women he considered his betters. And there were few of them.


Lucia and Zarah moved forward, their eyes moving from the two dead Kavalians back to him. Zarah was the first to speak as she watched him reattach the ends of the Ishon together and them collapse the staff.


“You… you said you could not fight.” She stammered.


Dutkne looked at her, his wolf eyes prominent and his fangs bared as he smiled. “If I am not mistaken I said I preferred to avoid conflict. I never said I could not fight.”


“You… you lied to us.” Lucia gasped.


Dutkne looked at her as he replaced the Ishon in its sheath on his leg and turned to go to where Haeis lay. “I didn’t lie to you.” He stated with a one-sided grin. “You did not asked the right question.”


Seyra’s huge head extended out and through what remained of the wall of the building. It was a magnificent display Dutkne. She spoke with some awe. Truly magnificent!

Seyra! Lucia and Zarah exclaimed simultaneously.


Her eyes lifted to them and if a dragon could smile, Seyra was doing that very thing. What? He is right… and it was a brilliant display of close combat! 


Dutkne smiled as he knelt next to Haeis. Thank you Seyra. He stated.


“Sibfla!” Zarah snarled. “Call the transport Commander! We’re leaving!”


The man looked at Zarah as she snatched Lucia’s hand and they marched through the opening in the building and out into the darkness right past Seyra. He turned back to Dutkne who was lifting Haeis over his shoulder as gently as he could and met his eyes. “You told them you couldn’t fight?” He asked softly.

Dutkne looked at him and smiled once more. “Well… my answer may have implied that I was unskilled.” He answered him.


“So you did lie to them.” The Commander stated.


“In a manner of speaking perhaps.” Dutkne answered.


“A manner of speaking?” The Commander asked.


“Many things can be inferred from the context of words in a sentence Commander.” Dutkne told him. “I may not have used the right words.”


“No kidding.” The Commander said shaking his head. “Haeis?”


“He will live.” Dutkne spoke quickly. “I suggest we move right to the medical center in Sparta so that he can receive treatment.”


The Commander nodded and motioned to his men. “Let’s move! We don’t want to be here when the Netnews assholes show up!”


Dutkne grinned and shifted Haeis’s weight on his shoulder before moving through the decimated side of the building and into the darkness. The Commander watched him move and turned as his last man darted past him.


“Context my ass.” He muttered. 

