CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO
VANGUARD MARK III-CLASS INTERDICTION CRUISER 

RAGE OF ACHILLES

SEVENTEEN HOURS FROM RITAAH

Commander Dayiu Fang sat in her Ready Room and listened once more to the report Captain Lorian had sent to her via secure COM. While she had no prior connections to the royal family like Miranda, she and the others under Miranda’s command would always understand what was going on, for that was what Miranda had promised. Dayiu and her senior officers had viewed the report within hours of Miranda transmitting it to them. The outcome of the Battle of Kranek were just the results they had been trained to expect and many of them were just a tad bit upset that they had not been part of that battle. It wasn’t until the end of Miranda’s report that she reinforced their part in what was happening. Dayiu and her senior officers, many of them human, were utterly loyal to Miranda, Ben and the Lycavorian Union. They had worked hard to prove to all who witnessed what they did that humans could and did provide a vital part within the Union’s massive defense network, and the once prominent arrogance was long gone from human culture. They were all handpicked by Captain Lorian to become part of the Union’s secret Fleet, most were veterans of the Evolli War, and a few were even selected right out of the academy on Apo Prime. 

The crew of the ULU RAGE OF ACHILLES had been training since their ship slipped its moorings at the Nodon shipyards after receiving the upgrade to the MARK III variant, and their dedication and training had won them the privilege of becoming the new lead escort for the ARIZONA. The VANGUARD-Class Mark III ships were slotted to replace the older LEONIDAS I Attack Cruisers going into the future. Dayiu knew all of the other commanders chosen by Miranda and Ben to command these ships, and together they had practiced both picket defense and wolf pack tactics for months before the ARIZONA finally slipped its moorings and was commissioned in a private ceremony at Dreamland. A defective power coupling in their LSD Drive Core had kept the RAGE OF ACHILLES from deploying with the ARIZONA just days ago, and then their orders were changed at the last minute. None of them had been happy to discover what their new mission was; at least not until after Miranda’s personal After Action Report and short comments directed to them arrived via secure COM. It was a testament to the woman they had all come to respect and hold in the same light as Admiral O’Connor and the King himself. Miranda Lorian cared about the men and women under her command, no matter their role or position within the fleet, and she made it a point to insure they were fully in the loop on all intelligence.
“…know you all expected to be here with us and that you are upset that you weren’t. I don’t like splitting my command and you all know that, but rest assured the mission you are on now is of the greatest importance. I’m sure by now you have all read the reports about what is going on and what you are doing is now paramount to Androcles being able to formulate and execute a plan.” Miranda’s holoimage spoke. Dayiu had watched this three times already, but as they grew closer to Ritaah, she felt the urge to view it one more time.

“The RAGE OF ACHILLES is the first of a new class of ship that will eventually become a mainstay within the Union Fleet, you all know this. Once the Dragon Brigade is fully formed and deployed the ACHILLES and others like her will be carrying the teeth of our Combined Fleet Forces, and I mean that literally. This is your first test, and I assure you, this will not be a gravy mission. All of you know me, you know how I regard you, and if there are doubts in your heads as to why you pulled this mission put them aside now. When you arrive in the Ritaah system, not only will you become the overall command ship for Resumar Leonidas, but orders have already been transmitted to the PILLAR OF FAITH that she is to return to Earth after transferring her STRIKER’s to your bays. Half of the Insurgent Coven ships will remain under your command while Colonel Vonis and the Coven Commander return with the FAITH. Androcles feels having the FAITH remain in Kavalian space is a risk that we can not take, and the information that the Coven insurgents may have has now become invaluable. Andro wants our best out there with his brother and that is why you are going. Most of what you will be doing is perfectly suited to all you have trained for and this is the time to get the experience all of us need. Dayiu… by Androcles’s order and with my recommendation you are hereby promoted to Star Commander. I expect you to adjust your personnel accordingly and promote by rank as you see fit. Document your promotions and they will be filed as soon as you return. You carry the future and a vital part of the new Lycavorian Union’s military potential and now is the time to be at your finest. 
Dayiu… this is the time to show what the VANGUARD can do and I can think of no one better suited to display that. Good luck all of you and we will see you all soon.”

Dayiu flicked off the holoimager and leaned back in her chair further. Like most of those officers Miranda pulled for the Dreamland positions, she was a former fighter pilot. She shared a similar cultural background as Miranda; many of the female officers Miranda had chosen did as well. They carried what used to be known as Chinese blood within their veins and all of them had come from traditional families that had survived on Earth after The Great Fire. Though different countries no longer existed on Earth, all of them considered themselves Earthers first, as they had come to be called. A name they wore proudly. Men and women, some humans and some elves, that saw themselves as citizens of Earth and the Lycavorian Union, not the often times ridiculous cultural divisions of ancient times on Earth. Dayiu had many humans on her ship, but she also had many elves as well and perhaps a hundred Lycavorians and vampires. Dayiu Fang did not harbor the misgivings that Miranda appeared to show in regards to elves, Lycavorians and vampires. She was guarded around others if they were not part of her crew because she did not know them, but unlike Miranda, Dayiu had also not lost her entire family twice to the High Coven vampires. Dayiu also had a hunch that Captain Lorian’s tune may have been changing. The scuttlebutt beginning to seep out among the ARIZONA’s Strike Wing was that there was something very powerful and telling going on between Captain Lorian and the ARIZONA’s Drow Tactical Officer E'dira. The rumors had started when they had first arrived at Dreamland several months ago and it was only growing in popularity. Dayiu nodded and smiled to herself as she sipped her tea. She knew of Miranda’s history, they all did, and if anyone ever finally deserved to find love and happiness it was her. That it was with a female was of no consequence in the least. That age old stigma about same sex relationships had long been tossed to the wayside by nearly everyone on Earth. Dayiu knew there were some who still clung to the idea that it was wrong, but now they were few and far between. The Queens of the Union made it that way with their intense and very public love of each other as well as the King.

The chime on her door sounded pulling her out of her thoughts and she glanced at the timer on her wall. They were here right on time. Dayiu reached forward and pressed the console on her desk as she stood up. 


“Enter.”


The door opened immediately and two men and two women entered. Dayiu knew who Star Colonel Isra and Lieutenant Governor Tarifa were instantly as there were not many citizens of the Union who did not know who they were. Tarifa held tightly to Colonel Isra’s hand and arm as they entered and the affection and need for physical contact between mates was very obvious to Dayiu. The story of the love they both shared with the Queen of the Drow was well documented and always a best selling romantic holonovel no matter where you went within the Union. Their story was one of heartbreak and discovery and then total love when Isra finally claimed both Tarifa and Queen Aihola as his mates. They made a striking couple she decided as her eyes went to the towering Kavalian male and the stunning blond female Kavalian who entered just behind them. 
Dayiu had been introduced to them before when they first came on board and even sat with them in the mess lounge the previous evening, but the knowledge that the Kavalians had caused all that was going on right now still stuck in her mind. The dinner last night had begun to change that mindset as she found both Pian and Jalersi extremely intelligent and passionate about their beliefs. The Kavalian Pian’Nruarani was a giant of a man, the soft dark blond fur covering his body meticulously well groomed. That he was powerfully built under that coat of fur was easy enough to see, and even with his size he moved with confident feline like grace which Dayiu knew was a hallmark of the superbly trained Kavalian troops they had dozens of reports on. Jalersi'Nruarani she knew was a biogenically altered Kavalian female and the oldest daughter to the Kavalian Prefect. Her white blond hair was very long, fully extending almost to the top of her sculpted ass cheeks and surrounded a flawless set of facial features highlighted by her incredible blue eyes. Her simple fleet gray jumpsuit appeared as if she had been poured into it and looking at her standing beside Pian was almost comical in nature due to the difference in their height. Jalersi’Nruarani apparently had begun to take on somewhat of a more free nature in her time among the men and women of the Union and her choice of how to dress was starting to become revealing and exotic in nature. This attitude had also begun to rub off on Pian it seemed for she had seen him cuddling with her on several occasions which was something Dayiu knew Kavalian males just did not do. Jalersi’s ample breasts were large and very firm and they were the most noticeable physical attribute on her lush figure. Dayiu knew this had turned the heads of many of her male crew members over the course of the last three days, but Jalersi'Nruarani only had eyes for the man whose arm she held. Word had spread quickly that she was off the market so to speak, and while she was not always in the company of Pian, it was quite obvious that she had found in him what she desired most of all and she would brook no unwanted advances.


Dayiu had sat with Isra and Tarifa for nearly three hours just after leaving Earth and they had told her of what these two Kavalians had done during the battle there. It appeared that the KFI had a much larger problem than they realized if the daughter of the harsh Kavalian Prefect would simply forsake all she had been raised to believe and follow for the love of one man. And it was a powerful love Dayiu knew, one that was easy to see just by looking at them. Pian did not treat her as Dayiu knew Kavalian females were treated according to all of their intelligence reports. He treated her with respect, admiration and unrequited love and Dayiu thought she also could detect a small sense of pride in his eyes when he looked at her and knew that her beauty was turning heads of other men but that she only cared about him.


“Good morning everyone.” She spoke easily as she motioned to the chairs situated around the small table. “Please… sit down.” She moved to the dispenser and quickly ordered three mugs of the Queen’s coffee and one mug of spicy green tea. These were given over to her guests, Pian passing Jalersi the tea before taking his mug of coffee. By all accounts, Pian drank gallons of the coffee and he had also been seen smoking from a sweet smelling pipe while in the lounge, the cinnamon tobacco scent filtering pleasantly in the area around him. While tobacco smoking had almost disappeared among citizens within the Union, it was still popular among other species and she had heard her crew talking of how this Kavalian seemed to relish the pipe he carried with him and the small pouch of tobacco.

Dayiu returned to her desk, but pulled her chair around to the front and next to where Jalersi sat by the table. “I just received an updated reported from Prince Androcles via Admiral Ceneu.”


“Please don’t tell us it’s more bad news.” Tarifa spoke softly. “We’ve had far too much of that in the last few days.”

Dayiu met her sapphire blue eyes evenly. “Unfortunately… it’s not all good.” She stated. “Denali, Lisisa and this Immortal Cha'talla have rescued Queen Dysea. She is… she is battered but still herself.”


“Thank the gods!” Tarifa gasped.


Isra nodded. “Avoi.”


“Unfortunately, it is now confirmed that Queen For'mya has been taken by your father’s forces Jalersi.” Dayiu spoke turning to look at her and seeing those ice blue eyes go wide in surprise. “It appears that Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos assisted them in taking her from the Senate Building before they destroyed it. We have no idea where she is being held, they can not contact her via Mindvoice and any attempt to find out where she is and retrieve her will result in her death according to the statement the Kavalian ambassador Matuarr gave to Prince Androcles when he visited the embassy after discovering this.” Dayiu watched the angry snarl pass over Pian’s face in an instant, his feline eyes narrowing slightly.

“Matuarr!! I should have killed him when I had the chance!” Pian growled.


Jalersi looked at him and placed her small hand on his thick arm. Dayiu watched as that inner rage was quickly channeled away at her touch. “That would have left Qurot in charge Pian. Who would be worse?” She spoke softly.


“Every gain I…we make…” Pian protested gently. “Every time I think we have moved into the future we could have even a little bit, Pusintin or your father send us hurtling back to the beginning! They will be the downfall of our people Jalersi!”


Jalersi nodded. “That is why we can not stop what we have begun.” She stated. “What my sister has begun.” She turned back to Dayiu. “I… I assume Prince Androcles has ordered that we be confined.”


Dayiu sipped her tea as she saw Tarifa and Isra look at her quickly. She shook her head with some confidence. “Quite the contrary…” She stated. “His order to me through the Admiral was quite clear and I intend to follow it for I believe it. Pian and yourself… Princess Athani… all of you have now become a central part in what is taking place. He has unofficially declared that there is a Kavalian resistance and he wants you to devise a plan to mark whatever ships and people that are part of this resistance. That includes the members of your Pride Pian… that is how you refer to your family and such correct?”

Pian nodded. “Yes. Much the same as Lycavorians call their families packs.”

Dayiu nodded. “We will understand more when we arrive on Ritaah from what I have been told, but it has to do with your brother Jalersi.”

Jalersi’s head snapped up and she looked at her with wide eyes. “Brother!” She gasped. “I… I have no brother.” She stammered quickly. “The last of my father’s male children, his last son was killed in a training accident when I was twenty-seven, a year before Athani was even born.”

“You never met him?” Isra asked surprised.


Jalersi shook her head quickly. “No.”


Pian looked at him and saw the questions in their eyes. “It is not uncommon for the older Prides to keep the male and female children separate from birth. Pride Puat, Pride Nruarani, this was done for many of the original and larger Prides. My father was the first to change this, and that was only because we were consider a nomadic Pride despite our size.”

Dayiu nodded. “Well… apparently he is very much alive and has been commanding a small rebel force of Kavalians made up of mainly biogenic clones that have discovered a way to extend their lives naturally and not die after the ten year period your scientists put on them. They made contact with Resumar and your sister shortly after they arrived on Ritaah.”


Jalersi’s eyes grew larger. “Extend their lives?” She spoke. “I… I had heard rumors of such a thing but I did not think it was possible.”

Dayiu nodded. “Well it seems it is.”


“How?” Pian asked keenly interested now.


“I wasn’t given that information.” Dayiu replied to the question honestly. “Only that an one of our Krypteria Intelligence Operations was investigating the mysterious disappearance of female elves over the course of the last few years. Most of them researchers of some kind. It appears this was your brother’s doing Jalersi, and those elves are the ones who were able to finally discover this information. According to the information submitted by Prince Resumar and passed to me, your brother has taken an elven female as his wife and they have a child together as well. A daughter if the report is right.”


“Daughter?” Jalersi gasped. Her eyes were wide now and she looked back and forth between Pian and Dayiu. “I don’t even… I don’t even remember his name.” She said softly. “It was a strong name… Mi… Mic… Mican! His name was Mican!”


Dayiu smiled and nodded. “That would be him.” She turned back to her desk behind her and took the data pads from the surface, spinning back around and handing one to her. “This is what Prince Resumar and your sister have sent back… and I’ve also been informed that the second part of your mission has been canceled.”


“Canceled?” Pian came to his feet now. “Androcles promised us! He promised Karun! He said we would be able to search for Nikkei!”


“Commander this is unacceptable!” Isra stated coming to the defense of Pian and Jalersi. The last few days had seen him and Tarifa become very close with Pian and Jalersi. Much of it had to do with Karun and Ardis now being mates, but surprisingly they had quite a bit in common with Pian and Jalersi that they would not have discovered had they not come on this mission. Karun and Ardis were keeping a very low profile, spending as much time together as they could, as any new mates would and Isra found this did not bother him as much as he thought. He was very protective of his daughters simply because of the way he had seen his own mother and sisters treated, but he knew that his daughters also inherited the toughness and smarts of their elven and Drow mothers, but Karun treated Ardis in much the same way he treated Tarifa and Aihola and put him at ease. “Andro made it very clear that…”

Dayiu held up her hand to stop any further protesting. “Let me rephrase that statement.” She spoke quickly. “That part of the mission has been suspended because your daughter Nikkei is on Ritaah right now with Athani and your mother Pian.”


Jalersi came to her feet then with shocked eyes. She dropped the data pad she had been reading and her hands went to her mouth. “She… she is on Ritaah?” She stammered.


Dayiu nodded. “She arrived several days ago with the Pralor Shiria. Prince Resumar’s last report was thirty-six hours ago and he stated that she and Athani were hardly ever apart and they were discovering all that they could about each other and Mican.”


Jalersi turned to look at Pian, her eyes wide. “She… she is safe Pian!” She gasped. “She is safe!”


Pian nodded and pulled her into his arms as tears began to roll down her cheeks in relief. As he held Jalersi he looked at Dayiu. “This information… it is confirmed Commander?” He asked.


Dayiu nodded. “Yes. The PILLAR OF FAITH is returning to Union space and the RAGE OF ACHILLES is going to become the Command Ship for Prince Resumar. At least on a very temporary basis. Prince Andro feels we are better suited to be operating within enemy space than the FAITH. At least for the time being. Plus… since much of the ACHILLES technology is based on designs from CS41, my people will be better suited to help Prince Resumar’s techs and Avi in making sure we got everything we can get from this MV ship before we blow it into pieces.”


“Nikkei!” Jalersi stated pulling her face from Pian’s chest. “She is unhurt?”


Dayiu nodded quickly. “Yes. She was with Pian’s mother when they apparently met up with this female Pralor. I don’t know what drew them to Ritaah, but something happened on the MV ship that brought them from where they were on Rizon Four.” She held out the data pads to Isra and Pian and watched as they took them and Pian and Jalersi settled back into their chairs to read. “This is everything from Prince Resumar’s last report thirty-six hours ago and some of what Prince Androcles wants us to do when we arrive.”


Tarifa was reading over Isra’s arm, her sapphire eyes going a little wider as she read. “This… Commander… this is accurate?” She gasped looking up at her.


Dayiu nodded. “It is Prince Resumar’s idea but Androcles wants us to insure it is feasible and then report back to him with objectivity as he put it.”


Isra looked at her. “Why us?” He asked.


“It is my understanding that Lieutenant Governor Tarifa is Zaala Randall’s sister and because of that fact, Avi thinks very highly of her. The ARIZONA’s Attack Wing is back within the Sol System and remaining hidden, so if needed we can initiate a highly secure tight beam transmission to your sister and others if needed.”

“To Zaala?” Tarifa asked. “I haven’t seen Zaala in over six months. She only told us that she and Steven were going on an extended deployment that he was asked to do.”

Dayiu smiled. “Your sister is a member of the ARIZONA’s crew ma’am. And Colonel Randall is now the Air Wing Commander for the 1st Arizona Attack Wing.” She told them seeing Tarifa’s eyes grow wide. “She is the foremost mind in the Union when it comes to the technology we have developed because of CS41. She worked very closely with Avi and others in developing most of the systems currently in use on the ARIZONA.” Dayiu spoke.

Tarifa looked at her in shock. “We… we never knew what she was doing.” She spoke softly. “Only that it was classified and she would never tell us. It drove our father crazy.”

Dayiu nodded. “Well now you know.” She stated. “Once we arrive on Ritaah I believe Avi is going to initiate a transmission with her regardless to cover areas that we may improve with the information we have obtained from this VORTEX Cruiser 341. I wish I could allow you to speak with them now…” Dayiu said looking at Jalersi and then back to Tarifa. “But we don’t want to risk our transmission being detected even by accident. When we arrive over Ritaah it will be much easier to mask our transmissions using this new MV ship.” Dayiu came to her feet. “Please… allow me to refresh your coffee and tea and then there are some things that we need to go over.”
“Like what?” Isra asked.

Dayiu smiled. “How we will deploy the detachment from the Dragon Brigade that we are now carrying for one.” She answered. “This is all very new to us Colonel Isra. I have never carried dragons on my ship, nor have I ever deployed them from said ship. It will be interesting to hear how you intend to do this.”

VANARI ELITE HEAVY COMMAND CRUISER

CITADEL ONE 
EDGE OF THE ORION SPUR



Two thousand four hundred meters long and the pride of the Vanari Fleet, The Vanari Elite Heavy Command Cruiser was the most powerful ship within the Vanari Military. It’s official designation was VEHCC-Class Heavy Cruiser, though everyone simply called them Command Cruisers. Each member of the SBR had a Command Cruiser at their disposal that was not part of the regular fleet, allowing them to go where they wished, and crewed almost entirely by Vanari who were selected by that particular SBR member. Ardan Vu Lamurrion had left the choosing of his crew to his nephew who was also the ship’s commander. The VEHCC-Class was the most advanced and powerful warship that Austrova Engineering had produced in centuries. Crewed by nearly eight thousand five hundred men and women and home to three squadrons of G1 Stiletto Fighters, the VEHCC-Class also sported an assortment of heavy and light Phased Energy Turrets and a dozen Fusion Torpedo Launchers divided fore and aft. The ship was sleek and built for speed and maneuverability, its shielding allowing it to remain in battle for an extended period of time and still be able to fight. The VEHCC-Class was designed along the Vanari mentality of quick surgical strikes and overwhelming power, similar to how the Vanari Cadre Commandos were trained. 

Ardan and Coren stood on the bridge of CITADEL ONE gazing at the multiple colors that made up the clouds of the Orion Spur. The bridge was in a self contained section that rose above the main hull and was designed in an almost oval shape. Along either side of the bridge were all the stations that allowed for ship control, the captain’s command chair situated to the right side near several consoles and within easy access to the small office he maintained directly off the bridge. The sectioned view windows that surrounded them were open, allowing them to see the majestic sight of the Orion Spur to their front, but armored hull plates could be dropped in place in milliseconds. The crew was at their stations and doing their duty with little fanfare. Ardan’s nephew had been very careful in choosing those that would serve aboard his Uncle’s ship, many of them coming right out of the two largest Fleet Academies. It was a great honor to serve on the personal ship of an SBR member, and many chose to remain on board the ship instead of joining the regular Fleet. This often caused strife with the regular military officers who deemed the crews of the SBR VEHCC-Class ships as nothing more than private citizens with little or no military training in tactics and fleet operations. While this was true for the most part, CITADEL ONE was crewed by many ex-fleet officers that Ardan’s nephew had recruited. Men and women who had chosen to retire for whatever reason and then shifted to the SBR Fleet to continue to serve.

Ardan looked at Coren as they stood there now, both of them having changed into more relaxing clothes as opposed to their standard Regent clothing and robes. Unlike many of the ships within the small SBR fleet, Ardan’s nephew maintained a uniform code of sorts when on duty which consisted of a light gray jumpsuit for those technicians and operators and a dark red jacket over the jumpsuit for those who were considered command officers and those in charge of departments on the ship. 

“You do realize Coren that we could lose both our seats on the SBR for this.” Ardan spoke softly.


Coren met his eyes. “Given what Devra and my children seem to be attempting to do, I doubt that. Going against the order of things when it comes to the Syndicate is not something the SBR views as acceptable. There are reasons our laws are in place Ardan. Devra and my children know that and should accept that.”


“Oh… I agree.” Ardan said. “So you will not try and rescue Caliria if they have somehow been able to discover where she is?”


Coren shook his head slowly. “I can not. We can not. We are doing this to stop them from trying to rescue Caliria and perhaps cause the Syndicate to take action against our colonies and people. I can not allow them to put our people in danger over one person. Even my… even my daughter.” He turned back to the view window. “I believe Alrerin would acknowledge this and be on our side. We…”


“It’s beautiful isn’t it?” The female voice spoke from behind them causing them to turn and look at the stunning young Vanari female who stepped up behind them.


Tastia Dal Vesch was a hundred and twenty-three years old and a recent graduate of the Vanari Cadre Commando ranks. The gray jumpsuit encased a five foot six frame that looked as if it had been sculpted to fit the uniform. Long lean legs, high firm breasts and a small waist were the traits of every Dal Vesch female, including her mother, and Tastia had the perfect proportions in every area. Her silky white blond hair contrasted incredibly with her sky blue skin and stunning sea green eyes, her facial features flawless in nature, her lips a soft pink in color instead of the darker blue of many Vanari females. Tastia Dal Vesch was from a less prominent Vanari family, but one that was well known for their stunning daughters and their incredible intelligence. Tastia had two advanced degrees to go with her Cadre Commando status among the Vanari, one in Astrometrics and the other in Advanced Propulsion Design, so not only could she fight with the best of them, she could talk circles around most of the senior eggheads as well. 


Tastia looked at Coren with those sultry eyes and he remembered why he had chosen her during the last Celebration of the Hundreds. Those eyes had captured him completely; much like Devra’s had so many years ago. Tastia was full of energy and excitement, and even before he had begun coupling with her, she was secreting oil and inflaming his passion. She knew who he was of course, he was well known among the Vanari people, and he was also very available. Tastia had released the oil from her pores almost before he was positioned, desiring to know if they were compatible, and to her great joy they had been. They had coupled for several hours after that, ignoring all those around them and even several other females who tried to join them. It was Tastia’s hope that he would soon ask for her hand in Union as they had been together for nearly four years now. Their coupling had diminished over the years and was not as vigorous and exciting after the first year as the demands on his time as a member of the SBR were great, but Tastia still hoped for the best even though a small part of her knew that he was still in love with Devra and cared more for his position on the SBR than anything.


Coren smiled and leaned over to kiss her cheek as he drew her close. This act perturbed Tastia to some extent as it was well known they were together and why he would not kiss her in a more intimate way in public in front of others was something she did not understand. She let it slide once more, attributing it to the pressure of what was going on around them and what they were about to do.


“Tastia… you look dazzling as always.” Ardan spoke.


“Thank you Regent Ardan.” She spoke with a smile before looking into Coren’s face. He nodded his head and squeezed her hand.


“You do look dazzling.” He stated half heartedly. 

Tastia kept her face neutral and smiling and she reached up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek. “Thank you Coren.” She said softly as her heart sank just a little bit. She had many of her clothes tailored recently to accent her many curves in a way to draw his interest more than normal, but it seemed no matter what she did he never really took notice.


They turned as the middle aged Vanari man moved up beside them. “Lyrew… are we ready?” Ardan asked his nephew. 

The man nodded his head. “Our course is plotted and our Quantum Fusion Drive is standing by.”


“Good.” Coren spoke turning away from Tastia. “Where will our jump take us Captain?” He asked.


“I have plotted a jump that will…” He began to speak but stopped as the doors to the bridge opened and Jokros exited the elevator with the Lycavorian Ambassador Lilonus. He waited until they had moved up beside them before continuing. “As I was saying… our jump will terminate point three light years inside the Sol System using the coordinates and charts that you supplied Regent Re Mydala and…”


“Excuse me… wait a moment!” Lilonus interrupted him with a stunned expression. “You plan on jumping directly into Earth’s home system without contacting anyone?”

“Our engines are more than capable of this Ambassador. As it appears yours are as well now. Engines you failed to inform us you had built.” Lyrew answered.

Lilonus rolled his eyes. “I see the Vanari arrogance so prevalent on the Board of Regents extends to its military officers as well. You have no idea what you are doing Captain. Jumping directly into the Sol system so close to Earth is a mistake.”

“It is my understanding we want to be as quick as possible.” Lyrew spoke. “This is the fastest way. We jump into the Sol System, move to Earth, collect Regent Re Mydala and her children and jump back home. It is quite simple Ambassador.”


Lilonus looked at Coren. “You haven’t told him?” He gasped.


“Told me what?” Lyrew asked.


Coren shook his head quickly. “Nothing of importance that you need to know Lyrew. The simplistic mannerisms of the political realities within this Lycavorian Union are of no concern to me Ambassador.” He stated turning back to Lilonus. “We are on board a Vanari Command Cruiser and we will get what we want. By force if necessary.”


“Force?” Lilonus stated. “Oh that’s brilliant.”


“Coren… I have been speaking to the Ambassador…” Jokros spoke now. “Perhaps we should be more cautious and approach this differently.”


Coren shook his head quickly. “I have no fear of this Lycavorian Union or any other of the inferior and violent species within the Alpha Quadrant. They could not stand against us in this ship regardless. I wish only to retrieve Devra and my children. What they do amongst themselves is not my concern. Let them kill each other for all I care. It is what your people are so good at isn’t it Ambassador?”

Jokros thought for sure that snide comment would invoke a response from Lilonus, but once more he saw nothing but restraint from the tall Lycavorian. In fact he was surprised when he saw the small smile split the ambassador’s lips.


Lilonus folded his hands behind his back. “Oh… by all means Regent Re Mydala… I will allow your unsurpassed knowledge and experience with my people take the lead on this matter. If you will excuse me… I will just sit here out of everyone’s way and watch as your arrogance becomes your downfall.”


Tastia looked from the man back to Coren. “What does he mean Coren?” She asked.


“It is of no concern Tastia.” Coren answered. “Captain… you may conduct the jump with Ardan’s approval.”


Ardan glanced at Coren quickly before looking at Lyrew. He nodded. “Begin Lyrew.” He said. “Coren is right… this Lycavorian Union does not have the technology to stand against us in CITADEL ONE. And we need to move quickly.”


Lyrew nodded his head confident in his uncle’s answer and turned to face his bridge crew as he moved to his chair. “Helm? Jump coordinates plotted?”


“Helm answers affirmative!”


“Very well! Spool up the Quantum Drive! Sensors at full radiation and bring shields to full power. Stand by all weapons! Just in case!” Lyrew called out watching with pride as his crew sprang into action. “Helm on my mark execute preprogrammed jump!”

“Standing by sir!”


“Mark!”


The stars flashed out of focus, the multicolored clouds of the Orion Spur blurred and the Vanari ship CITADEL ONE leaped into the pre-plotted Trans Light Jump Corridor. 


And very nearly started a war.

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


Janae relished in the feel of Andro’s arms around her and she squeezed him back just as hard as she could as they stood in the center of the main living area of the villa. His aura surrounded her as only the aura of family could and Janae felt the fear and anxiousness of the last few days finally bleeding away completely. She leaned back without releasing him and stared into his azure eyes. 


“Took you long enough cousin!” She snapped playfully. “I thought I was going to have to spend the rest of my life with those smelly fools.”


Andro laughed and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek and ear in affection and Janae’s eyes closed in happiness. “Forgive me.” He said with a grin. “After wading through the sewage like you did, it took Zarah longer to fix your imprint because of the stench.”


“It was ripe too!” Zarah exclaimed from the side where she stood with Lucia and Dutkne. Devra, Arduri and Bren occupied one couch, Sadi standing just behind Andro, while Carisia, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha sat together on another couch. Helen stood next to Eliani to the side with Anton, Cihera and Las'elh.

Janae laughed now and nodded her head. Her face became serious quickly and she squeezed his arms. “My parents Andro?” She asked.


“Already on a ship moving to Curila 6.” Andro answered her. “Uncle Jo’lant had some choice words for me when the Durcunusaan plucked them from their beds on Apo Prime, but he apologized when I informed him why and again when I told him that Zarah and Lucia had found you safe.”


“I can’t… Andro I can’t feel anyone in…” Janae began.


“Rest easy child.” Helen spoke quickly as she came up next to her. “We will fix that soon enough.”


“Eli?” Andro said looking at Eliani.


Eliani stepped up to her rapidly and hugged her tightly. “Shopping is much more fun isn’t it?” Eliani asked as she lifted the small device and began scanning her cousin.


Janae laughed and nodded. “Yes it is. What did they put inside me Andro?” She asked looking at him again.

“It is something that the Coven developed from the remains of the City Ship on Nuwaroa. They call it a Static Inhibitor… built from the interior of the Void chambers like on CS41. They are Negative Resonance Chambers in reality and are able to block all Mindvoice abilities and make it impossible to track or detect someone within Mindvoice.”


The device in Eliani’s hand beeped softly as she passed it over Janae’s left arm. “Here.” She called. “Janae… take off your shirt and lift your arm.”


Janae did so and Eliani brought the sensor module closer as the beeping quickened. Eliani nodded her head as Janae made no effort to hide her half nakedness. She was among those who were family to her, and there would be no lewd stares or comments. Devra glanced at Arduri when Janae did this without hesitation and both of them could not help but think how these men and women were so much like the Vanari in so many ways.


Eliani lifted another tool, a thin tubular device with tweezers like ends and two distinct buttons on the thin casing. “This will sting for about three seconds Janae but Valin says it will deactivate the device and remove it completely.”


Janae nodded her head. “Just take it out Eli.” She spoke.


Eliani pressed the end to Janae’s flesh and depressed the button. Everyone saw her face winch slightly for several seconds and then Eliani pulled the tool away and lifted her hand to Janae’s skin. There was a brief flash of soft white light and then Janae’s grimace vanished and her face relaxed. Devra watched amazed as Janae’s face lit up brightly as if she was suddenly filled with euphoric bliss and she realized that whatever was blocking this connection she had to Mindvoice was now gone and it was all flooding back to her. She watched as Helen took her hands and steadied her so that it did not overwhelm her and then her face relaxed once more and she looked joyous and at peace. Janae looked at Eliani as she lifted the tubular device and they all saw the tiny casing with microfilaments dangling from one end of the tool.


“Ugly nubous buggers.” Eliani grumbled as she gazed at it holding it up higher as Andro drew closer to her and they both stared at it.


[Eli?] He asked within the shielded conversation which caused everyone who could Mindvoice to look at them. It was not often that Androcles shielded a conversation from family, and the fact that he was doing so with Eliani was even more puzzling.


[I’ll get with Valin now that we have one.] She stated.


[You will have two once Arrarn returns with Narice and Toria.] Andro told her. [Find out all you can about them and then find out how to defeat them Eli. Valin did not work on developing them but he has studied them extensively and he is very knowledgeable of such things. ]


Eliani looked at him. [We might not be able to Andro.] She said.


[I have faith in you sister.] He spoke. [And we have a date tonight as well.]

Eliani looked confused. [What?]


[Meet me tonight at the Point. We need to discuss some things.] Andro told her.


[Andro… it isn’t…]


Andro leaned over and nuzzled her cheek, Eliani’s eyes closing as his aura washed over her like only a brother’s could. [We need to talk sister. You can’t hold it in any longer or it will end up hurting you.] Eliani opened her eyes and looked at him as he drew his face back. She nodded her head slowly.


[You are right.] She said.


[Good. Ten tonight. And you bring mother’s coffee.] He said pulling back completely. As he stepped back he saw Helen nod her head minutely in approval. She could not hear what they had said, but she too had detected Eliani’s demeanor since returning and knew that something needed to be done.

Andro turned back to Janae and smiled. “I will send you to Curila 6 if you want Janae.” He said. “I know…”


Janae shook her head quickly. “Zarah and Anton have told me what has happened.” She stated confidently. “No… you need me here doing what I should be doing as Panos’s senior aide. Especially now that you have made me deputy to the new Prime Minister. Did you have a short circuit in your brain when you made that decision?”


Andro grinned. “Some would say yes.” He told her. 


“Me included!” Janae popped. “I’m no politician Andro!”


“You are a Leonidas!” Helen quipped. “All of you are politicians in some form. You are just one of the Leonidas’s who do not shoot first and worry about consequences later!” She finished looking at Andro.


“Thank you for the vote of confidence Feravomir.” Andro said.


Janae looked at Sadi and broke away from Andro to stand in front of her with a huge smile on her face. “You are KertaGai I take it?” She asked holding out her hands which Sadi took without hesitation.


Sadi nodded. “That would be me.” She said.


“Wow cousin…” Janae spoke with a smile. “How exactly did you manage to confuse this woman enough to become your mate? She is too beautiful to settle for someone like you.” Janae drew deeply of Sadi’s scent, her eyes going a little wider as she detected the three other scents and she turned to see Carisia, Lu'ria and Ne'Veha on the couch with beaming smiles of their own. She turned back to Sadi and then looked at Andro once more, who crossed his arms over his chest. “Ok… I sense brainwashing techniques somewhere along the lines here. What could possibly possess four beautiful women to let you claim them?”

“My charming personality probably.” Andro replied with a snort.


Janae made a fake gagging sound. “Carians… you don’t honestly think anyone will believe that load of gibberish do you cousin?” Janae turned back to Sadi and pulled her closer. “You can tell me Sadi. How did he trick you?” She said.


Sadi chuckled as she played the game. It was a welcome distraction for all of them after the last few days and she leaned over and whispered in Janae’s ear. Andro saw Janae’s eyes go wider and she looked at where Carisia and the others were sitting. They all nodded and Devra could not help but laugh quietly at the look on Andro’s face when Janae turned back to stare at him with wide eyes. “Well… in that case… I guess it’s ok.” Janae finally said.


Eliani took her arm and grasped Sadi’s as well. “Come on Janae.” She spoke as Carisia and the others came to their feet. Arduri was surprised when Ne'Veha reached out and took her hand. “Your room is ready and I brought some of your clothes from the Royal villa. Let’s get you out of here before Andro swallows any more of his pride and then sticks his foot in his mouth.”


“Come Arduri.” Ne'Veha said. “What follows will most certainly be quite boorish and you have not seen the family wing of our home.”

Arduri looked at her mother as she stood up and Devra nodded her head. “Go on Arduri, I will remain here with Bren and the others.”

Arduri glanced at the huge Lycavorian man who had not been away from her mother’s side since they had arrived. His interest in her mother was obvious to Arduri, but what was very surprising to Arduri was that her mother was equally as interested from what she could tell. It was easy enough for one Vanari female to see that another was excited about the prospect of being in a man’s company, for they could detect the flush in their blue skin that was invisible to others, but the look in her mother’s eyes when she gazed at Bren was different and much more involved. Arduri smiled as she allowed Ne'Veha to begin leading her away, Lu'ria and Carisia holding hands as they followed. Arduri knew that her mother had not taken any lovers into her bed since the union to their father had ended over three decades ago. Perhaps with everything that was happening it was a good diversion for her mother and the more time Arduri spent in the company of these people, the more she wanted to learn and know about them. It appeared her mother was well on the way to discovering much more than she had thought when they first arrived.
Helen watched as Eliani, Sadi, Lu'ria, Carisia and Ne'Veha led Janae away with Arduri in tow and she stepped up to Androcles just before they went through the doors, taking his hand in hers. Andro turned to look at her. “She was putting on a brave front.” Helen said softly. “But you could feel the relief she was at being here and how happy she is.”

Andro nodded. “I know.” He spoke. “And you of all people should know that I will never forsake my family.”

Helen nodded. “I know you won’t.” She said. “Just as I know you won’t forsake your mates… or those meant to be your mate.” She finished raising her eyebrows at him.
Andro’s azure eyes turned to stare at her for a long moment. “Feravomir…” He began to speak finally.

Helen shook her head and took his face in her hands. “No… you listen to me now young Androcles. I was with Sadi when she realized that Caliria was the one from your mind and your dreams. I know what she means to you, to all of you. I believe even Devra is beginning to see it as well.”

“Far more than I ever imagined when we first came here.” Devra said softly from the couch.

“I will not tell you to not go and retrieve her Andro… in all honesty I would be angry if you dismissed your instincts and you did not do this. All that I ask is that you make sure you have a plan and you stick to it and return with her and not get yourself killed. You are too valuable right now.” Helen said.
“I intend too Feravomir.” Andro said firmly. “And what of the Icalro Alliance?”

“Nubou them!” Helen hissed harshly causing his eyes to go wide as he looked at her. “They witnessed once before what you and Elynth could do. If they are too stupid to realize that your father meant what he said when he gave them their agreement, then they deserve whatever it is you do to them!”

“Feravomir… it is… it is not often you use such language.” Andro said still surprised.

Helen smiled and leaned up to kiss his cheek. “Arzoal told me the same thing just this morning.” Helen gazed at the son of the man she had chosen and vowed to never hold back her council and love. “I am tired of reacting to things.” She said finally. “We want only to live in peace and be happy and so many want to take from us what does not belong to them. I’m tired of reacting to events done to us and soon… soon I will demand that we make events happen to others! The Empress Aikiro learned this the hard way and if I have too, I will show others as well.”
Andro gazed at her with wide eyes for a long moment shocked at her words. There had been many rumors circulating about what had happen to Aikiro in Dragon Mountain. Arzoal and the dragons that were there and witnessed the events said nothing to anyone and would never break that trust, and Helen had all but admitted she was the one responsible for Aikiro’s death as was widely being reported. “You… you need not show me Feravomir. I believe I have some sense of it already.” He said softly.

Helen nodded. “Good. Then soon you will have to explain to Arzoal and I just what this Dragon Brigade that you have kept hidden from us for so long is.” Andro’s face remained impassive but Helen saw the sudden glint in his azure eyes before it too quickly vanished. “I can see how easy it was to keep from your father, sometimes he is as dense as granite but you didn’t possibly think you could keep it from the Dragon Elder Mother did you? We know they left with Isra and Tarifa. Twenty-five dragons that you, Elynth, Isra and Aelnala have trained to fight as a cohesive force? Androcles Leonidas… you of all people should know you could not keep that from us.”

Andro blinked several times and then focused his eyes on her. “Perhaps… perhaps it is time to tell you everything Feravomir. There is… there is slightly more to it.”

Helen nodded. “Yes… it would be. But first, Deia and Panos are arriving and we need to cover quite a bit of other information and then make decisions. Dilaen is about to give her first Netnews Conference I understand?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

Helen smiled and patted his cheek. “Then when we are finished with that we can go over things with Deia and Panos. Then you can tell Arzoal and I about this Dragon Brigade that you have come up with.”

“It… it would probably be better if I showed you.” Andro said.

“That is fine as well.” Helen said. “We look forward to it.” She turned as the double doors opened and Panos skillfully guided Deia’s lifter chair into the room and she moved toward Deia.
Andro watched her and reached out to his bonded sister within their heavily shielded bond. [Elynth?]

[We knew this day would come Andro my brother.] Elynth’s voice answered him.

[I know… I was just hoping Uncle Isra and Aelnala would be here to help break the knowledge to them.] Andro explained.

[It was our creation Androcles. We were the ones who devised it and then brought Isra and Aelnala into the fold. As well as Elder Durago.] Elynth spoke her voice sounding as if she was exerting herself. [Only we can bear the burdens and consequences of those decisions my Bonded Brother.]

Andro tilted his head slightly to the side as he felt her excitement and desire through their bond. [Sister… are you talking to me when Anthar is cleaning your scales?]

[You did interrupt me remember!] Elynth exclaimed. [I am enjoying quality time with my dragon mate and husband!]

[You could have told him to stop for a moment!] Andro protested.

[Why? It feels so good!]

Andro shook his head. [I will see you after all of these meetings sister. I think we need to fly high for a time.]

Andro could feel her excitement about that through their bond and he smiled. [Oh yes we do. It has been too long Andro my brother.]

[Come with me tonight.] Andro said quickly. [It may be a good thing to fly with Eliani and Thaura as we did when we were younger. For all of us.]

[Just call when you are ready. You know I will never refuse that freedom we have together.] She answered.

[Enjoy yourself sister.] Andro said.

[I intend too.] Elynth answered while projecting her love and support to him through their bond.

Andro turned to greet Deia and Panos.

KING YELU MEMORIAL HOSPITAL

There were nearly five hundred of them jammed into the large cafeteria, all of them with their own Vid/Drones hovering above their heads and dozens of light poles along the wall. There were a total of four hundred and eighty-seven Netnews Channels within the Union, some of them strictly concerned with political themes, some reserved for sporting events and such across the Union and others that dealt only with the news from around the Union. These larger Netnews channels had reporters and journalists in every corner of the Union doing different things, and Dilaen Roan had been among their number only a few short months ago. Gazing at them now as they began to settle into their chairs and she waited patiently she realized that the events of the past month had forever altered her life and how she viewed things. 
The first and most telling event was her marriage to Thomas. In all her years of growing up Dilaen Roan had never imagined she would fall so completely and utterly in love with a human. Thomas was everything she had ever dreamed for in a man, more so than even she had contemplated. She had been attracted to him from the outset, his rugged good looks and the dedication to his work and to his son. She had returned home to her apartment on many nights and wondered what he would be like in bed or how he would treat her. Their first night together after they had been married had surpassed everything she had ever imagined. Within moments of pressing his naked body to hers, Dilaen was experiencing what would be the beginning of an incredible night of total rapture. He did things to her that had her quivering in his arms, every caress, and every butterfly kiss he lavished her body with. He knew just how to nuzzle her elven ears in a way that caused ripples and waves of pleasure to surge through her, and these were just the things he did while he made love to her. His body was lean and muscular in an athletic way, his cock slightly above average in size for a human she knew and while he was not the first man she had ever slept with he was the first human male and he was the first who fit inside her body like the fingers of a form fitting glove. His size was enough that she was experiencing powerful orgasms almost from the start, while not having to worry about being pummeled into the bed. He made love to her with gentle grace or urgent need depending on what they both were feeling at the time, and each time was better than the last. They had spent nearly six hours that first night pleasuring each other and Dilaen yearned for him in a way she could not really put into words. He had been beside her from the start of her career and as she looked out the corner of her eye and saw him conversing with several Netnews people looking for exclusive interviews she knew he would always protect her. Her leap in position and title also jumped Thomas into a position of importance as he was still her lead Tech and the man everyone would now have to go through to get to her.
As for her new position… it was the culmination of a dream that had come almost too quickly for her. 

The Chief Netnews contact for anything and everything having to do with Androcles Leonidas. She was his voice among the Netnews and the people of the Union, and it would be up to her to finally give people an insight into the Crown Prince of the Union who people knew so little about. Dilaen turned and looked quickly at Selene and saw her nod her head in support. The vampire half elf Prime Minister of Earth had been a godsend to her when they had returned, and Dilaen had spent almost as much time with her and Lynwe as she had Thomas. Selene was highly thought of and respected by everyone associated with the Netnews for she was blunt and honest and genuinely willing to assist them in their need to report the news despite her position as the second most powerful political person on Earth. She was also perhaps in the top dozen or so politicians across the Union that garnered respect and trust across the political spectrum. She was one of the King’s most trusted friends and considered part of the extended Leonidas family due to their long association and what they had accomplished together over two decades before right here on Earth in throwing off the High Coven’s oppressive rule. No one took anything Selene said to them lightly if they knew what was good for them. Turning back to the gathered members of the Netnews, Dilaen quickly took count of who she knew and whom she did not know. Many she had worked with before, and she knew what kinds of questions they would ask and in what way. Though she would not figure it out for many years, Andro had appointed her to this position not only for her obvious abilities, but also because she was very good at reading people and their tone. 
Dilaen saw Thomas’s discrete hand signal and she nodded and lifted the small gavel, banging it on the top of the podium. Not only was she going to be answering questions, but she was also going to be selling a product as Selene put it, and she needed to be on top of her game in order to sell that product to those who were watching and who were not their friends.

It didn’t start off well and Dilaen glared at the dozen or so Netnews reporters who were chatting among themselves as they took their seats at their own pace and did not care they were disrupting her carefully crafted schedule. Dilaen remembered then what Andro had told her during their last communication as they were returning to Earth.

“You are my voice now Dilaen. Our voice.” He told her from the holoimage. She could see Sadi and the others sitting in the background and talking quietly amongst themselves. “When you speak I want everyone to know that you are speaking for me and with my authority. With Sadi, Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria’s sole authority. The Feravomir and my father have told me I need to have a public persona and I want you to shape that persona. To give people an idea of whom I am. My private life is just that… and as I will not ask you to expose your private life I want you to make it clear I will not bend on that issue either. If I or Sadi or Lu'ria, any of us, if we feel we want to answer a question we will. If we do not… we won’t. I need you to make what we are doing believable Dilaen. To all those who are no doubt watching.”
“Why me?” Dilaen asked him.

“You had an opportunity to expose Carisia at a time when she could have been taken from us and you did not.” Andro answered honestly. 

“That information… the information Thomas and I gathered… it still made it to the public Androcles.” She stated.

“Not by anything you did.” He corrected her. “And by acting with your conscious you earned a friend for life for what you did. I am not good at this Dilaen, none of us are and I will need people who can help me in that regard. You will be one of the most important pieces if you accept.”

“I’d be a fool not too accept.” Dilaen said and she saw Andro laugh and shake his head.

“I would call you a fool for accepting.” He spoke.

Dilaen looked off to the side where Thomas was sitting and listening as he munched on a biscuit. She saw him nod his head slowly and she turned back to Andro. “Then I accept.” She said. “I have fallen in love and married a human who was right in front of me for years and I didn’t see him. You can’t get anymore foolish than that.”

Andro smiled and nodded his head. “I will forward to you some sensitive information and leave it to you how you wish to present it. We will meet when you return to Earth. Since most everyone close to me has now become a target, I took the liberty of moving Thomas’s son here to my island. The Durcunusaan have been quite busy building a new wing in only a few days. So much for my privacy I guess. You will be staying there for the time being. I hope that is ok?”

Thomas moved closer and came up next to her. “Is he safer there with you?” Roan asked.

“The moment I believe he is not I will move him offworld myself to where my father is.” Andro answered instantly. “I will not put him or anyone who is close to me at risk unnecessarily Thomas.”

Thomas nodded. “That works for me.” He stated flatly kissing Dilaen’s cheek before going back to his chair and his breakfast.
Dilaen looked at Andro in the transmission. “How much will you tell me Androcles?” She asked.

Andro’s eyes narrowed slightly. “As much as I feel I am able. But know that when I do… it could possibly make you a very tempting target for those who don’t like me as well.”

“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” Dilaen stated. “I’m in. We are in. One hundred percent.”

Dilaen’s blue eyes narrowed now as she watched her fellow reporters bustle about and intentionally disrupt her very first Netnews Conference. She turned her head to the severe looking Durcunusaan Commander who had been assigned to her and Thomas and had been their shadow for the last four days. She motioned with her head at the Netnews reporters, a signal that was seen by half the gathered men and women in the room and they all turned to watch as the Durcunusaan Commander stepped up to the row of seats where the dozen reporters were fussing about.

“Park your nubous Netnews asses or get out of here!” The man barked loud enough to echo across the room drawing the attention of nearly every set of eyes in the cafeteria and it became deathly quiet in the large room.

The twelve Netnews reporters who were the focus of his wrath turned quickly to stare at him in utter shock, their eyes huge. The three human men and two human females were just as equally stunned as the two elf men and two Lycavorian females and the single Limian male. The Durcunusaan Commander Andro had assigned to her and Thomas was a giant of a man, and standing there in his black ArmorPly Mark IV body armor, the P190A3 dangling from a quick release strap, he was not a man who looked as if he would tolerate his order being disobeyed. He waited as they plopped their butts in the chairs and let the embarrassment of the moment sweep through them. When he was satisfied they would no longer be a distraction he turned back to Dilaen and nodded. Everyone in the room saw the return nod of thanks from her and she gently banged the gavel once more and the Durcunusaan soldier stepped back to stand against the wall.

“I call this Conference to order.” Dilaen spoke quickly her eyes lifting to look at the men and women gathered in the rows before her. “As you have just seen I will not tolerate what many of you are used to doing so consider this your first and only warning in that regard. I will make several important announcements that relate to recent events and then I will give a short prepared statement and try to cover everything that I have been asked to cover. Once that is completed I will open the floor to questions from you.” Dilaen looked out over the gathered men and women representing nearly a quarter of the species that called the Union home. “Let me be very clear on something right now before I begin. I have only recently been chosen for this position and since I have been where you are sitting now I will make every effort to answer all of your questions in regards to anything you may want to ask. Make no mistake however, Androcles Leonidas chose me for this postion and I will not barter or be cajoled by men and women I once called associates because some of you may think I will give you the inside scoop on him or any of those he calls mate and wife. It will not happen and I will take it personally if it is even suggested to me, and then I will have your Netnews credentials seized from you and you will never attend another briefing of the Royal family ever again. Andro… Andro put his trust in me and I will not betray that trust. Ever!” Dilaen saw the looks of many of her former comrades when she mentioned his name with such informal rhetoric and she smiled inwardly. It would keep them on their toes and guessing. She knew there would be those who would challenge what she had just said, and then she would make an example of them.

“Very well… I have five announcements to make. Four of them pertain to appointments that the Crown Prince has made in the wake of what has happened. Prime Minister Deia, as you all are no doubt aware, was pulled from the rubble of the Senate Building three days ago and brought here immediately. As of right now and as a result of her injuries, she is in a medically induced coma and will remain that way until her doctors deem her fit to be brought out of it. Because of this fact, Androcles has appointed Panos, Governor of Sparta as Interim Prime Minister until either Prime Minister Deia recovers or a new election will be held. If an election is deemed necessary, I will inform all of you in regards to that decision. Right now Panos will assume all duties of the Prime Minister and execute them as such.” Dilaen allowed them the shock of this announcement and the murmuring that she knew would come with it. “In harmony with this appointment is also the appointment of Colonel Janae as his Deputy Prime Minister in an Interim status. This may shock some of you I know, but Janae has been Panos’s aide for nearly five years and separating them now is not conducive to a smooth transition. The rumors that are running rampant in regards to former Deputy Laustinos are true. The overwhelming evidence that has been gathered up until now indicates that the Kavalian attack was partly planned and assisted by Laustinos. He is therefore declared a traitor to the Lycavorian Union and military arrest warrants for him and any who helped him are now in force. Any individual who is found to have helped him in any way will be subsequently charged with not only High Treason, but also seven hundred and nineteen deaths, all those who were lost in the Senate Building. That does not include the charges that will be brought forth at a later time in the matter of the death of a sitting King of the Lycavorian Union.” Dilaen shifted her three data pads and looked up.

“The second announcement is in regards to the Union Senate. Four hundred and six Union Senators were among those lost in the destruction of the Senate Building and currently all but twenty-three of those seats have been filled by Interim appointees chosen by either Emergency District Elections or the governing body of the world they were representatives of. Most of them are already enroute here to Sparta in order to establish a working order of business with Prime Minister Panos.”

“The third announcement in regards to appointments concerns the Krypteria. Director Armetus was captured and tortured horribly by Kavalian assassins as their brethren conducted their heinous attacks against our King and the Royal family. He is currently recovering, but as with Prime Minister Deia, he can not return to his duties. Colonel Marci, his second officer, has been appointed to head the Krypteria until such time as Armetus returns to his position or a new Director is appointed by Androcles.”
“The fourth announcement concerns Lieutenant Governor Tarifa. Androcles has decided to appoint her as acting Governor of Sparta since Panos will be filling his new role. Tarifa has been Lieutenant Governor of Sparta for over a decade now and she holds the respect and trust of everyone she has dealt with. Governor Panos sanctioned this decision wholeheartedly. On the basis of this appointment, Androcles has put Governor Tarifa and her mate Colonel Isra on a ship to Apo Prime under heavy Durcunusaan guard to be kept at an undisclosed location where she will be sworn in and then remain to keep the leadership apart in case of additional attacks. Queen Aihola, their mate, will remain here on Earth as Drow Queen and assist President Taylor and Prime Minister Selene as she has for the last six years.”

Dilaen looked up for a long moment and let her blue eyes sweep across the gather men and women, many of whom were typing furiously on their data pads and taking notes. “Now let me address the fifth and final announcement I need to make as it has several issues involved so please bear with me. It is also the most painful to make by far. It concerns an ongoing operation on the planet Kranek and involving the majority of the Leonidas children. As you are all aware by now, Kranek has been the home of the former Immortal Captain to the Coven High Lord Veldruk for the last twenty plus years. Cha'talla is very much alive contrary to every military and intelligence report we have had in that same time span and it is my understanding his entire Akruxian Tribe is also with him, as well as several hundred non-Akruxian species, including elves. Queen Dysea and Princess Normya have been on Kranek for the better part of six months now, establishing a firm and bountiful relationship with the Akruxian people there. At the same time as the attacks began here, a coordinated and vicious attack also began on the Immortal settlement on Kranek and Queen Dysea was taken prisoners by mercenaries in the employ of the Kavalians. Mercenaries who were also Immortals that had defected from the High Coven many years ago. We received word roughly thirty hours ago that Queen Dysea has been rescued by a combined Lycavorian, Akruxian Immortal and Insurgent High Coven Strike Force. She is currently enroute back to Kranek with this Joint Task Force and will remain there with Queen Isabella until such time as Androcles deems it safe for them to return here to Sparta. Also… Queen Anja is alive, also contrary to some other rumors and she is in an undisclosed location pending Androcles’s decision to bring her home as well. The younger Leonidas children, Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha have joined with Queen Anja for their own safety.” Dilaen took a deep breath and looked up. “This brings me to the painful part of my announcements… it has now been officially confirmed that Queen For'mya has been taken prisoner by the Kavalian forces that attacked here in Sparta, on Kranek, and those Drow outposts we have established in The Wilds. Deputy Prime Minister Laustinos had a large role in this evil and traitorous action, the extent of which we are still learning. Prince Androcles has confronted the Kavalian Ambassador as I’m sure was reported only a few days ago, and he was told any action with the intent of discovering the whereabouts or the rescuing of his mother would result in her immediate execution. In essence she is being held hostage. 
“The Kavalian Ambassador informed Androcles that his people took these actions because we chose to train forty High Coven dragons that had arrived here on Earth with the High Coven Empress Aikiro. They are accusing us of training the High Coven dragons to fight the KFI and to them this was an act of war. In retaliation for our actions they conducted these vile attacks against the Royal family and Union outposts within The Wilds and they have also demanded a session with the Galactic Court to present evidence that allegedly supports their claims. With the death of King Leonidas, they no longer recognize Queen For'mya as Queen of the Union, and therefore they have told us they will communicate with no one but the Elven parliament in order to obtain her release.”
Dilaen set aside the data pads and looked at the gathered men and women, all of them stunned into silence, which was saying quite a bit since they were reporters and they never shut up.

“The statement I have is on behalf of Androcles Leonidas and I will play it for you now.” Dilaen turned and motioned to Thomas who quickly tapped on the control pad he held in his hands. The holo image of Androcles appeared in front of the podium wearing his standard Mark IV ArmorPly, the crimson cape draped over his shoulders.

“Good day to you all.” Andro’s image began. “I am neither a politician nor a very good public speaker so I will be very brief. By now, Dilaen Roan has given you everything that we have currently discovered in regards to the actions by the Kavalian Federation Imperium, and she will answer your questions to the best of her ability when I am finished. I will address only one issue and that concerns the Union’s actions in regards to the High Coven dragons. Empress Aikiro and her daughter came to Earth with a completely different plan in their heads than the one they came to my father with; they only used the guise of us training their dragons to get close to us. These dragons they brought with them were taken from a Union Dragon Transport that crashed nearly twenty-four years ago in The Wilds. I’m sure many of you remember this as it generated quite a bit of attention while we searched where this ship had crashed. Many of these dragons were not even hatched. They were forced to hatch by Coven scientists well before they were ready and many years before the Dragon Elder Council would allow within Union space they were bonded with riders. The Empress made a mistake however, and she failed to take into account what those of us here in the Union know of our Dragon brothers and sisters. Once bonded to each other, they begin to take on certain traits of their bonded one, and in this the Coven riders took on an air of benevolence no matter what they were being asked to do. 
Aikiro thought this to be a defect in how they were training them and she brought them here to us thinking we could change that. She was wrong again, for everyone knows that while we train intensely with our bonded ones, we do not train for conquering or oppression. We stress in our training that two become one and begin to see what they can do together. My siblings and I did just that with the Coven riders. We opened their minds to all they could be as a Bonded Pair, to what they could experience and do together. Had Empress Aikiro and her daughter not conducted their vile attack against my sister and Dragon Mountain, they would have found that not one of those riders or dragons they had brought here would be returning with them. Whatever goal they had hoped to accomplish was destroyed the moment they chose to depart Earth with me and continue their training free of the Empress’s influence and eyes. My father… my father and I… we are… we were Talon Guardians of the Dragon species. I will not go into the importance of this role but I’m sure you will discover what it is. As Talon Guardians it was… it was our solemn duty to protect all dragons, no matter where they came from. It is what Talon Guardians were tasked with many thousands of years ago within dragon culture, and it is what the Dragon Elder Council bestowed upon us after Alba Tau.” They watched Andro pace several steps in front of the desk that appeared to be in his father’s office where the King had given many statements through the years from. “To dismiss the Coven request, no matter that it was secondary to what Aikiro was truly after, that would have been paramount to condemning those dragons and riders to death. That is not something we could do. Yes… we trained them… we trained them just as we trained our own Bonded Pairs, but it was never intended or designed to be directed at the Kavalian Federation no matter what they accuse us of. What they have done in supposed retaliation and defense of their people is unconscionable. They have killed almost a thousand citizens of the Union, including my father. They have forced me to allow my mother to take her own life for she would never have been the same without her Anome even had she recovered. Whether any of you believe as strongly as Lycavorians in regards to what Anomes mean to each other within our culture I could care less. I did what my instincts told me to do. What my mother would have begged me to do. Now they hold my second elven mother hostage and threaten to kill her should we do anything. In response to this threat I have frozen all Union Fleets in location and suspended all training exercises. When we have repaired the Union Senate, when we have had a memorial for my father and those lost, there will be official Crowning ceremonies and we will go forward. I will not risk our Union, not even for one who I call mother. I can not. Dilaen Roan will be my voice to you and as events move forward she will continue to keep you informed so that the citizens of the Union are informed as well. Thank you for you time and patience in these trying times.” 
The image faded and it was deathly quiet in the room for several long minutes. Dilaen looked at Thomas once more and saw him nod his head again. Dilaen lifted the small gavel and tapped it twice on the podium. 

“I ask for a moment of silence for us to remember those we have lost in these last few days and then I will begin taking questions.” Dilaen said as she lowered her head.
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“I ask for a moment of silence for us to remember those we have lost in these last few days and then I will begin taking questions.”

Pusintin laughed as the elf female lowered her head and he stabbed the control panel ending the transmission. He looked up at his aide who stood beside the large conference room table.

“Weaklings!” He barked. “You see Ngundo… they are weaklings! A moment of silence! A memorial to honor the dead criminals! Bah!”

“Things will change when you have assumed the throne Marshall Pusintin.” The older Kavalian spoke confidently.

“Yes they will!” Pusintin snapped happily. He had been full of himself for the last few hours and Ngundo detected this.

“I take it the plan goes well Marshall?” He asked. “You were successful in getting what we needed from the elf Queen?

Pusintin looked at him. “Indeed it does! Indeed it does! And yes, I was very successful. I may just keep the elf wench around after she has fulfilled her part of the contract. She is very… entertaining!”

Ngundo grinned as well and held out the data pad. “The Prefect wished you to contact him when we were within twelve hours. That fool idiot Laustinos contacted us as well while you were preoccupied and demanded to speak with you. Something about his payment not being received and how Phy'iad failed.”

Pusintin looked at him as he took the pad. “Phy'iad didn’t fail Ngundo. He did exactly as we planned for him to do. That he could not properly safeguard himself and his assets from a rag tag bunch of children and outcast Immortals is not our problem. I’m more concerned with the forces we sent to Kranek. It appears they were defeated if what this Union elf bitch says is true.” He spoke.

Ngundo nodded his head. “According to the intelligence reports that we have received Marshall, the forces there were obliterated.”

Pusintin nodded. “That is a matter of some concern.” He stated. “The Prefect and I will need to address that. What else did Laustinos want?”

“He did not elaborate Marshall… but he seemed very irritated and to be honest, very frightened. He is probably inside Icalro Alliance space by now, but he said he would be monitoring the COM channel and he expected you to contact him or he would contact Union authorities and tell them everything.” Ngundo spoke.

“That traitorous fucking weasel!” Pusintin growled as he sat back in the chair. “Very well Ngundo… set up the link with him first. Then I’ll contact Keleru and make sure all is ready. Tight beam transmission Ngundo… no sense in allowing him to see more than he needs to and I don’t want the transmission traced back to us easily.” He watched as his aide moved to the control console sunk into the large table and activated a secure communications link. It beeped softly for several moments before syncing up with another COM signal and then Laustinos’s face and shoulders appeared in the holoimage.

“Pusintin!” He gasped.

“Speak quickly Laustinos!” Pusintin snarled. “Our dealings are done and I have no desire to talk with you any longer than necessary!”

“Our dealings are not done!” Laustinos exclaimed. “Phy'iad failed Pusintin! He failed! Dysea is not his prisoner and I barely escaped Kranek’s system with my life! You have not kept your part of the bargain!”

“We most certainly have!” Pusintin barked.

“Do not play with me Pusintin!” Laustinos snapped right back. “Phy'iad is dead! His forces here on Belid are destroyed and Dysea is free! You guaranteed to me that Dysea would be mine for what I have done!”

“I do not control the Union military yet Laustinos!” Pusintin snarled once more. “It is not my concern that Phy'iad was such a fool to allow them to track him back to Belid and then kill him. We kept our end of the bargain, it was Phy'iad that did not!”

“Phy'iad worked for you!” Laustinos shouted. “They know it was me who helped you to do all that you have done! My life is worth nothing now! They will hunt for me until they find me!”

“And this is my problem why?” Pusintin asked. “You chose the path you took Laustinos, we did not force you to help us!”

“I have given you years worth of information and intelligence!” Laustinos continued. “I have helped you to gain things you did not have! Without me… without me you would never have accomplished what you have done! You owe me Pusintin!”

“We owe you nothing!” Pusintin roared.

Laustinos glared at him from within the image and finally nodded his head. “Then you will not care when I transmit every bit of information I have given to you through the years to Union Fleet Command? You will not care when I transmit every conversation we have had? Every deal I have helped you to broker and every bit of information I have on how you got your Puma Bane assassination teams onto Earth.”

“Do not threaten me Laustinos!” Pusintin growled at him.

“It is not a threat Pusintin… it is a fact.” He answered. “I’m quite sure, since you failed to kill Androcles Leonidas, that once he discovers what you intend for one he calls mother, you will not live more than a few weeks. Not to mention that the ridiculous notion that you did all of this in order to protect the Kavalian Empire will be believed by no one since they will know the truth. You do not know him as I do Pusintin. He is like his father in many ways, your nephew is, but he is far more unforgiving and violent than your brother Pusintin.”

Pusintin snorted in disgust. “It is already done!” He snapped. “There is nothing any of them can do about it now! It would go against the precious laws they hold so dear, as you have said yourself so many times before!”

“I will also spread the word that the Kavalian Empire does not keep its word to those they do business with.” Laustinos stated quickly. “How do you think your new business partners will react to that information Marshall Pusintin? And since I am now within Icalro Alliance space, I am much closer to them than you!”

“You think to threaten us?” Pusintin roared in anger.

“Do you take me for a fool? You… you owe me Pusintin.” Laustinos barked. “You owe me for what I have done for you! What I can continue to do! My only requirement in order to help you was that I get Dysea. You have not kept your end of our bargain and now it will never happen! In essence you have broken our agreement! This will not sit well with the organizations that you do business with Pusintin! And whatever funds you get from your dealings with them will dry up and go away!”

“You are playing a dangerous game Laustinos!” Pusintin hissed. “I could just as easily order that you be killed. I could make you disappear and no one would be the wiser.”

“The information I have would still reach the eyes and hands of those within the Union Marshall Pusintin.” Laustinos answered. “I am not so inexperienced as to not have contingency plans should my death come about unexpectedly as you say. Dysea was to be mine! Mine!” He screamed. “You have failed in keeping your end of our agreement, if you ever intended to keep it to begin with and I will insure everyone knows it! I may be a wanted man now… but before I am done… every citizen in the Lycavorian Union will be screaming for your blood and the blood of your Prefect!”

“What do you want?” Pusintin snarled.

“I can not remain in Icalro Alliance space… you know this.” Laustinos stated. “I will be discovered here eventually, and the Icalro Alliance is not on good terms with the Union to begin with. Allow me to enter into Kavalian space. I can still help you Pusintin and you know this. With your failure to kill Androcles and his siblings, it will be harder for you to convince others that your claim to the throne is correct. I have contacts… people who will help me… politicians and others… in ways that your Puma Bane soldiers can not.”

Pusintin sat back in the chair and was silent for a long moment staring at Laustinos’s image in the transmission. Finally he leaned forward again. “Remain where you are!” He snapped. “I will contact Prefect Keleru and discuss what you say. I will get back to you.”

Laustinos stared at him for a moment. “Do not take too long Marshall Pusintin. You may find that it is too late if you do.”

“Do not threaten me Laustinos.” Pusintin barked.

“It is not a threat Marshall… it is a promise.” Laustinos hissed right back before reaching out and ending the transmission from his end.

“Fucking coward!” Pusintin almost shouted.

“But an intelligent coward nonetheless my friend.” Keleru’s voice echoed. Pusintin turned to where Keleru’s full image appeared from the disc in the floor of the conference room. He didn’t look surprised in the least and moved right into a conversation with him as if he had been there the whole time.

“Yes.” Pusintin agreed. “Ngundo contacted you I see.”

Keleru shook his head. “I contacted you. I asked to be connected into your conversation with Laustinos in order to learn what I could.”

Pusintin nodded his head. “I have nothing to hide from you Keleru, you know this.” He spoke.

“I know my friend. You and I have far too much invested in this plan and others.” Keleru answered. “My trust in you has not and never will waver Pusintin, of that you can be assured. As for Laustinos, as much as I know it pains you, based on events of the last few hours, he has become somewhat of a rather rare commodity. A person with intimate knowledge of the Union and their leadership who is willing to sell this information.”

“Events have not gone well?” He asked.

Keleru shook his head slowly. “In some areas no… in others they are still very much salvageable.” He replied. “The control officer for our team on Earth that took this Janae female sent a coded message only three hours ago. Your brother’s son must have figured out that we had taken her and unleashed his Durcunusaan upon them. They discovered where our team was holding her and then conducted a commando raid that freed her and eliminated our entire team. I assume you have this live report up and were monitoring it?”

Pusintin nodded as he glanced at the muted monitor and saw the female elf still talking with the several hundred Netnews reporters. “Yes… but they made no mention of the fact she was being held. We are sure of this Keleru? She was to be an integral part of our plan down the road.”

Keleru nodded. “Yes… I am certain. This really only confirms the information Laustinos gave to us about her status and bloodline Pusintin. As far as Laustinos is concerned… give him what he wants for now. He could be an invaluable piece of intelligence over the coming weeks simply for the knowledge he holds in his head. As for our future plans concerning this female, we will have to think of something else over the next few weeks. This position she has been appointed to by your nephew does allow us some options but it does not hinder our immediate concerns or degrade the foundation of our overall objectives however. And besides… it will be at least a year before our original plan for her would have played out. The added time may be what we need. Tell me… you have succeeded?”

Pusintin leaned back in his chair once more and grinned broadly like a man pleased with himself. “It took me several attempts but yes… I was successful.”

“Her condition now?” Keleru asked.

“The drugs administered to her before she woke will do their job Keleru. By the time we return things will be well on their way.” Pusintin spoke. “She was not happy about it I can tell you that, nor have I ever seen a woman weep so much. The contracts are signed however, and she is bound to me now. I may just keep her around after all is said and done Keleru.”

Keleru’s eyes narrowed slightly and he tilted his head. “For what purpose?”

“She was very entertaining as I told Ngundo.” Pusintin answered. 

“If that is your decision.” Keleru spoke. “If you go down that road however, insure the weapon she carries on her arm is surgically removed. I would rather she did not use it to remove your head at some future point.”

Pusintin chuckled. “Yes… of that you can be confident.”

“I have more news Pusintin.” Keleru said quietly. “You… you will not be happy my friend.”

Pusintin sat forward when he detected the seriousness of his voice. “Bad news I take it?” He spoke.

Keleru nodded slowly. “I’m afraid so.” He looked at Pusintin intently. “Leruk has been lost to us old friend. The entire Puma Bane Section that was tasked with eliminating the Drow outpost on Iraruzu was destroyed.”

“Leruk…” Pusintin said softly as he rose to his feet from the table. “But… how? Their last report said they had eliminated the outpost and all of the Drow there. They were only chasing some stragglers. Keleru… how…?”

Keleru nodded. “The team I sent to discover why we lost communications interrogated some of the scum from the settlement there. It appears as if one of the stragglers that they were chasing was a young Drow female whose mother is a member of their Senate. She arrived with their Senior Polemarch…”

“Dymas?” Pusintin gasped.

“You… you know him?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin nodded as he began to move around the table his anger bubbling just beneath the surface. “I know him. He was one of those tasked with helping to raise me after my fool father went and got himself killed. After my mother abandoned me.” He looked at the transmission. “He is the one who did this?”

Keleru shook his head. “No. Though it appears as if they were able to somehow call for help even with the Deutrino field surrounding the planet.”

“Who killed my son Keleru?” Pusintin asked.

“It was… it was your nephew Pusintin.” Keleru answered. “Leruk was killed by your brother’s son Androcles. His… his wounds matched those of many Evolli that our intelligence reports say he killed during the war. It… from what I understand from our intelligence and the statements from the scum we interrogated one of the Drow… the Drow female they were chasing is your nephew’s mate.”

“Androcles’s mate?” Pusintin growled softly. “He… he killed my son because of a woman?”

“Pusintin… Pusintin my friend I need you to control your anger.” Keleru spoke. “I swear to you that you will have your vengeance, but now is not the time. There is too much at stake. I must…”

Pusintin looked at him in the transmission, trembling in savage hatred but his mind as clear as it had ever been. He shook his head slowly drawing in deep breaths. “Does Kalis know?” He asked the question causing Keleru to stop talking in mid-sentence.

Keleru shook his head. “He has not returned with his team from their patrol to Chofen in search of Nikkei. He is due back a day after you return. Pusintin you…”

Pusintin held up his hand and silenced Keleru’s words. He shook his head slowly and turned finally to look at him in the transmission. “We… we knew there could be casualties in this operation. We knew there would be danger involved. Leruk and Kalis knew… they knew the risks. They knew what was at stake.”

“We did not expect to lose Leruk my friend.” Keleru spoke softly. “He was my favorite as well Pusintin. Kalis is a superior warrior but Leruk… he was a superior warrior and he was going to be a fine leader of our men.”

Pusintin nodded slowly. “Not… not good enough it seems.” Pusintin declared gently. He moved closer to the transmission. “My… my nephew is that good Keleru? Good enough to beat a fully trained Puma Bane soldier?”

Keleru shook his head slowly. “I did not think so… but it seems I was wrong.” He took a deep breath and exhaled heavily. “I fear we pushed Leruk too soon Pusintin. We… we pushed him too hard and he paid the price for it. We did not know about the Drow elf bitch and…”

“Kalis will want blood.” Pusintin said. “He will want blood for Androcles killing Leruk Keleru. You know this.”

Keleru nodded. “And we must channel that anger Pusintin. Kalis may very well be able to defeat him in battle… but we must bide our time now.”

Pusintin looked at him. “I want blood.” He stated plainly.

“Which would satisfy you more Pusintin my friend… killing Androcles and forfeiting all that we have planned to happen in the future or taking heart in the fact that you have killed your brother?” Keleru moved closer on his end of the transmission. “Killed your brother and stolen his elven Queen, fucked her senseless and will now use her to propel yourself to the throne he stole from you? Then you can dismantle all that he built piece by piece Pusintin and savor in this knowledge as you watch all that he was burn.”

CABELIR 


Keleru stood in his office and stared at the transmission in front of him. He was waiting for Pusintin’s answer to his question and from that he would decide what to do. As he stared at Pusintin within the transmission he thought for a moment that he would not give the answer Keleru was looking for. He thought for a moment that he would surrender to that Lycavorian blood within him and sacrifice everything on his lust for revenge. Keleru truly hoped not for he genuinely cared for Pusintin and trusted him completely. The man had become like a surrogate son to him and he silently prayed he did not throw it all away. Pusintin could be utterly ruthless and barbaric when he wanted to be, displaying that same trait when he ordered his own daughter captured and taken to Nefoa to be used as a whore in the brothels there for what her mother had done. As the seconds ticked by Keleru began to lose hope that he would respond and he began to lift his hand to signal his nephew when he saw Pusintin nod his head.


“No Keleru… I will not forsake everything we have worked for.” Pusintin said. “You know I won’t. There is far too much at stake.”


Keleru exhaled slowly, tremendous relief filling him and he nodded his head. Pusintin had come a long way from that young Spartan man they had captured all those years ago and this decision renewed the faith he had first put in the man. He nodded his head slowly. “You will have your blood Pusintin my friend. I promise you… you will have your blood.”


Pusintin shook his head. “No. The blood I wanted, I got that when my brother was blown to pieces before the eyes of the Union and his precious Queens. I will let Kalis deal with my dear nephew Androcles. Kalis is far better trained physically than Leruk was, and he has a mean streak in him. He will take great pleasure in taking everything from Androcles before he skins him alive for killing his brother.”

Keleru nodded. “And so he shall.” He stated. “The compound is secure and her cell is ready. I have appointed one of the female whores that we use as technicians to maintain the systems. My personal physician will tend to her as time passes.”

“The technician?” Pusintin asked.

“A biogenic female… one of the ones that works within the compound. Poysha I believe her name is. She has been fully vetted and cleared and she learned the technical aspects that we taught her very quickly.” Keleru answered. “I questioned the officers who have had contact with her and all of them say she is obedient and insightful, but that she knows her place. They also say she is quite good in bed.”

“Her Pride?” Pusintin said.

Keleru nodded. “Her father gave her and her sister to us many years ago. The sister is dead now; she was killed in a transport accident nearly a decade ago. You need not worry about her Pusintin my friend; I will personally vouch for Poysha. She has a particular dislike of the Lycavorian people and that is why we have allowed her such access.”

Pusintin looked at him in the transmission. “Why?” He asked.

Keleru grinned. “Her father instilled a hatred for them after his parents were lost in our war with the Union a millennia ago. She does not care for them in the least.”

Pusintin nodded. “I will trust your judgment Keleru. You know those who work within the compound far better than I.”
“You will transfer her to the compound when you return I take it?” Keleru asked.

Pusintin nodded. “Yes. I imagine she will be very surprised at the speed of what will now take place and the compound is the best place for her until she acclimates to it.”

Keleru nodded. “Your arrival will put you here at 0230 hours. Place her in the compound and then get some rest Pusintin. You need it my friend and I want you to be fresh when we meet with the Pride Leaders tomorrow morning. After our meeting with them we will gather to… to honor Leruk.”

Pusintin nodded slowly. “Everything else is proceeding as planned?”

Keleru nodded. “With the exception of the loss of this woman Janae yes. I have several of our people monitoring the Union Netnews continuously now to try and determine if it will be possible to take her at a later date considering the position she will now hold.”
“Is it still advisable to try and take her now?” Pusintin asked.

“We shall see.” Keleru spoke. “I have heard back from our contacts in The Wilds as well. I have given them authorization to attempt what we discussed before you left. They will use their own contacts and contract out to other sources. Our usual source says he has a new group that is perfect for the job and getting them onto Earth will be child’s play.”

“How so?” Pusintin asked. “All points of entry will be under heavy surveillance now.”

Keleru nodded. “Yes. Apparently however, these individuals have been coming and going to Earth for many years now.”

Pusintin’s eyes went a little wider. “Really?”

Keleru nodded once more. “I will tell you more when you arrive and I see you in the morning. Pusintin…” He waited until he looked at him evenly. “We have had some setbacks and some losses my friend but we are well on the way to accomplishing our goals. Have someone contact that fool Laustinos and tell him we agree to his terms. We will set up a plan when you return and advise him of it, but for now he remains within Icalro Alliance space. Having him discovered anywhere within Kavalian space within the next few weeks would be disastrous.”

Pusintin nodded his head. “I’ll have Ngundo advise him. I will see you in a few hours Keleru.”

EARTH
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“…any idea why they are holding Queen For'mya?” The reporter asked above the sounds of his fellow reporters, nearly all of them with their hands in the air and waiting to get selected.

Dilaen shook her head. “At this time we do not know why they are holding her or what they hope to accomplish by doing so. As I said earlier… they have stated that they no longer consider her a Queen of the Union with the death of King Leonidas and they will deal only with the Elven Parliament in regards to her return.”

“What about their request for a Special Session of the Galactic Court?” Another reporter in the front blurted out.

“Acting Prime Minister Panos will be meeting with the Chief Justice in order to address this demand of the Kavalian government.” Dilaen answered the question. “It does not however excuse their actions or the fact they are holding a Queen of the Union against her will. Whether they recognize her as such does not matter to us, she is a Queen of the Union and is therefore being held prisoner under threat of execution. If they wished to have friendly negotiations, I dare say this is not the way to conduct them.”

“If they are granted a Special session… will they be allowed to attend it with those from their embassy or will others be allowed to enter Union space and represent them?” Another asked.

Dilaen shook her head. “That is a decision for Androcles and I believe everyone here knows how difficult it is to predict what he will do.” 

“Is there any truth to the rumors that we have not gone after her because the military is in disarray and no one knows who is in charge?” Another human reporter in the front row shouted out.

Dilaen looked intently at the man for a long moment. “What would give you that false perception Paul?” She asked the human.

The room became much quieter just before he answered. “There have been rumors within the military that no one knows who is in charge.”

Dilaen turned to look over her shoulder at General Vengal who had entered the hall very quietly after the press conference had begun. She knew who he was immediately for he was one of the three officers that Andro told her she could go to for answers to any questions she might have.

“General Vengal… would you care to address that?” She asked seeing the grizzled elven General’s jaw twitching in response to the question.

Vengal met her eyes quickly and confidently and he took three steps forward from where he stood beside Selene. “Any rumors that you may or may not hear that are supposedly coming from within the Union Fleet or Ground forces are false.” He stated. “The Union military is far from in disarray… and each and every officer and soldier knows exactly who is in charge. Our readiness has not been altered from what it was before these events.”
“So no one within the military questions that Prince Androcles is now in command?” Paul asked.

“Our chain of command is established in such a manner that should anything happen to the King, overall command of all Union forces resorts immediately to Androcles. All of you know this.” Vengal answered. “From the moment he… from the moment he learned of his father’s death Androcles Leonidas assumed full command and control of all Union forces. There has never been a moment where we did not know who was in charge as you say. Admiral Riall, myself, Admiral Ceneu, War Master Tareif, we all get our orders from him and that has never been in doubt.” Vengal stepped back beside Selene as Dilaen pointed to a Limian reporter in the third row of seats and he stood up.

“Dilaen… broadcasts from Hadarian controlled networks have been reporting that Prince Androcles ordered the destruction of all four Jump Gates in the Hadarian home system resulting in the deaths of over three million men, women and children, most of them civilian. Is this accurate? And a follow up… this also has effectively isolated the entire Hadarian system and they are reporting Union ships are keeping any civilian traffic away from the area right now. Would you care to comment on why this was done if the Hadarian system is now independent of the Union with the dissolution of Queen Anja’s rule and the election of a new government and did Prince Androcles in fact order this blockade as well?”

Dilaen took a deep breath. “First off the new Hadarian government was not elected by the people of Hadaria. It came to power unlawfully by creating and manufacturing false charges and statements in regards to acts that they say Queen Anja committed while in power. These acts were subsequently proven false as seen pretty much across the Union in a live broadcast and when their scheme was exposed the Arch Ministry and Hadarian Elder Council acted unilaterally without the approval of the majority of their citizens.” She replied evenly. “They consequently attempted to engineer the murder of Queen Anja before she was able to leave the planet peacefully and endorsed an operation right here in Sparta that attempted to kidnap Retta and Calyb Leonidas. They tried to take them from their parents and return them to Hadaria against their will. Hadarian Elder Council Militia troops assaulted the school that the children attend in an effort to kidnap them as you are all aware. This was not some random thing, this was an operation planned and approved by Elder Buonau and Minister Wiktor.”
“Those very same broadcasts state that Queen Anja was given several opportunities to surrender Retta and Calyb without violence.” The reporter continued without missing a beat. “These attempts were reported as actions that would insure that the Hadarian Royal Bloodline remained safe.”
“I’m sorry… but when did children become assets to be bartered and traded?” Dilaen admonished the man. “Retta and Calyb are the children of King Leonidas and Queen Anja. They are not property of the Hadarian Arch Ministry or the Elder Council or anyone for that matter. They certainly did not want to leave their parents, and now they will have to deal with the loss of their father. Who are the victims here?”

“The new Hadarian government did not have anything to do with what the Kavalian Federation has perpetrated.” The Limian reporter continued. “Did Prince Androcles order the destruction of the Gates and if so why?”

“We have not found any information to date that implicates them in knowledge of what the Kavalians have done.” Dilaen corrected him. “And believe me we are looking. The four Jump Gates into the Hadarian system were compromised by Deputy Laustinos among his many other crimes. A unique and very powerful computer virus he had made and installed essentially took all control of these four Gates from the JGC. With these four Gates intact the Kavalian Federation was illegally pouring troops and ships into the system through a separate Jump Gate that they had built within Kavalian space somewhere. They were doing this and circumventing known Lycavorian Union space and also bypassing all of our defensive measures. That act can not be construed as a friendly action by even the dullest individual that I am aware of.” Dilaen spoke calmly.
“The Kavalian Federation has sent out several broadcasts from Hadarian space as well and they say they were only moving personnel and equipment to Hadaria at the request of the new Hadarian government.” The Limian continued even as his face and name were being taken down by several Krypteria agents secretly in the room exactly where Dilaen had placed them expressly for this purpose.

“If they wish to do that, then they can do so just as everyone else does. They can ask permission to transit Union space legally and not use an illegal Jump Gate that they built to tap into our system to bypass our space and all of our security measures, which is exactly what they were doing, let’s not forget that.” Dilaen answered.

“So Prince Androcles did order the destruction of the Gates?” The Limian asked.

Dilaen nodded. “To protect the sovereignty of the Lycavorian Union and to eliminate free and unhindered access to any potential future Kavalian military operations into Union space… yes.” She answered.
“Do we know if any operations like those you speak of were planned?” The Limian asked her.

“I will not go into any particular details of Intelligence Operations at this time.” Dilaen answered.

“Isn’t that very mindset what caused the events of the last weeks?” The Limian asked.

Dilaen tilted her head as she looked at him. “No… the Kavalians caused the events of the last three weeks not Union policies… and to imply or give credence to this notion is not only wrong, but completely inappropriate sir. If you wish to report on the news I am giving to you, then report the facts and not your suppositions and twisted realities of the facts I present!” 

“Does the Lycavorian Union recognize the new Hadarian government?” The Limian asked more timidly this time.

“At the moment… the Lycavorian Union is focused on recovering from a vicious and devastating attack against our people by the Kavalian Federation that has been very costly in terms of life.” Dilaen answered. 

“Will the Union Senate recognize the new Hadarian government when it has reformed?” The Limian pressed.

Dilaen shook her head. “I don’t know. That will be up to the Union Senate once those that have been murdered by the Kavalians have been replaced and our new King and they have time to meet and discuss outside events. At this time I can not speak to that other than to say it may be several months before they have an opportunity to address it.”

“So the Union will not abide by the new Hadarian government’s official request to return Retta and Calyb Leonidas to their custody and open free travel corridors between the Hadarian system and other governments?” He continued.

Dilaen met his eyes. “You seem to have been monitoring the broadcasts from within the Hadarian system much more closely than we have.” She stated quickly.

“I’m… I’m only doing my job.” The Limian answered.

“Indeed.” Dilaen answered. “So am I. As I said before I can not speak to what the Union Senate will do when they are reorganized and reformed. My guess would be no to opening free travel corridors based on recent Kavalians actions. As for returning Retta and Calyb to Hadarian custody and taking them from their family… that will not happen ever… even on a very good day for them.” Dilaen turned to another reporter in one of the rows further back. It was an elven female. “Yes?”

“As spokesperson for Prince Androcles… can you comment on how these events would not have happened if we had open borders and open communications with all beings within the universe?” She asked.

Dilaen blinked. “Excuse me?”

“The Free Utopian movement has stated for decades that actions such as this would not take place if we simply communicated more openly with our brothers and sisters from different species and worlds and did not have so many secrets.” The female said. Dilaen could see a great deal of eye rolling and the shaking of heads going on among the reporters near where the woman stood. 
“Can I infer from the “we” in your statement that you are part of this particular Utopian movement?” Dilaen asked.

“Yes. Proudly.” The female answered.

“Well… then let me say this.” Dilaen spoke firmly. “The Free Utopian Movement is nothing more than a congregation of individuals who are so far out of touch with reality that it is not even funny.” She said seeing the woman’s eyes go wide in shock and anger. “Now… I won’t address the obviously ignorant question you just asked, but if you have another question that is grounded in reality I would be happy to answer that.” Dilaen pointed to another human male. “Victor from Channel 43.”

“Dilaen… can you comment on the operation that took place on Kranek and the now public knowledge that the Immortal Cha'talla is still alive?” He asked.

“The operations on Kranek and within The Wilds are still ongoing to the best of my knowledge and I can’t comment on them at this time.” Dilaen replied. “What I can tell you is that Queen Dysea has been rescued and is currently being transported back to Kranek where she will then return to Earth.”

“Does she have any comment on the Kavalian insistence that they will only deal with the Elven Parliament to release Queen For'mya?” Victor continued quickly before Dilaen moved on. “Do you have any idea why they are requesting this and what her reaction will be as Queen of the Elves?”
“To the best of my knowledge, Queen Dysea is currently being briefed on everything that has happened by her aides and I’m sure she will have some statement when she returns.” Dilaen said honestly. “Beyond that I can not speculate Victor.”

“What about Cha'talla?” Victor asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Will he be detained by our government and charged with crimes against the Lycavorian Union for his actions while Captain to the High Lord Veldruk?” Victor asked with a neutral voice.

“While I’m sure there are probably people who would like to see this happen… it will not.” Dilaen replied confidently. “The Cha'talla that Queen Dysea and Princess Normya have been forming a relationship with is not the same Cha'talla that we knew as the Immortal Captain to Veldruk. He is very different, as is his entire tribe of Akruxians, and if the recent information I have received is any indication we will not even recognize them. Cha'talla’s Blessed wife, a vampire pureblood by the name of Esther Suira has apparently discovered a toxin of some sort within the genetic code of the Akruxian people that was put there by Veldruk many thousands of years ago. Using equipment and information she obtained from our ship databases she was able to create a serum of sorts that results in the Akruxian people returning to what they looked like long before Veldruk introduced this vile toxin into the atmosphere of their planet and proceeded to conquer them. I believe there are images and information in the packets you were given when you entered the room that may shed some light on what you are asking, including images of Cha'talla and two of his sons taken two days ago as they were preparing to retrieve Queen Dysea.”

“Conquer them?” Victor asked surprised.

Dilaen nodded. “There is much that we do not know about the Akruxian people or what they endured before we fought them in battle as they served the High Coven. Considering what they have done in helping Denali Leonidas and his siblings in freeing Queen Dysea, do we not owe them the benefit of the doubt?” Dilaen smiled brightly. “I have met Cha'talla… and I have seen what he built on Kranek. I think you will be very surprised to discover what I discovered while I was there. Androcles has also informed me that I can announce that his sister Normya is now the Blessed Wife to the first born son of Cha'talla and Esther Suira.” This brought a wave of murmurs and questions from the reporters and she raised her hand. “I’m sure they can answer your questions much better than I, and I do believe Cha'talla will be holding a conference like this either from Kranek or when he arrives here.”

“He’s coming here?” Victor gasped.

Dilaen nodded. “He will return with Queen Dysea I’m sure. She has become very close friends with him and his wife Esther.” Dilaen turned and let her eyes scan the crowd and she pointed at a Lycavorian male. “Yes?”

“Donlar, Channel 71.” He stated evenly. “Can you shed any light on what exactly Prince Androcles and others were doing training High Coven dragons? Did the King know of this? Did the Senate know and approve of this? Is there any truth to the reports coming out of the new Hadarian government that Queen Anja in fact refused the Kavalians access to Union Healers in their conflict with the High Coven and does not training High Coven dragons breach the Non-Interference clause of the Union Constitution and give some weight to the Kavalian’s argument on why they have done this?”

“I don’t see how massacring innocent Union civilians, killing our King, kidnapping two of our Queens, destroying nearly a dozen Drow outposts in The Wilds and attempting to kill every child of our King can be construed as anything but a heinous act.” Dilaen answered calmly.

“I was… I was not trying to justify their actions in any way Dilaen.” The man spoke defensively.

“I know… and that is why you are still in this room.” She answered plainly. “I will take each of your points in turn if I may?”

CITADEL ONE 

.03 LIGHT YEARS INSIDE SOL SYSTEM
FIFTEEN SECONDS AFTER REVERSION
SIXTY SECONDS FROM ENTERING SOL SYSTEM DEFENSE NETWORK

“Give me a status! All systems!” Lyrew barked as he came out of his command chair.

“Engines go!”


“Sensors and tactical online!”


“Shields and weapons check!”


Lyrew looked at his female XO. “Position!”


“Point zero three inside Sol System! Nominal strain on engines!” She answered with some excitement. “We just jumped almost seventy thousand light years!”


“Time to recharge on the Q Drive?” Lyrew barked.


The woman’s hands flew across her console. “Wow!” She exclaimed. “Q Drive cells are nearly depleted. We won’t be able to jump back for nineteen hours six minutes!”


Lyrew looked at her and his eyes narrowed. “What? Why?” He demanded.


“We’ve never jumped this far before Captain!” She replied as she worked her console. “The Q Drive cells were only at sixty percent capacity when we jumped. We’re down to nine point six percent now. We did not know how much this would strain the capacitors sir.”


Lyrew did some fast figuring in his head and finally nodded. “So we need at least fifty to jump back.” He spoke. “Fair enough! Sensors… full active sweep extending out to one light year! Tell me what we have around us!”


Lilonus stepped forward quickly. “I would not recommend that Captain.” He stated. “It could be taken for a sign of hostility considering how jumpy the Lycavorians will be.”


Lyrew ignored him and turned to his uncle and Coren. He smiled. “We are here.” He stated confidently before turning back to Lilonus. “And perhaps you overestimated your fellow Lycavorians Ambassador. No one is here waiting to greet us and blast us from the stars!”

Ardan smiled. “Excellent work Lyrew! Excellent!”


“How soon before we can arrive at Earth?” Coren asked quickly.


“Sensors?” Lyrew turned his head to where his sensor chief was sitting at his station. “Sensors?”


“Ah… Captain… maybe you should see this sir!” The man stammered.


“How long to Earth damn it!” Coren snapped.


The sensor chief looked up. “I don’t think we’ll be getting to Earth Regent Re Mydala.” He stated.


“What are you talking about?” Lyrew snapped as he moved up behind the man with Ardan and Coren. “Why not?”


“Sir, sensors… sensors are detecting nearly four hundred ships in the system!” The chief told him as he pointed to the screen. “Numerous sizes and some of them are huge! Twice the size of CITADEL ONE Captain!”


“Scan them!” Lyrew snapped.


Lilonus shook his head. “I wouldn’t do that.” He stated, only Jokros looking at him when he did.


The sensor chief worked his controls. “Energy based weapons! Plasma turrets mostly… but damn big ones! Power output is off the charts at nearly a hundred terra watts!”

“A hundred terra watts?” Lyrew gasped.

“Yes sir! I’m detecting what appear to be Kinetic Missile launchers of some nature, some sort of heavy Photonic torpedo launchers as well! Hull composition is…”

“What?” Ardan asked.


“It’s some kind of metal I’ve never seen before.” He stated. “I’m reading Crystanium and this unknown type of metal in some sort of reinforced weave. It’s incredible!”


“What about Earth?” Coren asked.


“I’m detecting what look like multiple planetary heavy defense platforms!” He answered Coren quickly. “Close to two hundred of them in an overlapping field surrounding the planet at a range of three million kilometers from the upper atmosphere! There is also some sort of space station in orbit… and by the grace of the prophets it’s massive! Detecting nearly a million and a half lifeforms on the station alone! Same types of weapons! Population of Earth is over three billion! Another half a million on what appears to be some sort of station on the moon!”

“So few?” Ardan asked softly.


“The Passing of the Comet depopulated Earth by over half when it passed between the Earth and its moon.” Lilonus stated coming forward slightly. “It is a testament to human engineering that more did not die.”

“The engineering skills of the Eridiani do not impress me ambassador!” Coren hissed.


“These humans are not the Eridiani Regent Re Mydala, and it would behoove you to take that into account going into the future.” Lilonus berated him, causing several sets of eyes to widen at his disrespectful response to a member of the SBR.


“Captain… passive sensors are detecting something.” Another officer called out from the other side of the bridge.


Lyrew turned to him across the bridge. “Speak plainly Lieutenant!” He barked. “That is not proper protocol!”


“I don’t know what it is sir!” He announced. “I only picked it up by accident because one of the Vector Variance nodes spiked!”


Lyrew turned back to his chief sensor operator. “Rorga?” He asked. 


The man shook his head slowly as he transferred his screens to the passive arrays. “He’s right.” He stated. “It’s a Spatial Displacement of some sort! I’ve never seen anything like it before.”

“Explain!” Lyrew demanded.


“It is a Vector Frequency Variance of some sort as he said.” Rorga answered.


“A weapon of some kind?” Coren asked.


“Spatial Displacements are not a weapon regent.” Rorga told him as he worked his controls.


Tastia stepped up next to Coren and took his hand. “Coren… it is similar in many ways to holo technology. It is more closely related to the Flat Space Technology our scientists have been working on. It is the ability to phase items in and out of real…” Tastia eyes grew a little wider as she stopped talking. “By the Grace of the Prophets!”

Coren looked at her. “Tastia… what is… what is wrong?”


Tastia turned to the sensor chief. “These spatial displacements? How large are they?” She demanded.


“Scalar and Vector space variation is up nearly a thousand percent Lady Tastia!” Rorga answered. “Aft quarter and off our port bow!”


Tastia’s eyes were wide now and she turned to Lilonus quickly. “They have Spatial Displacement Shields?” She gasped.


Lilonus shrugged his broad shoulders. “I do not know Lady Dal Vesch.” He answered. “I am just an un-intelligent humble Lycavorian observer!”


Tastia turned back to Lyrew with a snarl of anger. “Captain you must stop the ship!” She exclaimed.


“What? Why?” He demanded.


Tastia pointed to the sensor screens. “Those are not normal spacial anomalies Captain! They are ships!”


“Impossible!” Lyrew hissed. “We know of the High Coven Shroud shields! Our sensors could easily penetrate this technology!”

Lilonus snorted. “You are not dealing with the High Coven.” He spat. “Perhaps you will take my advice now and stand your ship down.”


Tastia turned back to Coren. “Those are ships Coren!” She snapped. “These Lycavorian knew… they knew we were coming!”


Coren looked at Lilonus quickly and he raised his hands. “Don’t look at me.” He stated. “I have no means to contact them. Perhaps they are not as un-intelligent as you seem to think!”


“Captain?” Coren questioned turning to him.


Lyrew shook his head quickly. “Impossible Regent Re Mydala. Our sensors are far more advanced than anything this Lycavorian Union can field. Our intelligence is…”


“Your intelligence is wrong.” Lilonus stated causing everyone to turn and glare at him. He raised his hands once more. “Very well… I will just stand over here and watch you make fools of yourselves.” 

Tastia’s eyes narrowed as he stepped to the side and crossed his arms over his chest and looked at them confidently. She turned back to Coren. “Coren… we will… inferior that they may be, we need to proceed cautiously based on what our sensors have picked up. Even we can not fight three hundred plus ships!”

“I will prove it to you that nothing is there!” Lyrew barked. “Weapons! Forward Portside batteries. Turrets one and three. One volley! Fire!”

“NO!” Tastia screamed too late.

They could only watched as CITADEL ONE’S portside weapons turrets swiveled around and unleashed a single barrage into space. Instead of racing off into the stars as it should have, they watched as the nine beams of intense power slammed into something unseen only half a million kilometers from their ship.

Lilonus shook his head. “I told you it was a bad idea.” He said.

STRIKE GROUP TALON
ULU LEONIDAS II-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER
ULU RAVEN’S WINGS

Captain Imror steadied himself as the RAVEN’S WINGS shuddered heavily under the barrage of the new ship. It’s powerful shields took the brunt of the volley of energy based turrets but still caused his ship to roll ever so slightly to the side. Sparks flew from a secondary tactical station and Imror looked at his mug of coffee, now on the deck instead of in his hand where it was only seconds ago.


“Rensibfla!” He snarled savagely and pushed himself out of his chair. “Are you nubous kidding me? They just fired on us! Report!”


“Shields down to seventy-three percent but recharging!” The voice sounded off instantly. “Energy based weapons! Eighty Terra Watt range! Comparable to our Type One turrets in power but tighter beams and more focused! Nice spread!” 

“Is the Shroud active? Did they see us?” Imror barked.


“Shroud was active Captain!” Another voice echoed. “They must have fired randomly at the spatial distortion the Shroud generates!”


“Fired randomly?” Imror gasped. “Are they idiots! They made me spill my coffee!” He spoke as he bent down to lift his mug. He slammed it down on the arm of his chair and turned his head. “Casualties?”

“A Power conduit overloaded on deck thirteen! Three reported injured… one seriously! Medical team is already enroute!”

“Nubou! The Prince sent us out here to wait… not to get fired upon! Flash a report to Fleet Command! Tell them to let Androcles know what is happening here now! Power up the weapons and drop the nubous Shroud! They want to play tag… fine by me! Bring the BIP to alert and order them into BIP plan Omega Three! How close are they to the SSDN?”


“Already inside the outer perimeter sir!” 

Imror smiled savagely. “Fine! Let’s introduce ourselves to our Vanari guests! Launch the Ready Flight! And find me their communications channel!”


“Firing solution locked in for starboard Type One Batteries! M22As are loaded in all launchers! Fusion torps at full yield!”


“Their shields?” Imror asked.


“If scans are accurate… same category as the Type 90s. Looks similar to the Refractive Shield schematics that we got last week.”


Imror nodded. “Fine! Give them something to think about! Full barrage to port across their bow! Every battery! Wake them up Weapons Officer!”

CITADEL ONE

“What was that?” Lyrew demanded. “What did they hit?”

“Captain! Massive scalar and vector flux particles are being generated in the location we just targeted! All around us! Something is… something is materializing! Many… many things are materializing!”


“Materializing!” Lyrew exclaimed. “What does that mean?”

“The Prophets preserve me… it’s a ship! A huge ship! Ships materializing all around us!” The man shouted.


Lyrew spun around. “Shields! Shields!” He screamed. “Lower the bridge hull plating! Let’s see what we are facing!”

“Captain Lyrew! One ship off our port quarter! Sir, it’s over four thousand meters long!” Rorga shouted. “Another off our aft quarter! Over two thousand meters long! Smaller ships appearing all around us and beginning to maneuver!”


They all looked to the left to see the immense battle gray hull of the monstrous ship. Even at half a million kilometers distance they could easily tell the ship was twice their size and it was built for only one purpose.

“Prepare weapons!” Lyrew barked as he settled into his chair his eyes wide at what he saw. “Damage on that ship?”


Rorga turned in his chair to look at him shaking his head. “Minimal sir! And their shields have already returned to full power!”


“So quickly?” Ardan asked no one in particular.


“Detecting massive power surges all along their hull! Their weapons! Their weapons must be powering!” Another voice shouted.


“Fighters!” A third voice echoed. “Fighters are launching from the largest ship!”


“How many capital ships?” Lyrew barked.


“Twenty-four are maneuvering around us now Captain!” Rorga answered. “They vary in size from that dreadnought to destroyer class. They just appeared out of nowhere!”


“Captain Lyrew… long range sensors show that more than half the ships in the system have turned toward our location and are on intercept courses! Estimate they will arrive in under thirty minutes!”


Tastia clung tightly to Coren’s arm, her eyes wide and anxious. Coren and Ardan also looked very much in shock and Lilonus simply stood to the side shaking his head.


“Targeting sensors!” Rorga screamed. “They are locking us! They’re firing Captain! They’re firing!”


“Evasive! Evasive to starboard!” Lyrew screamed.


They could do nothing but watch as the entire left side of the colossal ship, fully twice their size, flared brilliantly with a combination of red and yellow light as every battery on the port side of the RAVEN’S WINGS opened up at once. None of them had ever seen anything like it so close and they stood transfixed as twenty-five Type One Terra series turrets and fifteen Type Two Terra Series sent forty sizzling beams of destructive power ripping across space to pass so close to CITADEL ONE’s hull that the ship shuddered violently just from the enormous concussive power. Tastia clutched Coren tightly as they held one another to keep from falling while Ardan gripped the side of the station he was next to.

“They missed!” Rorga exclaimed. “They missed!”


“They missed intentionally you fool!” Lilonus spat.


“Captain Lyrew! We are being hailed!” A new voice chimed in. “It’s the Lycavorian ship!”


Lyrew turned to Ardan and Coren quickly. “We can make a run for it.” He stated with more confidence than he felt.


“And go where?” Lilonus barked. “You are inside Lycavorian space! Within the most heavily defended system outside of their capital planet of Apo Prime! Where will you hide? You have no Shroud!”


“Uncle?” Lyrew asked ignoring him. “Regent Re Mydala?”


Coren nodded. “Let us hear what he has to say.” He stated. “Ardan?”


Ardan nodded. “Yes.”


Lyrew turned back to his communications officer. “Put it up on the main monitor.” He stated.


They turned to look at the huge communications monitor on the right side of the bridge as the scene appeared. A large bridge with numerous species on it sitting calmly at their stations and the single Lycavorian in the chair sitting slightly above the others in the center of the bridge.


“I am Captain Imror of the United Lycavorian Union Strike Cruiser RAVEN’S WING!” The Lycavorian spoke harshly, anger clearly visible on his stern face. They knew enough of Lycavorians to know that this one was very upset. “You will identify yourself immediately or my next volley will not be across your bow! And I will leave nothing but pieces of your ship floating as space debris for firing on me unprovoked!”


Coren took the lead now as it was he who had gotten everyone involved in this mission. “I am Coren Re Mydala, a member of the Senior Board of Regents for the Vanari Empire, and I demand passage to Earth so that I may retrieve the members of my family that you are holding against their will!”

“Are you also the nubous eache that ordered your ship to fire on mine?” Imror barked out.


Coren turned to Lilonus swiftly who shook his head, refusing to translate. “What did he say damn it?” Coren snarled.


“He called you a fucking moron Regent Re Mydala.” Lilonus snapped right back causing Coren’s eyes to go wide. “A phrase that fits quite well at this moment.”


Coren turned back to Imror’s image. “We did not know… we did not know your ship was there!” Coren barked. “You were hidden from our sensors!”


“Joa sibfla!” Imror snapped loudly. “I will give you ten seconds to tell me why you have jumped directly into Union space without permission and then fired upon my ship Regent Re Mydala of the Vanari Empire!” Imror spoke sarcastically.


“I told you!” Coren barked back. “I have come to retrieve the members of my family that your government holds!” He answered. “I demand passage to Earth so that I may facilitate that. Then we will be gone and leave your kind to kill each other all you want.”


They watched Imror slowly get to his feet on his bridge, his face showing his surprise at Coren’s word. He could no doubt see Lilonus in the rear of the transmission shaking his head in disbelief. “You demand? Is that so?” Imror finally managed to say. “So you decide to jump from wherever the hell you came from directly into Union space and then you expect to travel all the way to Earth all without being challenged in the least so you can make demands? And you respond in this way when I ask you what it is you want, after you have fired on my ship unprovoked and I did nothing! That’s extremely arrogant and stupid of you don’t you think?”

“You were hidden from our sensors! What do you expect?” Coren snapped.

“This is Union space you nubous ronnus! I can run around hidden from view in my anse underwear if I want!” Imror screamed at them from his ship. “Speak quickly fool before I come to the conclusion that you are hostile and blast you into atoms!”

“Lycavorians from the Protectorate have kidnapped my… they have kidnapped another Regent of our government as well as three of my children!” Coren snapped detecting Tastia looking at him out of the corner of his eye. “We tracked them here! Did you think you could hide them from us? We have come to get them back!”


“I don’t know what you have been told fool…” Imror stated seeing Coren’s eyes go wide at his statement. “But what I do know is that you have entered Lycavorian Union space illegally in an unknown warship; you have fired upon my ship without reason or warning and put three of my crew in the infirmary, one of them in critical condition! That woman has a mate and three children Regent Re Mydala and if she dies, I will blast your ship into so many pieces that even the gods won’t be able to find them all!” Imror roared at him from the transmission monitor. “Now move your monsene mida out of my sight and let me talk to that Lycavorian you have standing behind you or you will regret the day you ever came up with this malda idea to begin with!”

“We will do no such thing!” Ardan chimed in now moving up next to Coren. “He is an Ambassador to the Vanari and not a member of our government!”

“Ah… another country heard from!” Imror popped.


“I am Regent Vu Lamurrion! Also a member of the Senior Board of Regents!” Ardan snapped. “This is my ship and we will remain on our course to Earth in order to conduct our business! I suggest you put us in touch with your commanding officer and then provide us an escort to this planet so that we may conduct our business!”


Imror looked taken aback by the answer and they watched him look off to the side of the monitor for a moment. He turned back to them on the monitor and shook his head. “There is only one reason I do not blow you out of the stars and that is because we have expected you. I may just forgo I ever saw that report considering your arrogant attitude!”

Coren moved closer to the monitor. “Expected us?” He asked in shock.


Lilonus had heard enough and he stepped forward quickly. “Captain Imror… Pen brol Sarnathi Lilonus rie vada Protectorate. Alad forn pera rie Gundal Caoire Dutkne? Vin cedaur sey olynna usiden cayle blon?”

Imror nodded his head slowly. “Jainn.” He answered.


“Bejar forn duetoth tye reyna?” Lilonus asked.


Tastia was the only one who paid close attention to the exchange between the two 
Lycavorians and she noticed the difference in tone and stance of the Lycavorian officer as he spoke to Lilonus. It was one of respect and confidence even though she knew they had never met before. It was no different than how she had seen Lycavorians from the embassy treat others of their species as well as everyone else. Tastia was the only one onboard who had actually spent any time around those from the embassy on Austrova and she had picked up more than a few words listening to them talk in their native language. She considered herself something of a language expert and could speak seven different languages fluently. It was not an easy language to learn she knew and the number of Vanari who had tried and mastered it she could count on one hand, but those who could speak it fluently she was very impressed by. She tugged on Coren’s arm gently. 

“He’s… I think he’s asking to speak with General Director Dutkne of the Protectorate Coren.” She whispered softly.


“Are you sure?” Coren asked just as softly.


“No… not completely… but I think that is what he is saying.” Tastia answered as Lilonus and Imror continued to speak. “We gain more now from corporation Coren. Not conflict. I think we have already seen we do not stand a chance against this one ship let alone the others.”

“We do not know that!” Lyrew spoke.


It was Jokros who came forward now. “Are you blind man?” He hissed softly. “We are surrounded and outnumbered and a full barrage from our forward turrets did not even scratch the shields on that ship!”


Tastia turned her attention back to the monitor when this Captain Imror nodded his head and finished their conversation. “Pen gur atle pen bejar! Indalfrid Androcles gur ter clodoca Sarnathi Lilonus.”


Lilonus nodded his head. “Pen pera.”


Imror settled back into his chair and looked at Coren once more. “Exactly three and a half minutes ago you crossed into what we call the Sol System Defense Network.” Imror stated quite plainly. “It is a little scheme that one of our Fleet Admirals thought up while on vacation. It’s quite ingenious actually. If you adjust your sensors to frequency 456.7 you will find that there are now exactly thirty-five planetary defense platforms locked onto your ship from different locations within this system. In another ninety seconds you will cross the threshold where those PDPs will open fire automatically unless they receive a signal from a Union warship. Each PDP is armed with twenty-five Kinetic Missile Launchers and an assortment of Plasma based turrets and Photonic torpedoes. Each PDP is completely independent of the other and fully automated. In seventeen minutes this entire area will also be swarming with Union ships who are under the impression you are an enemy Regent Re Mydala, or whatever your name is, and they will be coming for blood. Your blood. Our King was taken from us less than two weeks ago and you will forgive us if we are just a tad bit jumpy. RAVEN’S WING is the command ship for this system Regent Re Mydala. If you do not shut your engines down immediately and hold your position I will not send that signal and those PDPs will scatter your ship to the four winds. The decision is yours, make it quickly!”


Lyrew was beside Rorga in an instant as his hands worked his console. They grew even wider when they found that this Lycavorian had told them the truth. Rorga nodded quickly. “He speaks truthfully Regent Re Mydala. Thirty-five automated defense platforms are tracking us even now. We…”


Tastia nudged Coren once more. “Do you wish to die here Coren?” She asked forcefully. “I do not! And we accomplish nothing in regards to Devra and your children if we do.”


Coren looked at Ardan. “Ardan?”


“What choice do we have?” He spoke. “Lyrew… full stop!”


Lyrew nodded and turned to his helm officer. “Helm! Full stop! Station keeping thrusters only!”


“Helm answers full stop!” The voice called. “Station keeping thrusters engaged!”


Coren turned back to look at Imror on the monitor. “You have the Ambassador there to thank for your lives.” Imror stated as he touched the arm of his chair several times. “You will maintain this position while I contact my superiors. The PDPs will remain locked on your ship until further notice. I will get back to you.”


Coren and Ardan turned to Lilonus as the monitor went dark. “What did you tell him?” Coren demanded.


“I asked that he contact the General Director on Earth.” Lilonus replied.


“Ambassador you are a guest on this ship!” Coren spat. “You do not make decisions on behalf of the Vanari people! That is what Ardan and I are here for!”


Lilonus met his gaze evenly. “Then by all means Regent Re Mydala… continue your path to Earth but before you do… please give me a shuttle so that I can remain here. I do not wish to die among people who are too arrogant and unbelievably stupid to not realize just how close to death they came!”

Tastia looked surprised at this. “What do you mean?” She asked.


“It does not matter!” Coren snapped.


Tastia looked at him. “It does to me.” She barked right back unafraid of Coren. “What do you mean Ambassador?” She asked turning back to Lilonus.


“When the General Director left to come here to Earth he told me there were several events happening within Union space that they did not have all the details too.” Lilonus spoke gently with her. “Word is spreading rapidly among the Lycavorians within the Union that the Protectorate exists according to Captain Imror, especially among their military, and it will spread quicker when news reaches the Protectorate itself. General/Director Dutkne told me they did not know exactly what they were heading into but they would advise me when the first opportunity arose. Captain Imror has just given me the short version.”


“And?” Tastia asked.


“The Kavalian Federation… a very warlike and brutal feline species… they conducted several vicious and horrific attacks against Union targets two weeks ago.” Lilonus told her.


“Lycavorian politics mean nothing to me!” Coren snarled.


Lilonus met his eyes. “The Lycavorian King was killed you nubous igord!” He shouted in anger causing many sets of eyes to grow large at this knowledge and his lost of temper and protocol. The Lycavorian Ambassador was known as a man who remained cool even through the treatment many among the Vanari people knew he received. None of them had ever seen or heard of the man becoming angry. “One of his Queens has been kidnapped! His children were targets as well and several of them nearly lost their lives! Almost a thousand of their people were killed in a terrorist bombing of a government building and nearly half of that number were small children on a field trip! The entire Lycavorian Union is at its highest state of alert and you come blasting in here thinking that you will drive your ship right up to where the majority of the royal family remains and make your ridiculous demands! These Lycavorians are not from the Protectorate and they do not know you or your inbred arrogance! They will swat you and your mighty ship from the stars if you do not do exactly as they say! At least until we can speak with someone from their government!” Lilonus stepped right up to Coren and jammed his finger into his chest causing Jokros to step forward in order to protect his charge. “You and your fool actions almost got your ship and your entire crew killed Coren Re Mydala. Captain Imror would have blown you into oblivion without so much as blinking an eye had I not stepped in and tried to explain things to him! These Lycavorians are not like those of us in the Protectorate Regent Re Mydala, and they will not abide your superior attitude or your callous dismissive treatment of them. Now… now Imror will at least contact Earth and find out what to do, but he can not guarantee that Prince Androcles does not order your ship obliterated. According to Imror he is not as understanding and forgiving as his father once was!” Lilonus shook his head as he got his anger under control and inhaled deeply. 
“Excellent work Regent Re Mydala… excellent work. I just saved your blue skinned Vanari backside and everyone else on this ship and still you smell of the arrogance born of blissful ignorance! You just go right ahead and act in this manner with the Lycavorians and they will not only send you home, they may very well send you home in a box!” Lilonus turned and looked at Tastia quickly and bowed his head in respect. “Lady Del Vesch, if you will excuse me I am going to return to my quarters now. It is becoming increasingly difficult to breath among all the sibfla that permeates the air.”


Tastia’s green eyes were wide as he spun on his heels and left all of them standing there in disbelief after absorbing his verbal tongue lashing as if they were nothing more than children. Tastia turned once more and looked at Coren as Lyrew moved up closer to them as well. Jokros stepped up behind Lyrew, who did not have a very pleasant expression on his face and it was Lyrew who began to demand answers.

“I understand I serve at your behest Uncle…” Lyrew stated calmly. “But you chose me to command this ship and now I have nearly ten thousand men and women who look to me for guidance. I need to know what exactly we have gotten ourselves into and I need to know now.”
CRANAE ISLAND

“Oh… I knew there was a reason I liked her that day in my office!” Deia exclaimed as they watched and listened to the broadcast from Sparta. “She is utterly fearless!”
Helen nodded her head. “Indeed.” She stated. “Andro… you made an excellent choice in Dilaen Roan.” She turned her head to look at him but found him standing up from his spot between Panos and Devra as Jomann stood behind him with a data pad in his hand. The harsh and angry expression on Jomann’s face did not bode well. She began to rise to her feet when Devra spoke.

“I must say… your people… your society is so open.” Devra stated. “Those who work in a similar capacity within Vanari controlled territory would never think to ask such questions.”

Deia turned to look at her. “You don’t allow this?” She asked.

Devra shook her head quickly. “No… it’s not that… I believe our reporters as you call them, I believe they are afraid to ask such questions. Those who have been on the Board of Regents for centuries tend to think of themselves as above those they are supposed to govern. It is an attitude that I have tried to changed since being elected… but millennia of tradition and culture is hard to go against.”

Deia nodded her head. “Yes… we know that well.” She said softly. “Millennia of culture and tradition that we took too far guided us away from what Resumar and Canth wanted us to embrace.” She looked at Devra. “Martin’s return is what gave that back to us. In a quarter century he has done more by his own actions and examples to return our people to our instincts than thousands of years of policy and rules.”

“What is he like?” Devra asked softly. “Is Androcles like him?”

Bren chuckled beside her and she looked at him. “If only that was the case.” He said.

Helen nodded her head with a smile. “They are alike in many respects…” She said. “Both of them are far more intelligent than they let on to others. They are closer to their instincts than most of us; they worship the ground their mates wake upon, a trait that has swept through the Union to affect all species to be honest.”

Deia smiled gently. “My mandri is an enigma Devra Re Mydala, and because of when Androcles was conceived, he has become just as big an enigma as his father.” She said softly. “They… they know things that others do not. They feel things others do not. They are deeply entrenched in faith, but you would never know it by how they talk or act in many respects. They…”
“Forgive me… what do you mean when you say when he was conceived?” Devra asked politely.

Deia looked at her for a moment. “He has not told you?” She asked.

Devra shook her head. “It… it never has come up… why?”

“It is not a time that many of us reflect on.” Deia replied. “Perhaps…”

“Tell her Deia.” Panos said softly everyone turning to look at him.

“It is private Panos… you know this.” Deia said.

Panos nodded. “Yes it is.” He answered. “But it also concerns Sadi and Elynth as well and soon her own daughter. I know Martin… he has been like a son to me from that first day of his return and Androcles like a grandson, you know this. Devra has a right to know Andro and his father as well as we do. Her daughter will share the lives of our family going into the future and better she hear it from someone who knows and loves Andro than from random people who will only emboss what they have done and make them appear to be something they are not. He and Elynth would not appreciate that. Nor would Martin.”

Helen nodded her head. “Panos is right Deia and he knows them better than most.” She said looking at Devra. “Whether you believe it or not Devra, Caliria will be a Leonidas one day. Much sooner than you might think if I know Androcles as I do and you, Arduri, Naesta, your son… all of you will be connected to us in a way that can not be broken.”
Devra looked at Bren quickly and then back to Helen. “I have only been among your people for a few days and after what I have seen so far… well my belief in the preordained is increasing more and more each day.” She looked at these two women. “Would he truly start a war with this Icalro Alliance to retrieve her?”
Deia nodded slowly. “To answer that question I will give you some history of his father Devra Re Mydala, for his father destroyed an empire to retrieve Androcles’s mother Aricia. And if nothing else, Androcles is his father’s son.” She saw Devra’s eyes grow a little wider at this knowledge. “It began the day we realized Martin still lived…” She began to speak.

“… Imror’s BIP is covering them now.” Jomann spoke. “But he wants guidance.”
Andro lifted his eyes from the pad. “They actually fired blindly?” He asked in disbelief. “Are they stupid?”
Jomann nodded. “Stupid and arrogant according to Imror. Three injuries… one critical. They have the woman stabilized but the RAVEN’S WINGS Hadarian medical officer is on leave with her husband on Elear. He is requesting a Hadarian to deploy to the ship and treat her and he wants to know what to tell them.”

Andro shook his head slowly. “Imror seems to be the one to always stumble into these situations.” He said. “He is the one who discovered the Coven when they first approached the border.”
“He is seriously pissed off Andro.” Jomann spoke. “He didn’t look happy at all.”

Andro nodded. “I don’t blame him.” He said. “You know him?”

Jomann shook his head. “Only by reputation.” He replied.

Andro held out the pad to him. “Well… that will change soon enough. I will get Devra… you get Sadi, Ne'Veha and Eliani and meet me…” Andro looked at him and saw the look on his face. “What?”

Jomann shook his head. “Nothing.”

Andro crossed his arms over his chest. “Jomann… don’t try to bullshit a bullshitter as my father and mother say. What is wrong?”

“Your sister… she does not care for me Andro and I would prefer to stay away from her as much as possible.” Jomann answered.

Andro met his eyes evenly and knew Jomann wasn’t telling him the truth. He could also detect the severe attraction to Eliani that Jomann had even though he was doing a very good job of burying that deeply. “I do not wish to make it difficult for you Jomann… but I will never get rid of her. For some reason she has appointed herself my personal caretaker and it has been like that for years. I couldn’t change it even if I wanted too. Eli is just very…”
“Short tempered?” Jomann offered. “And linguistically gifted when it comes to cursing someone out?”

Andro chuckled. “That’s a nicer description than I would have used… but yes.” He said. “Eli is the most passionate of my sisters in many ways Jomann… don’t be afraid of her. You are my Captain… so technically if it is not a medically related issue… you are the boss. She’ll respect you more if you put her in her place.”

Jomann looked at him and his eyes smiled. “How much blood will that cost me?” He asked with a smile.

“Probably more than you are willing to lose… but it will be worth it to see the look on her face.” Andro answered.

“Your family will not be angered?” He asked.

Andro laughed. “Angered? Sibfla… they’ll get a kick out of it! To this day no one has ever made Eliani back down. She’s as tenacious as the Coltarian Measles.”

Jomann winced. “I’ve had the Coltarian Measles Andro.” He stated. “It wasn't pretty.”

“I know it too.” Andro answered with a smile. “Had me in bed for three weeks. I thought I was going to die.”

“I think I did die. And then came back to life.” Jomann replied with a grin.

Andro slapped his arm. “Get them to the pad in twenty. I’ll meet you there.” He said.

Jomann nodded and Andro watched him walk off towards the villa. He felt the rush of air behind him but didn’t turn as Elynth settled gently to the sand behind him and folded her wings to her body as she moved up behind him. 

That man is smitten by Eliani in the worse way. Even I can sense his blood boiling for her. Elynth spoke as she settled to the sand and Andro turned to face her.

Andro reached up as she extended her snout out to him and he placed his hands on either side of her huge head, her golden eyes closing in happiness and love for her bonded brother. Yes he is.

Elynth opened her eyes and pushed against his chest with the tip of her snout. Eliani is confused Andro. And hurt because she does not understand why she is confused or why it does not seem to bother her that she has discovered what Malic and Nyla feel.
Andro looked at her. Zarah told me what happened on Kranek. Have you spoken with her?

Elynth shook her head. Thaura. She is worried for her Bonded Sister. Eliani is almost as good as you at keeping your feelings inside. She does not understand why she does not feel pain at what she now knows, and she does not understand why her wolf blood burns when Jomann is near her.

Andro looked at her surprised. Eli desires Jomann? He asked surprised. She has been… she has been so filled with vitriol when she is around him.

Elynth nodded her head. Desires him far more intensely than she ever did Malic… and she does not know why. She thought Malic and she were anomes because he bit her, but his scent is all but gone from her blood now. She does not understand it and that is why she treats Jomann as she does. She is… she is frightened of the feelings he brings out in her.

Andro lowered his hands but continued to stare at Elynth. Tenna told me he is descended from one of the original packs on Lycavore. A smaller pack that was left out of the Ruling Hierarchy only because of their size. She said they were given Council seats instead, and they…

Elynth saw his eyes grow larger. What?

Sister… Tenna Deia told me their line was one that my grandfather chose to include in the Ten Thousand because they could not be members of the Ruling packs. She said… she said that grandfather was close friends with the head of this bloodline. Jomann’s mother… she was born here in Sparta! Andro said. His father was born on Apo Prime, but his grandparents survived the Black Day and the years of oppression.

Elynth’s eyes grew a little wider now as she understood what he was leading up too. You think… you think…

Andro met her eyes once more. What else could it be? Eliani was born after me, but she was still conceived at a time when father was still affected by what happened with my mother.

Elynth nodded. And your mother Anja would have fully become wolf and fertile at the time and it would have been her first phase.
Andro nodded. And the first one is always the strongest one. My mother’s Hadarian bloodline is powerful and when combined with my father’s bloodline, this would have only augmented both to much larger proportions. Eli is powerful Elynth… far stronger than she lets on to anyone but Thaura.

Elynth nodded. I have felt this and Thaura has told Jeth this as well. What do you think it means?

Sister… what if the sixth ruling pack was not supposed to be of Chetak’s bloodline… but Jomann’s ancestors? Andro said.

That… that would account for the attraction they both feel. Elynth answered. The blood of a Leonidas would always be drawn to the most powerful of the other packs. If this is true… and the more I think of it the more I believe you are right… if this is true Andro, then that would explain why she feels what she does. Why Jomann feels it as well.

Andro nodded. I believe it is time for Eliani to discover some things of mother’s past. He said. It may help her to understand why she feels as she does.
But will she accept it as your mother did? Elynth said softly meeting his eyes. Or fight it as she has. 

Andro looked at her. Well… if I continue to keep them together…

You must not tell her what we suspect tonight when you meet with her. Elynth spoke. Tell her of Anja’s history and such, but do not push her toward Jomann Andro. If it is meant to be their blood will do it for them when they are ready no matter how much they fight it. Just as it did with you and KertaGai.

Andro nodded. I know. And I won’t. I will be back in a few hours sister. I must go and deal with this fool who is Caliria’s father.
As long as you don’t hurt him brother. Elynth spoke. That would not be the best way to endear yourself to your future mate.

Spoilsport. Andro spoke with a smile.

Elynth laughed within Mindvoice and butted his chest gently. I will see you tonight my Bonded Brother.


“… never did hear clearly what they were talking about.” Janae said as she came out of the shower and into the room. “They always spoke in whispers and that damn inhibitor thing in my head kept me from probing them.”


Arduri stood by the dresser and watched as Janae dropped the towel revealing her lush nakedness while Eliani and Sadi held out different items of clothing. Zarah and Lucia sat at the head of the bed, while Lu'ria and Carisia occupied the chairs near the large patio doors that led onto the white sand of the beach. Ne'Veha was rummaging through several different bags that had been brought for Janae. Arduri couldn’t help but think of how it had always been with Caliria and Naesta as they did these very same things. It was obvious that Lycavorians held almost no reservations about their sexuality and while they would dress provocatively in public and private, this was a situation where only the females of their species would gather. They had included her without thinking because she was Caliria’s sister and they considered her a friend and a member of their family already. Like her mother, Arduri was learning with every passing hour that all they had been raised and trained to think about the Lycavorians was being swept under the rug as either ridiculous or flat out untrue.


“Well… you certainly got that one ronnus good.” Eliani stated. “Zarah says you opened his leg so badly it severed the artery in two places.” 

Janae nodded. “He was the one that copped a feel when he had me on the floor right after they hit me. It pissed me off something fierce. Sick puppy is what he was.”


“These biogenic clones they have made are strong and durable.” Lucia spoke from the bed.


Janae nodded as she pulled the thong panties on over her full hips. “You know… one or two of them were actually quite handsome.”


Eliani looked at her. “Janae!” She exclaimed.


“What… I’m simply stating fact!” She replied quickly. “I didn’t say I was interested Eli! If they weren’t clones and they lived longer than ten years and we saw them walking down the street in Sparta you couldn’t tell they were Kavalian! All I’m saying is they could accomplish so much more if they simply talked to us and stopped trying to conquer the nubous universe!”

“After what they have done… I don’t think Andro and father are going to give them the chance to conquer anything but a grave.” Zarah spat.


Sadi nodded. “Avoi.” She muttered.


Janae looked at Sadi as she pulled on the jumpsuit pants. “So Sadi… you were serious when you said he was that big?”


Sadi looked at her and nodded her head. “Very.”


“And he actually knows how to use it huh?” Janae asked.


“Oh yes… exquisitely.” Sadi answered with a beaming smile.


“Not to mention he can make us sing with his tongue!” Lu'ria spoke with a bright smile of her own. As a Drow female Lu'ria was not afraid to express to others what Andro and her female lovers made her feel in their bed, or how she returned the pleasure with equal if not more enthusiasm. 


“Stop Mistress!” Carisia exclaimed now blushing somewhat. While She was completely uninhibited in their bed, Carisia was still becoming comfortable with being so open about what went on behind closed doors.

“What is wrong Enylarcopri my beautiful slave?” Lu'ria said with a loving smile and leaning over to nuzzle her cheek and neck. “You and SirsanGai squeal the loudest you know.”


“Actually… I think that is me.” Sadi spoke with a grin.


“Hey!” Eliani almost shouted. “We are getting into the realm of too much information here!”


“Yes please… he is our brother!” Zarah echoed. “Eewww! Yuck!”


“Well at least we know all the Leonidas men follow in their father’s footsteps in that regard.” Janae said with a smile. “Not only do the Queens walk around with permanent smiles on their faces but so do my cousin’s mates. We…” Janae stopped herself and cursed under her breath at her stupidity.

Eliani reached out and took her arm. “Don’t do that Janae. Don’t berate yourself. We will get her back Janae.” She said softly. “Father will never give up on her. Ever.”


Janae nodded her head. “I know. And neither will we.”


Arduri turned to look at the holoimages arrayed on the dresser and her green eyes blinked several times when she saw the image of the tall, smiling dark haired young man and the exotic looking raven haired female who was leaning up against his side with a beaming smile and bright dark green eyes. He looked a great deal like Andro from what Arduri could tell and the woman was breathtakingly beautiful as she reached out to lift the framed holoimage. She looked up at where Eliani was.


“Is this a relative?” She asked. “He looks like your brother.”


Eliani turned and saw the image she was holding. It was another welcome distraction from the reality they all faced with their second elven mother taken from them. Eliani nodded. “Unfortunately yes.” She quipped trying to push the sadness and worry away. “That is Denali our brother. And a bigger pain in the ass you will never meet!” Eliani moved up next to her and took the framed image. “This is Lisisa our sister. Well… our cousin really, but we have known her as our sister for so long nothing will change there. This was taken a year ago at a conference on Apo Prime…” Eliani shook her head. “I still can’t believe we didn’t see it.”


Arduri looked confused. “See what?”

Zarah moved from the bed now and took the picture. “It’s a very odd but interesting and romantic story really.” Zarah spoke. “If you have several days for us to tell you we will… but the short version is that they are now married and none of us saw it when it was right in front of us.”


“Almost none of us.” Eliani corrected her. “Andro saw it. He was protecting their secret for the last two years.”


Zarah nodded and looked at Arduri. “He and Lisisa were on Kranek with our mothers. If I know Andro like I do… Deni and Lisisa will return with Arrarn and Narice when mother goes to Curila 6. You can meet them then. It should only be another day or so before they return.”

“Deni is the comedian among our family.” Eliani said. “No matter what he has always been able to get us to laugh.”


Zarah gave the picture back to Arduri who dropped her eyes to it once more when Eliani turned back as well to face Janae. No one saw her stare longingly at the photo or lift her fingers to pass them through the images of both their faces.


“You know… you get your very own Durcunusaan detail Janae.” Zarah began to speak. “Now that you will…”


The chime on the door sounded and Janae finished zipping up the jumpsuit jacket. She was closest to the door and she turned to move for it. “I know… and I’m not looking forward to it either. I don’t need to have four…” She touched the door controls and turned back as it was sliding open to reveal the very tall and extremely wide Lycavorian male in the doorway.


Jomann bowed his head to her. “Lady Janae… forgive me for interrupting.” He stated.


Eliani watched Janae turn her head quickly back towards them and her eyes showed her interest right away as they were wide and swooning. Eliani felt a flash of anger and intense jealously when Janae did this and she stepped forward toward the door and responded in a fashion that caused Sadi and Janae to look at her in puzzlement. “What do you want Captain?” She asked in a stern and uninviting tenor.

Jomann cut his eyes to Eliani and felt heat within his veins when his eyes came to rest on her. He kept his own emotions in check however and answered. “Andro asked that I collect you, Sadi and Ne'Veha. We are needed somewhere immediately.”


“And where would that be?” Eliani snapped.


“Andro will tell you when you see him Princess.” Jomann answered. “I just came to let you know you are needed by the pad.”


Sadi stood up from the end of the bed. “Are we going somewhere Jomann?” She asked moving closer to the door. Sadi realized she was the only one in the room sensitive enough within Mindvoice to notice it. Eliani Leonidas’s Mindvoice resonance spiked incredibly high into a realm that only a few women she knew of went, and all of them were Andro’s mothers and herself. There was only one reason for that and Sadi moved quickly in order to keep Eliani from saying something that would suddenly end what she felt was building quite powerfully between Jomann and her, whether she realized it or not.

Jomann took his eyes off Eliani and looked at her, his gaze softening quite a bit when he looked at Andro’s anome. Sadi had been very accepting and respectful of his position now and she had gone out of her way to make him feel at home here in the villa. “It appears a Vanari ship has entered the system and…”


Arduri’s eyes grew wide and she turned to face him. “Vanari?” She gasped.


Jomann nodded. “There was a slight confrontation when the Vanari ship refused to yield and fired on Captain Imror’s Strike Cruiser. Three of his crew were injured, one seriously and his Hadarian Medical officer is on leave. Andro wishes to go there now.” Jomann looked at Arduri. “He is gathering your mother and Commander Bren as we speak.”


“My mother?” Arduri asked moving closer. “Why?”


“It appears your father is the one in command of the Vanari ship.” Jomann answered her. “We must go quickly.”

Sadi grabbed Ne'Veha’s hand and kissed Janae’s cheek. “We will speak more when we return.” She said as Lu'ria and Carisia were already heading out the door. 


Eliani kissed Janae’s cheek as well, and then moved for the door stopping in front of Jomann. “You could not tell me that when I asked you Captain?” She hissed softly as his wonderful jasmine coffee scent filled all of her senses and her head and made her body tingle.

Jomann pushed Eliani’s delightful maple and wheat scent to the back of his mind as he looked into her burning green eyes. “I could have Princess.” He answered.


“Then why didn’t you?” Eliani snapped.


Jomann shrugged his broad shoulders. “I chose not to.” He stated before turning away from her and heading down the corridor.

