CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE

1.4 LY FROM ONTAHE

ONE AU INSIDE ICALRO ALLIANCE SPACE 

INTERDICTOR-CLASS DROW GUARDFORCE CORVETTE

VLOS VELVE
  


They were built by Tareif’s order.


Tareif wanted to insure that the Drow he now called daughter could go anywhere unseen and quickly and well protected. Aihola was as much a daughter to him and Palina as Tarifa and Zaala and he would see to it that they were protected. The design of the ship was quickly put to the side as both Tarifa and Aihola now had a single LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser that was dedicated solely to them by the man who called them sister. To insure that the design did not go to waste Tareif conferred with Lynwe and it was decided that they would become the ships that the new Ilythiiri KyorlFashka would use exclusively. True to the nature of the Drow as fighters, the INTERDICTOR-Class Corvette was sleek, extremely deadly and nearly invisible to known sensors. When the Ilythiiri KyorlFashka went somewhere, this is the ship they now used. Two dozen were built and they would remain exclusively under the control of the Drow Queen, seven of them having undergone extensive refit in the last two years and outfitted with City Ship 41 based computers and weapons as well as propulsion systems. In some respects they were nearly as deadly as the AUTUMN MOON Attack Frigates. 



He stood to the side of the dimly lit room; his amber color eyes narrowed to slits but absorbing far more light than was being put off as he watched one of his men conduct the interrogation. His arms were crossed over his broad chest, his shimmering white hair shoulder length and tightly braided along the edges of his four inch high elven ears. His name was Am’uur of the Family Antalya, and he was now the older brother to a Drow Elf Princess of the Lycavorian Union who was also now the first pureborn Drow wolf to ever live. Am'uur let his mind wander to his younger sister by a good twenty-two years, but her face and curious nature always made him smile. He alone among their brothers and sisters felt that Lu'ria was meant for far more than the normal life of a Drow warrior, and he had been very right. King Martin Leonidas was revered among the Drow, nearly as much as their Queen Aihola, for it was by his actions and his faith alone that the Drow still continued to exist. He could have destroyed them so many years ago for what a few foolish leaders had done, but no matter what had stayed his hand, he alone was responsible for the resurgence of the Drow as elves and truly a species all their own. They had paid back that faith he had in them in droves and now the Drow had three thriving cities on Earth they called their own, their population was booming and they had fully come into the future with the guidance of Queen Aihola. She had shown them what they could have with her love of the High Elf Queen and now established Governor of Sparta. Aihola had shown them what corporation and trust and respect could bring to them, and the Drow as a people had accepted that with open arms. They were no longer an insular people or faction of elves that so many feared. Now they were well respected members of an immense society with a reputation of tradition and culture that was tremendously respected and admired throughout the entire Union.


They were also held and feared in the same light as the Durcunusaan everywhere within the Union when it came to being warriors. The Guardian of the Line had created them to be most like the Spartans of old, and they continued that mystique even now. Species came to the Drow from all over the Union to train and learn the skills that the Drow were masters of. Many knew that over the course of the last twenty five years the Drow had been at the spearhead of every operation King Leonidas took part in. His faith in them was unwavering, and his sense of Drow culture was unmatched. Perhaps it was because he considered their Queen a Blessed sister as he made so well known, but there was much more that drew the Drow to revere him as they did. And now his son, a young man that was rapidly gaining the same respect and admiration among the ranks of the Drow had taken his sister as his mate. Androcles had changed Lu'ria, saving her life by making her wolf, and in the process forever sealing the connection between the Leonidas family and the Drow. They all knew how Lycavorians viewed their mates and wives, especially those who were born and raised on Earth, and were referred to as Lycavorian Spartans. When his mother Daba had contacted him and advised him of what had taken place, of what she had witnessed and heard Androcles Leonidas say and do in order to save his sister Am'uur knew. That he had three other mates besides Lu'ria and he was out here looking for the fourth woman who would share his and Lu'ria’s life mattered not to him. His mother had told him how Sadi, Carisia and Ne'Veha treated Lu'ria, what they called her. She was their Drow Mistress and they made no bones about that to anyone. The question of whether Androcles could love them all never entered his mind, for Am'uur was well aware of how King Leonidas viewed his Queens and the utter devotion and love he showed all of them.  

The moment Aihola had come to him with Androcles’s request Am'uur hadn’t blinked an eye. Within an hour of her request he had loaded his team into VLOS VELVE and they were racing into The Wilds. A two hour long briefing by Androcles himself had told them what they needed them to do. A mission similar to many they had conducted before and that all of them were superbly trained to perform. There was no hesitation on the part of any of his men or women, the love they all carried for King Leonidas was rapidly spilling over to his oldest son for his actions were no different than those any Drow would take. That he had spoken to them personally, in the ancient Drow language, these were the things that instilled trust and loyalty in the Drow. He knew far more of Drow culture and tradition than Am'uur realized as they spoke and this impressed not only himself but his entire team, including the four hundred year old grizzled Drow Master sergeant who was his second in command and had fought beside Andro’s father on Earth. 

Am'uur watched as that sergeant pushed back the head of the Kochab mercenary that they had captured just inside the Icalro Alliance border, his JAL-14 Limian transport was docked under VLOS VELVE’s ventral hull and hidden by the Shroud they operated. They had detected the mercenary ship from outside the border, and knowing that the Kochab were among the most numerous pirates and slave runners, they realized that he must have just off loaded whatever cargo he had been carrying. His slave ship was rigged for just such a mission with a dozen six by six cells secured in his cargo hold and the data pad they had discovered showing his personal account on Talbor Seven now overflowing with twenty-five thousand credits. They had quickly eliminated the four other crew members, two Evolli and two other Kochab, Am'uur knowing they needed only one to get information from and that was the pilot and captain. Am'uur saw his sergeant turn to look at him and he motioned into the corridor with his head. He crossed to the door, punched in the code and then stepped into the corridor, followed by the sergeant with short white hair. Am'uur was at the taller spectrum of elves with his five foot eleven height, his body a solidly built two hundred and ten pounds of Spartan like definition. He wore the Drow scout armor that all of his team wore and preferred and it conformed to his powerful frame as he turned and looked at his sergeant.

“Talk to me Ledok.” Am'uur said as he turned and the door closed behind his sergeant and locked.

“We will get no more out of this scum Am'uur.” The equally tall Drow warrior stated plainly. “Kochab are notoriously weak minded and this one is no different. He is useless to us now.”

“So it’s Ontahe?” Am'uur asked.

Ledok nodded. “I asked him the same question six different ways Am'uur.” Ledok spoke. “The answer was always the same. Ontahe.”

Am'uur nodded. “Makes sense… relatively close to the border and harsh enough to scare most curious individuals off. What exactly did he say?”

“He just delivered twelve Limian females to Ontahe. The southern continent has what he says is a large slave redoubt buried within a mountain.” Ledok answered. “It has holding pens, an auction center and even a large resort area for buyers. He didn’t know exact numbers, but probably at least three hundred guards and an equal number of slaves either being held for the next auction or who are forced to work within the two brothels this resort area operates. The man who runs the operation is a former Overseer of the Tranicon Criminal Empire Am'uur. One of those that ran The Wilds before King Leonidas laid waste to their organization.”

“Did he know which one?” Am'uur asked.

Ledok shook his head. “According to this fool… he rarely makes appearances unless it is for large auctions. And then only briefly.”

“Did he see any of these Vanari females that Androcles asked us to find Ledok?” Am'uur asked.

The Drow sergeant nodded his head. “At least four but he has heard rumors of probably a dozen more that are kept in this Overseer’s personal stock.”

“Vith uns’aa! That many?” Am'uur exclaimed.

Ledok nodded. “I made sure the number he stated was correct. Like I said… he has seen four but he knows that the Overseer has at least a dozen more kept within his residence that he uses to bribe and extort wealthy visitors. The ones he saw all had dark hair Am'uur and there is no way to confirm if one of them is this Caliria.”

“Still… if there are that many then Androcles was right and they have been using this route through Bontawillian space for some time now.” Am'uur said.

“It would appear so. They are very popular according to him, these Vanari females, and they command six figures for an evening.”

Am'uur looked at him wide eyed. “Six figures?” He gasped.

Ledok nodded. “Only the Overseer owns them right now and he is very careful about whom he allows to use them. According to this Kochab wael the Overseer utilizes them as the entertainment within his personal resort. Forces them to dance and pleasure one another in front of hundreds and he charges preposterous amounts to view this, but people pay. Am'uur… he says there are three Lycavorian Business people there now. They arrived just as he was leaving and he got a good look at their ship. They are part of Acamarian Engineering Corporation.”

“AEC?” Am'uur stated. “Didn’t they just sign a new Defense Contract?”

Ledok nodded. “How do you think the Prince will respond when he discovers that bit of information?”

Am'uur nodded. “I do not want to begin to guess.” He said. 

He motioned with his head and they began walking down the short corridor to the double doors which slid aside as they approached. They walked into the expanse of what could only be described as a Command and Control area. Two other Drow on his team were standing at a star chart, another one sitting at the computer station. The tall Lycavorian male and female were leaning over the holographic chart of the planet Ontahe. Ancheo and Emulia were his flight team. Since there were still a large number of Lycavorian mercenaries wandering about within The Wilds, Ancheo and Emulia not only flew the VLOS VELVE, but they acted as forward support and observers when Drow operators could not go into a place because there were no elves. They had been his flight team since he had taken command of the VLOS VELVE and they had pulled him and his Drow team out of many tight spots in the past.

Ancheo looked up from the plot board as they came up. “Ontahe is one foul place.” He stated.

Am'uur nodded. “No doubt why these particular scum chose it.” He said. “What do you have Ancheo?”

“The northern continent is almost uninhabitable.” Ancheo began as he pointed to the board. “The temperature averages minus fifty degrees Celsius on a warm day, minus ninety on a bad day. The southern continent is better, between minus 5 and minus 3 during the day. Nights are in the minus ten to minus twenty range. There are a couple of medium sized settlements on the southern continent near the equator according to long range scans, but nothing very big.”

Am'uur nodded. “The better to keep the facility hidden.” He said.

“No one in their right mind would take a vacation here.” Emulia spoke as she reached across the board. “If the Kochab’s info is right… the secondary entrance is here inside this supposed tavern inside the southern most settlement…” She stated pointing to the image of the single story building on the end of the desolate looking settlement. “While the main entrance and where they receive their cargo and ships comes in through a massive ice plate that they remove when contact is achieved and payment is made to enter the facility. That is three clicks northwest of the settlement. That is where the base of the mountain begins.” 

“How old are these images from our Intelligence probes?” Ledok asked.

“Nine months.” Ancheo answered immediately. “Best we could find. The probes move along Shrouded but they are very slow so there is less chance for them to be detected. Takes one almost two years to do a programmed circuit.”

“Considering the weather conditions I doubt they will have moved much within the settlement.” Am'uur said as he leaned over the board. “There does not appear to be any heavy equipment parked around the settlement buildings.”

“I concur.” Ledok spoke.

“We can’t just use this Kochab’s codes and ship Am'uur.” Emulia said. “And rolling up in our ship is bound to raise more than a few eyebrows. It’s not everyday you get a visit by a Union warship. I’m thinking that wouldn’t go over well.”

Am'uur chuckled. “No it would not.” He said. “Did we get anything on thermal mapping sensors?”

Ancheo nodded. “A lot.” He stated changing the configuration of the plot board. “The facility itself is huge. Four square kilometers and at least five to seven different levels within the mountain.”

Am'uur looked at him with wide amber eyes. “Four square?” He asked. “Ancheo… this is no way station facility then.”

Ancheo shook his head. “No… it’s a very large and well organized operation. This Kochab midaeus says there are only three hundred guards? No way they could cover the entire place with three hundred. And if what he told Ledok is accurate about resort facilities, it fits with what our sensors have detected.”

“He could not lie under the drugs Ancheo.” Ledok spoke.

“And he probably didn’t.” Emulia stated. “Three hundred is more than likely all he saw. If this operation is as big as this facility tells us it is… then there are going to be a whole lot of guards and security. More than we can handle anyway. Ancheo and I could go in as AEC big wigs maybe. Do a recon mission.” She offered.

Am'uur shook his head thoughtfully. “Androcles told me not to risk our team no matter what we found. There may be Kavalians here since it appears they have had illicit dealings with some of these groups through the years and he does not want us to endanger Queen For'mya.” He said softly. “Besides… if there are already Lycavorians inside this facility who are AEC, and word reaches them that you are present, they will make you immediately. AEC is not that big of a company and very few buyers could afford the initial entrance costs to even get this close.”

Emulia looked at him. “Did he… did he tell you anything about the Queen?” She asked.

Am'uur met her eyes and shook his head slowly. “Only that they have made clear they will kill her if any attempt to find her is made.”

Ledok shook. “There may be Kavalians here… but they would not bring the Queen here.” He said. “Queen For'mya is too well known.”

Ancheo looked up now. “Am'uur they wouldn’t bring her… they wouldn’t sell her to this Overseer would they?” He asked.

Am'uur met his eyes and quickly shook his head. “I know what it is you are thinking my friend… both of you…” He glanced at Emulia. “And you need to put it out of your heads. No one in their right mind would try and turn her into a whore just for profit. They know who she is and it could not be done.”

“No one ever said the Kavalians were smart.” Emulia snapped softly. “And there are a lot of people out there who would love to get their hands on any of the Queens as their plaything and they would pay anything.”

“No… they took her for some other purpose.” Am'uur said thoughtfully. “It is the only tactical move that makes any sense. To keep Prince Androcles and others from retaliating for what they have done. I… the Drow… all of us… we adore all the Queens Emulia, but in this circumstance we must stay focused and conduct our mission. It is equally as important. When we find her… then we can get our retribution for the Kavalians believing they can take her.”

Emulia nodded. “Avoi.” She muttered.

“Why would these AEC people be here?” Ledok asked now. “They could not bring these Vanari females into the Union; slavery ranks right up there with rape as far as Lycavorians and our elven brothers and sisters are concerned. And word would spread quickly if they were within Union space. There are many who dabble in illicit activities in the Union, but even they would not dare attempt slavery. And there are far more citizens of the Union who adore the King and Queens than those who do not. If all they were interested in is finding bed mates, why come here when Talbor Seven is far more inviting and has many beautiful females of every species?”

Emulia snorted. “Then they are involved somehow.” She stated with distaste in her voice. “Involved with this Overseer who is in charge.”

Am'uur nodded. “That would seem to be the most logical answer.” He said. “The next question would be… knowing how the King and we view slavery of any kind as Ledok has said why would they risk discovery and come here all at the same time? That seems rather odd if they are trying to keep a low profile.”

Ancheo looked at him. “We know that look Am'uur.” He said. “You think they are part of the leadership don’t you?”

Am'uur nodded his head. “Or they are here to do more than just dabble in flesh peddling and admire the artic view of the planet.”

“If this Vanari we search for is going to be the mate and wife to Androcles… then she will be a mate and lover to your sister Am'uur.” Ledok said evenly. “You know how he views Lu'ria… I saw it in his eyes when he briefed us Am'uur. He is like his father in that regard and he views all of them as precious gems. His gems! And they see Lu'ria as their Drow Mistress. This Vanari female, this Caliria, if she is to be part of that with them, part of their lives, you know how they will respond?”

Am'uur nodded his head in agreement. “Yes I do Ledok.” He stated evenly as he looked at his team. “I also know he will not allow the other females the Kochab scum referenced to remain there either. The Icalro Alliance have most definitely broken the agreement with the King by bringing these Vanari females into this quadrant through Union space and they will pay. Androcles will also want to know about these AEC people for it appears now as if they are involved somehow.”

“So what’s the plan?” Ancheo asked.

“Get VLOS VELVE as close as we can to Ontahe and run every sensor scan that we have the ability to run Ancheo. Right down to Seismic Level and Deep Graphic Thermal sweeps.” Am'uur spoke. “He will not want us to risk trying to enter this base so I will contact him and tell him what we have learned. I imagine within a day or so after that he will be here with more than enough force to destroy this facility and make the Icalro Alliance regret ever having allowed this to happen.”

“Sibfla!” Ancheo blurted. “No bet against that here.”

“What about our Kochab guest?” Ledok asked.

Am'uur looked at him. “You have gotten everything from him yes?”

Ledok nodded. “His brain will be d’naubol now Am'uur.” Ledok replied. “No better than a vegetable.”

“Then execute his pathetic ass and give his remains to the cold of space.” Am'uur stated calmly. 

CITADEL ONE

Coren paced back and forth on the bridge of CITADEL ONE angry at himself that they got caught and he was responsible for the position they were now in. Fully a hundred warships were now within five million kilometers of CITADEL ONE and no contact had been received from this Imror person in almost an hour. Arden and Lyrew were standing beside the sensor operator as he tried to get a better picture of the ships that had arrived in the area, one of them a sister ship to the colossal RAVEN’S WINGS that remained in position half a million kilometers above CITADEL ONE. Lilonus sat quietly at an unused engineering station, the look on his face one of amusement on their current situation while Jokros seemed intent on something at the computer station he was monitoring. Coren turned to continue his pacing and found Tastia standing directly in front of him.

“I can’t believe you and Ardan actually authorized this mission and then didn’t give Captain Lyrew the entire story of what to expect Coren.” She said softly.

“Tastia… now is not the time.” Coren spoke looking at her. 

“When is the time Coren!” She snapped at him. “Your actions could have very well cost everyone on this ship their lives!”

Coren glared at her. “Devra and my children went behind my back in coming here! The SBR would never have approved this and you know it!”

“They came here after your daughter Coren!” She hissed at him. “Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”
“Our laws have been in place for centuries!” Coren stated. “Any attempt to retrieve a Vanari female taken by the Syndicate will result in the Syndicate taking punitive action against our colonies! My wife knows that! As do my children!”

“Devra is no longer your wife Coren!” Tastia spoke harshly. “And the more I see who you really are… the more I understand why.”

“I know who she is!” Coren hissed back at her angrily. “And do not presume to know me Tastia! We have only been together four years… that is all!”

Tastia looked at him with wide eyes at his statement. “Excuse me?” She gasped. “Those four years together does not grant me some measure of respect and knowledge of you Coren? Perhaps… perhaps my mother has been right all along.”
“There… there is much that you do not know or understand yet Tastia. You are still very young and…” Coren stammered knowing he had slipped in his tone and words. “Please… forgive me my words.”
“What… what if that was me Coren?” She asked quickly. “What if I was the one who had been taken instead of your daughter? Would you come for me or leave me to my fate in order to keep appearances with the SBR?”

“Tastia…”

“Answer me damn it!” Tastia barked.

Coren’s eyes narrowed and he was silent for a moment. “I will not answer that question!” He snapped right back after a moment. “It has no bearing on our current situation!” Tastia’s eyes filled with a sadness that Coren had never seen before and he stepped closer to her. “Tastia you…”

Tastia reached up and placed her small hand on his chest to keep him from getting closer. “No.” She said softly. “I… I knew this side of you existed Coren, even before we joined, I had just never seen it before. Now I am not so sure I want to see anymore.”

“You would never be in this situation Tastia because you do not assume and act without thinking and you don’t act irrationally!” Coren spoke.

“Irrationally?” Tastia said.

Coren nodded his head. “What Devra and my children have done is irrational and the repercussions could be very wide ranging. They have placed our people in great danger Tastia, you know this!”

“Wanting to rescue your child is not irrational Coren. That is what I do know and I am not even a mother.” Tastia said.

“You know what I mean!” He hissed.

“Do I?” Tastia said looking at him. “You just told me I don’t know you Coren. Or was that a different you that spoke those words?”

“Coren… come here!” Ardan spoke urgently from across the bridge.

Coren glanced over at him and then back to Tastia. He reached up and stroked her cheek. “We will talk about this at a later time.” He stated. He leaned over and kissed her cheek and then turned to cross the short distance to where Ardan stood. “What is it Ardan?”

Lyrew looked up. “We have intercepted some sort of briefing going on right now from Earth.” He said quickly. “It is going out all over what they call their Netnews so it is on an open frequency.”

Coren looked at him. “They didn’t jam our communications?” He asked surprised.

Lyrew shook his head. “No. And we have been scanning the ships in the area since they began arriving without hindrance. It’s almost as if they want us to know these things.”

“What is this briefing about?” Coren asked.

Ardan tapped his nephew on the shoulder. “Lyrew… put it up on one of the monitors.” He said.

Lyrew nodded and touched his COM officer on the arm. “Do it. And put it on speakers!”

They all turned as the large monitor towards the front of the bridge came alive with the image of the elf female and what appeared to be hundreds of others, some from species the Vanari had never seen before.  

“…under the impression the Cease Fire between the High Coven and the Union was very legitimate.” The elf female spoke eloquently. “As Talon Guardians it was within the prevue of the King and Crown Prince Androcles to accept the Coven request to train their dragons without the knowledge of the Union Senate. While the entire Union Senate was not aware of this, Prime Minister Deia and the members of the Union Senate Security Council were aware of this. As all of you know, our Bonded Pairs are not trained in offensive tactics. This is not something that the Elder Mother or King Leonidas would allow after what took place on Enurrua. Everything they learn is defensive in nature and this is the knowledge we passed on to the High Coven dragons.”

“Dilaen we have seen hours of footage from the Evolli War that clearly shows they were involved in active military operations.” The male spoke evenly. “We have seen Mjolnir’s Hand engaged in fighting as well as countless other Bonded Pairs.”

Dilaen nodded her head. “Yes… their skills and abilities as Bonded Pairs gives them unique support skills to our forces on the ground, and as with any portion of our military, they do not train to conquer others.” She lifted her hand. “I will not debate the details of their training regimes since they are public knowledge. All I will say is that not since they became respected and honored members of our Union have any of them acted in a manner that goes against what the majority of our citizens believe and follow. In many cases they have gone out of their way to uphold what we hold dear. As for the Kavalian claim that we were training the Coven dragons to engage them in combat, they certainly have no proof to support their claims, only conjecture, false rumors and lies.”

“And the reports of Queen Anja’s decision to not grant them healers…”

“Queen Anja made her decision based on the known history and factual intelligence of the Kavalian Empire and their record concerning females of their own species and many others. We have seen reports of what they have done to High Coven females and civilians and we know first hand what they are capable of from their attack on Gamji twenty-five years ago.” Dilaen answered. “The vast majority of Hadarian Healers are all female as you know… and based on how Kavalians view females of any species… she was not willing to put Union citizens at risk given that history.”

“Did she consult with the Hadarian Arch Ministry or Elder Council in this decision?” The man asked. “The Ancient Hadarian Medical Oath, signed after declaring themselves free of the Coven and becoming members of the Union, this clearly states they will not deny treatment to any injured individual no matter the species.”

Dilaen nodded her head. “Yes I’m quite sure she is aware of what it says Donlar. She made this decision as Queen of the Union, not the Queen of Hadaria.”

“So there is truth to the claim of Elder Buonau that she was putting the policies of the Union before the policies of Hadaria.” Donlar spoke.

Dilaen met his eyes sternly. “If you wish to infer that putting the lives and the welfare of Union citizens, namely our Hadarian Healers before a Medical Oath, that this position is somehow wrong Donlar, then I challenge you and Channel 71 to defend that position. As well as anyone who agrees with you.” 

“I’m not trying to infer anything Dilaen. I’m only asking a question that many people will want the answer too.” Donlar spoke.

“Then I suggest Donlar... that you and Channel 71 carry your collective asses to the Hadarian Embassy and ask those men and women there these same questions! Ask the Hadarian people who live here on Earth and within the Union how they view Queen Anja’s decisions! I understand that Channel 71 is a Hadarian funded channel Donlar, but you will not use this forum to question the policies of Queen Anja.” Dilaen barked loudly stunning many of the gathered reporters with her burst of anger. “For the last two weeks they have been fielding urgent requests from family and friends to find a way to get other family members off Hadaria and out from under the theocratic rule that the Arch Ministry and Elder Council have instituted. They have been fielding countless offers of support and help from every Hadarian Healer within the ranks of the Union Military as they establish and maintain Queen Anja’s government here on Earth. Why don’t you ask these questions of the over three million Healers within our ranks, none of whom answered the demand and order by the Arch Ministry and Elder Council to return to Hadaria by the way. Why don’t you ask the Hadarians how they view their own Queen and the unlawful actions that have now made her exiled from her own planet! 

I am here to give you answers to what is happening within our Union right now. I am not here to give you or anyone a public voice to extol your discontent or disagreement with policies that Queen Anja or anyone within the Royal Family or the Union Senate have instituted for the benefit of our people. And I will certainly not allow you to infer there is truth in something when there is not. Everything I am telling you now is solid fact! It was Androcles’s decision to allow this so that our citizens know what is happening and what their government is doing in response. I will not deal with the hypothetical and I will not allow you to either. If you have a question that is based in fact then ask it and I will answer it, if you wish to deal only in conjecture and rumor then sit your mida down and shut up or I will yank your credentials and have you thrown out of here so fast it will make your head spin!”  

Everyone saw the elven female who had caught the initial battle and assassination as it was happening stand up and raise her hand. Dilaen caught the motion and turned to her. “Yes Me'alla?”

“Dilaen… I… I was there in Old Sparta. I noticed that all of these Kavalians assassins were very similar to Princess Athani in appearance.” Me'alla asked. “They did not have the usual physical similarities to Kavalians as we know them. They look… well they look like us! Could you discuss this in detail and as a follow up… do we know if there are any more of them still here on Earth? And will these actions in any way reflect on her status?” 

Dilaen shook her head immediately. “I will address the last part of your question first.” She stated. “The actions of the KFI in no way reflect on Princess Athani. She is a Princess of the Union now, wife to Prince Resumar. Her life is just as threatened as any among the Royal Family, perhaps more so because she chose to defect and lead a life free of the oppressive treatment of Kavalian females. If this issue came up Androcles was very clear on what my response was to be. Athani is now a Leonidas, a member of the Royal family. She is in no way involved or associated with these actions and anyone who implies this, no matter the manner in which it is done; they will answer directly to Androcles and his family.” Dilaen took a deep breath. “Now… as to the other parts of your question, we know that…” 

Ardan looked at Coren. “Coren? What do make of all this?”

Coren met his eyes. “I think it shows us exactly what many of us have believed from the very beginning.” He answered. “They are a violent and unpredictable species Ardan… and we need to be extremely cautious in our dealings with them.”

“Forgive me Regent Re Mydala…” Lyrew spoke. “But from what I can see they have just been attacked and had thousands of their citizens killed to include their King. Did you know of this before we departed Vanari space?”

“Lyrew?” Ardan snapped.

“No uncle… I need to know now! This is my ship and my crew and I need to know if they are at risk!” Lyrew stated firmly. “Did you and Regent Re Mydala bring us into this situation knowing the current atmosphere?”

“No they did not.” Lilonus spoke from behind them watching as they turned to face him. “They knew only that events were precarious within the Union Commander Lyrew. It is all any of us knew… and that is why I was waiting for the Director General to contact me. As I stated earlier, Captain Imror informed me of what has taken place, and this is the only reason that they are reacting to our arrival in this manner.”

“Do you know what they were talking about Ambassador?” Tastia asked moving forward to stand next to Lyrew. “The elven female was speaking of dragons and Hadarians and Bonded Pairs. What does all this mean?”

Lilonus shrugged his broad shoulders. “I have no idea… and that is why I have counseled caution every since leaving. Advice that has been ignored I might add and that is why we are in our current situation.”

“The Director General… our intelligence…” Lyrew spoke. “All of it has led us to believe that the faction of your species here in the Alpha Quadrant were far less advanced than they are. That they were not as refined as your people within the Protectorate.”

Lilonus shook his head. “That is a fallacy that your Board of Regents has embraced and nurtured through the centuries Captain. It is not something we have ever endorsed. And we, those of us within the Protectorate, we are the faction not the other way around.”

“What do you mean Ambassador?” Tastia asked.

“Just what I have said.” Lilonus spoke. “They have not limited your computers or sensors Captain. Have one of your many technicians tap into their public Network and discover for yourselves.” Lilonus said.

“Discover what?” Lyrew asked.

Jokros turned from the station where he sat and stood up holding up the data pad in his hand. “Discovered what I have discovered, by doing exactly what the ambassador suggested we do Coren.” He announced as he moved towards them. “The United Lycavorian Union, as it is called, encompasses two thousand three hundred and fourteen very diverse worlds in at least a hundred and eighty-five different planetary systems! Their population at their last census was in excess of thirty-one trillion lifeforms!” He held the data pad out to Coren.

“By the Grace of the Four Prophets!” Tastia exclaimed in stunned shock as Coren took the pad.

Ardan looked at Lilonus who appeared just as astounded as everyone else. “Did you know this?” He demanded.

Lilonus shook his head quickly. “No. We knew… we knew they were large… but this is beyond anything we ever imagined.”

“They… they dwarf the Vanari Empire by more than half!” Lyrew stated in shock.

“This King Leonidas that was assassinated…” Jokros continued on looking at Coren and not so sure of their mission anymore. “He is the great grandson of the Pralor Sumar Coren. The man Wayonn has told some of our people about, to include Devra. This is knowledge that we had from Wayonn since he was friends with this Sumar, but knowledge we never thought to discover because of what we have always believed the Lycavorians to be. This King Leonidas is the grandson to King Resumar of the Lycavorian people that we are also familiar with Coren, the one who led their people before and during the time of what they call The Black Day. The one who was their leader during the time of their slavery to this High Coven. This comes from Protectorate history as well as from the history cubes Wayonn first gave to us. This information we have had for millennia and no one ever thought to discover it!”

“I never have read about the history Wayonn gave to us, it didn’t seem important and Wayonn never told us of this! The actions of the Lycavorians within the Protectorate speak for themselves Jokros!” Coren snapped as he looked at Jokros. “Wayonn never told us that this man had come to power!”

“Perhaps he did not know.” Ardan offered. He looked at Lilonus. “Ambassador?”

Lilonus shook his head again. “I did not know this.” He said. “If I had… I would have been more vocal in my attempts to tell you to use caution.”

“He has only been in power for twenty-seven years if this data is correct.” Jokros said. “He has fourteen children from five different Queens… and if everything I have read in the last hour is accurate Coren, all of them are revered by the vast majority of the people in this Union and respected by everyone else.”

Tastia looked at Coren. “This Androcles the elven female referred too several times. He must be the oldest son…” Tastia looked at Lilonus now. “The one you said this Lycavorian Captain would contact?”

Lilonus nodded. “That is my guess.”

“How many of these broadcasts can we monitor?” Coren asked.

“There appear to be several hundred channels that are available.” Jokros answered.

“We should have people monitoring them.” Coren suggested. “Find out as much about them as we can. Everything from how their government is formed to the size of the military. This may be information that is vital to how we act and respond.”

“Respond to what?” Lilonus asked in disgust.

“If they refuse to return Devra and my children!” Coren snapped.

“Are you…”

“Captain! The Lycavorian ship is hailing us!” The COM officer barked as he turned in his chair.

Lyrew turned. “On the main screen! Now!”

They watched as Imror’s face once more appeared on the large monitor. “I have been told to inform you to select eight individuals to accompany you, Ambassador Lilonus among them. You will board a transport and then transit to my ship immediately.” He spoke.

“For what purpose?” Coren asked.

“To discuss your unwelcome incursion into Union space fool!” Imror growled. “You will bring no weapons Regent Re Mydala. None. Is that clear?”

“Are Regent Devra Re Mydala and my children on your ship now?” Coren snapped.

“That is not a concern of yours!” Imror barked.

“And if we refuse?” Ardan asked.

They watched him shrug his broad shoulders. “You can do that if you choose.” He said. “In that event however, your ship will be impounded and your crew detained until such time as we can return you to wherever it is you came from.”

“We will not surrender to you!” Coren hissed.

“That is your choice of course.” Imror stated plainly. “In which case the same scenario as I mentioned before would apply. You should feel lucky Regent Re Mydala, after what has happened I was surprised that the Prince would offer to take you prisoner should you refuse. We do not normally take prisoners.”

“You… you don’t take prisoners?” Tastia asked in shock.

Imror’s face and tone softened considerably when he answered her. “No… we do not Milady. We have found for the most part that they are more trouble than they are worth. It is harsh I know, and perhaps even barbaric by your standards whatever they may be, but it is who we are.”

Jokros stepped forward. “Coren… Regent Ardan… we could gain much by cooperation now.” He stated swiftly. “We are no match for them militarily… not with the number of ships that surround us. If you wish to see Regent Devra and your children again Coren I suggest we do as he says.”

“They could take us prisoner!” Ardan exclaimed now. “Just as they have Devra and her children!”

“By the Prophets Ardan!” The female voice sounded from the monitor and they turned to see Devra’s stunning face and figure step up next to Imror in the transmission. “Stop being such a politician and get on a ship and come over here! We have much to discuss Ardan and we are discovering more every day!”

“Devra!” Coren exclaimed looking at her. “Devra… are you hurt? Have they touched you?”

“Coren Re Mydala you be silent! You have already recklessly risked the lives of the men and women on that ship with your ignorance.” Devra snapped harshly. “These people are not our enemies and nor have they ever been. If you would open your eyes even a little you would see that!”

“Devra…” Coren began.

“Ardan Vu Lamurrion… I ask you to utilize the wisdom and demeanor you are known for and come here so that we may talk with Androcles.” Devra said. “There is much going on that we are not aware of as I said and it now concerns our people as well as the Lycavorians. Please.”

Ardan had always held Devra in high regard and that was something that would not change regardless of the Vanari laws she had broken. She was extremely intelligent and very insightful. “You speak of this man as if you know him Devra?”

“I do. I have seen him every day since we entered Union space. I have sat with him and talked of many things.” Devra answered. “Ardan… they are not our enemy and they never have been.”

Ardan was silent for a long moment before nodding his head. “Very well Devra.” He stated. “We will come over.”

“Thank you.” Devra said.
Lyrew stepped forward. “Captain… your crewmember who was seriously injured? How is she?”

“Princess Eliani is here now treating her.” Imror spoke his tone now more neutral in its demeanor. “She will recover. I thank you for asking about her Captain.”

“With your permission I would like to accompany those who transit to your ship Captain. I wish to apologize to her personally for my actions.” Lyrew spoke. “They were ill-thought out and we were unaware of the current situation with your Union.”

Imror stared at the man for a moment. “That is not necessary.” He said finally. 

“Perhaps… but I would like to do it regardless.” Lyrew stated. “With your permission of course.”

Imror looked to the side as if he was talking to someone else and then he turned back and nodded. “Very well.” He spoke. “Your ship will be locked the entire time so please do nothing foolish. RAVEN’S WING out!”

Coren looked at Ardan then. “Ardan… what are you doing?” He asked.

“If this is how we must get Devra and your children back then so be it Coren.” Ardan said. “It is the only way and you know it.”

Coren was silent as he stewed in his own anger before looking up at him again. “Who do we take with us?” He asked.

Ardan looked at Lyrew. “You have Cadre Officers aboard?” He asked.

Lyrew nodded. “Yes.”

“They will go with us for security.” Ardan stated. “We must hurry! Every moment that passes the chances grow that either the Syndicate or someone from the Board of Regents will discovered that we are gone and where we have come.”

RAVEN’S WING

“Thank you Captain Imror.” Devra said.

Imror bowed his head to her. “Lady Devra.”

Devra turned to Arduri as the transmission ended and Arduri stepped close to her mother. “I’ve never seen father so angry mother.”

Devra nodded. “Neither have I. And I question where that anger is coming from. And why?” She answered as she took Arduri’s hand. “Come… we will wait for them with Androcles and the others in the conference room. He said there was a transmission coming in that we should see.”

“You saw Tastia mother?” Arduri asked as they began to exit the bridge. 

Devra nodded. “Yes I saw her.” She stated as they entered the lift that would take them to the lower decks. These ships were easy to navigate in the manner they were laid out and when she and Arduri arrived on the RAVEN’S WINGS they found that they would not need an escort to go places on the ship. It appeared Androcles Leonidas trusted both of them completely now that they had been among them for these past days and seen who they truly were. Devra had no intention of betraying that trust. “Why?”

“It… it is an insult to you for father to bring her.” Arduri said quickly with some heat in her voice.

Devra smiled. “Why?” She asked. 

“She… she is not any older than me mother!” Arduri announced.

“Your father is a grown man Arduri.” Devra said. “Who he chooses to share a bed with is not my concern and it hasn’t been for many years. Besides… I have my own prospects.”

Arduri looked at her mother. “It is Bren isn’t it mother?” She asked.

Devra met her daughter’s eyes. “Is it that obvious?” She asked.

Arduri smiled. “Yes… to me.”

“I don’t know what it is Arduri.” Devra said softly shaking her head. “Just being… just being near him is exciting. He exudes power and confidence but also compassion and devotion. He told me…”

“What?” Arduri prodded her.

“Arduri… he told me he was going to make me his Arduri. That he was going to make me his mate. His wife.” Devra said with an almost wistful and excited tone in her voice that was easy for Arduri to detect. It was something she had never seen from her mother and it made her very happy. “He told me he would pursue me until I saw for myself that I wanted him just as badly as my scent told him I did.”

“Do you mother?” Arduri asked. “Do you want him?”

Devra looked at her. “Arduri… for the first time in my life I have to consciously insure that I do not secrete any Alkay near him. Just being next to him excites me in a way I have never felt before. Even more powerful than when your father and I first married. It is… it is almost frightening.”

“You fear him?” Arduri asked surprised.

Devra shook her head. “No… that’s just it. I… I fear the emotions and desires he brings out in me.”

Arduri met her eyes. “There is something I have heard several times since we came here mother. First on Androcles’s ship and then again on Earth. Never fear the unknown, for you don’t know what treasures it could bring to you.”

Devra leaned over and kissed her daughter’s cheek. “Thank you Arduri.” She said softly squeezing her hands. “Thank you.”


The short range Vanari could carry twenty people easily and was used primarily for ship to ship and ship to surface traveling. All of them had been glued to the side windows as they were guided into the cavernous Starboard landing bay on RAVEN’S WING. They could see dozens of TEMPEST and DEVASTATOR fighters lining the sides of the bay, as well as several extremely capable looking craft that could only be ground support ships. They were all very surprised at the advanced design of the different fighters as well as the completely smooth and efficient operation of duties within the landing bay. Coren and Ardan sat together while Jokros sat with Lilonus. He alone was beginning to see things that the others did not because of his years of experience and he found Lilonus very willing and open to talking with him. Lyrew sat with three of his senior officers, all of them female Vanari and extremely easy on the eyes. They were Vanari Cadre Officers, the best trained and skilled when it came to intelligence operations, but it seemed that Lyrew was giving them orders they did not like. When their ship was finally secured, the side hatchway was opened and the stair ramp lowered and they saw the dozen or so armed Lycavorians in matte black body armor the likes of which they had never seen before. The body armor was like a uniform and conformed to their bodies almost like a second skin. Their weapons were not pointing at them, but you could tell by their stern expressions that they would not tolerate any problems. As they all stepped down onto the deck they saw Director General Dutkne step between two of the soldiers as they moved aside for him without pause, bowing their head slightly as he passed.


“Director General Dutkne!” Lilonus almost shouted as he stepped forward cautiously. 

Dutkne greeted him with a smile and an extended hand which grasped Lilonus’s forearm. “Ambassador Lilonus… I should have expected they would involve you in this.” Dutkne spoke. “Welcome to the Lycavorian Union.”

“Sir… I… we had no idea you were on this ship!” Lilonus spoke.

“I wasn’t until about thirty minutes ago.” Dutkne answered. “This is a little side trip that we did not intend to make.”

Lilonus looked at him. “We?” He asked softly. “Wayonn? The others? They are not with you?”

Dutkne shook his head. “We all have a purpose to serve.” Dutkne spoke. “As much as it burns my mida to say that. My grandfather and the others are doing what is intended for them to do. I came with Androcles.”

“The… the Prince?” Lilonus asked softly.

Dutkne nodded as he turned and looked at Coren and Ardan. “Regent Re Mydala. Regent Vu Lamurrion. So very good to see you both. How was your trip?” Dutkne spoke stepping up to them.

“Where are Devra and my children?” Coren demanded.

“Always charming I see Regent Re Mydala.” Dutkne spoke sarcastically. 

“You kidnapped a Regent of the Vanari Empire, my daughters and son and several other Vanari citizens Director General Dutkne!” Coren snapped. “Then you brought them half way across the galaxy into an area of space that is forbidden to us! You do nothing for the relations between our governments that you say you so want sir!”

Dutkne nodded. “Yes… I’m quite sure that just breaks your heart. It is almost the same as you firing on a Lycavorian Union warship without provocation Regent Re Mydala! Whose brilliant idea was that might I ask?”

“Enough of this!” Ardan snapped. “Where is this Captain we are supposed to meet so that we can gather what we came for and leave?”

Dutkne ignored him and looked at Lyrew now. “You are the Commander of CITADEL ONE?” He asked.

Lyrew nodded his head. He had other ideas moving through his brain and none of them concerned what Coren and Ardan were here for. Like Jokros, he was beginning to see that perhaps if they opened their eyes a little more they would discover that these Lycavorians could be powerful allies and friends. “Yes. It was my order that was followed and caused us to fire on this ship and I am sorry. I am Captain Lyrew.” Lyrew said.

Dutkne nodded and turned his head to the young Durcunusaan soldier directly behind him. “Lieutenant Peus will you escort Captain Lyrew here to the medical bay. I believe Captain Imror is already waiting there for him.”

The Durcunusaan nodded his head without hesitation. “As you order Ephor Dutkne.” The soldier stepped forward and motioned with his hand towards the starboard doors that lined the bulkhead.

Lyrew looked at Coren and Ardan for a moment before Dutkne stepped in once more. “Captain Lyrew… if we had wanted any of you dead you would already be dead and your ship a smoking hole in space.” Dutkne spoke. “You asked to see the woman your actions injured and the Lieutenant will take you there.”

Ardan nodded his head finally and Lyrew turned to follow the Durcunusaan officer. “I will hold you personally responsible for my nephew’s safety Director General Dutkne!” He snapped.

“I’m sure.” Dutkne spoke rolling his eyes. 

Lilonus looked at him. “What is it that he called you Director? Ephor?”

Dutkne nodded slowly. “I don’t know exactly how it started but the Durcunusaan began calling me that several days ago. It is the name of ancient Greek advisors from the time of Andro’s Spartan ancestors.”

“Durcunusaan?” Lilonus said softly. “Wolves of the Blood.”

“The Royal Guard.” Dutkne answered nodding his head. “Some of the finest trained and experienced men and women I have ever seen. This way please and be quiet when you enter the briefing room… there is a communication already in progress.”

Dutkne waited for them to start across the deck and then moved in front of them leading them to a large Pilot’s Briefing Room on the bottom level of the bay just off to the side of two rows of TEMPEST fighters. There was a brief moment of adjustment as their eyes focused in the dimmer light of the briefing room and then Dutkne directed them to a row of comfortable seats behind where several women already sat. As Coren got closer to the front row of seats he saw Devra and Arduri easily by their hair and the color of their skin and he came up short. They were sitting between an unknown blond woman and a dark skinned female with long white hair and long pointed ears that marked her as an elf of some sort.

“Devra! Arduri!” He exclaimed loudly moving past Ardan and Tastia without thinking and pushing both of them slightly to the side. Ardan did not take offense at this motion, but the look on Tastia’s face said she did.

Andro had been sitting on the edge of the large table closest to the holographic image of Lu'ria’s brother Am’uur and he turned his head at the interruption of their conversation and Am'uur’s report. 

“Stand by Am'uur.” Andro said as he got to his feet and watched Coren push his way past two Durcunusaan soldiers and come around to the front row of seats as Devra and Arduri stood up. Coren looked at them oddly, seeing them dressed in the same type body armor uniform that all of the guards and Dutkne seemed to be wearing. He embraced Arduri quickly, squeezing her in his arms even though she did not seem particularly happy about his embrace.

“Are you hurt?” Coren exclaimed holding her at arm’s length. “Have they injured you?”

“Injured us?” Arduri exclaimed. “No father… they have not injured us! Why would you ask such a thing?”

Coren pushed Arduri fully to arm’s length and let his eyes fall to Devra. “This was an insanely foolish act Devra! What were you thinking when you did this? Do you realize what I have had to go through to come here?”

“No one asked you to come here Coren. I certainly did not need you to come here… I’m doing quite well on my own thank you.” Devra told him. “And I tried to discourage Arduri and Naesta from coming but they would not hear of it. They care about their sister.”

“Arduri and Naesta are too young to make that sort of decision and you know it!” Coren snapped.

“I came of my own free will father.” Arduri spoke up quickly as she pushed away from her father’s embrace and brushed his hands away. “Naesta did too. And I do not like that you imply we are not intelligent enough to make that decision for ourselves.”

“I said you were too young to make that decision!” Coren barked. He glared at Devra. “Do you realize what you have done? You have put our entire species at risk with this foolhardy action Devra!”

“I know exactly what I have done.” Devra snapped right back as Bren began to rise to his feet from where he sat directly behind her. 

No Bren. Andro reached for him within Mindvoice. Let her handle this… she is more than capable. Bren met his eyes and nodded his head slowly returning to his seat.

“I came in search of our daughter Coren Re Mydala! Something you were obviously not willing to do! And I do not intend to leave without her.” Devra snapped at him.

Coren shook his head. “It is too late for Caliria and you know it! The… the drugs they use to break our females will have already begun to work their hideous side effects! We can do nothing to save her Devra.”

“We do not know that!” Devra exclaimed passionately. “There are people here who can help us! They are called Hadarians and they are almost magical in what they can do medically! They can heal her and so many others!” 

“It is not possible Devra!” Ardan spoke coming forward now. “And we risk too much in order to try!”

“Ardan and I came to retrieve you and our children Devra! We must leave now and return to Vanari space before it is discovered by others on the SBR or the regular Board of Regents where you have gone and why.” Coren said.

“I have no intention of leaving Coren! Not until Caliria is safe and back with those that love her. Not until she is back with us!” Devra answered firmly standing her ground. “I will not abandon my daughter to her fate as you so easily do! I refuse too!”

“Devra… you risk your seat on the Board of Regents!” Ardan stated. “Your son and your daughters risk their careers and their futures with these actions. Nirilo may be forgiven… he can say he was forced to accompany the Lycavorians here because of his position as liaison. You and your daughters were not. You came with them willingly.”

“I care nothing for my seat on the Board of Regents!” Devra growled. “I wish only to retrieve my daughter and I will do just that regardless of the consequences! Our people have been insular and distrustful of others for too long, and this is why the Syndicate knows they can get away with their hideous actions. They know we will do nothing! I am done doing nothing Coren!”

“This is no time for games Devra!” Coren growled. “We have already risked more than we should have by coming here! We can force you to return! We…” Coren stopped and looked around quickly. “Where are Naesta and Nirilo?” He asked. “They are not with you?”

“No they are not.” Devra answered calmly. “They are doing whatever it is they can to help in getting their sister back! And you can not force us Coren… remember that!”

“Where are they?” Coren demanded. “Are they being held prisoner?”

Devra looked at him and shook her head. “You are such a fool Coren.” She stated plainly. “You dismiss your own daughter for most of her life for some supposed defect in her genes because of her dark hair and when she is captured and then broken by Syndicate scum and sold into slavery, your first thought is not for her life but your status on the Board of Regents! You make me sick Coren! What I ever saw in you is beyond me.”

“You are breaking our laws!” Coren almost screamed. “By coming here you could very well set the Syndicate upon our colony worlds and they will unleash their poison missiles on them. They will…”

“Perhaps you should be more concerned with how this syndicate has found its way into this quadrant of space sir!” Sadi spoke now as she got to her feet. “They seem to be far more wide ranging than you first thought.”
Coren looked at her. “I do not need political advice from a Lycavorian female! Sit back down whoever you are!” He barked. 

“Coren… how dare you?” Devra exclaimed as she reached up and slapped him squarely in the face rocking his head back with the suddenness of the blow and the force it carried. “Sadi is a Princess of the United Lycavorian Union. How dare you speak to her in such a manner of disrespect? She is the anome, the wife and mate to Androcles Leonidas!”

“I will speak to her however I deem necessary to get my children back so that we can leave them to their wars and violence!” Coren snarled as he rubbed his cheek and looked at Sadi. “You know nothing of my people or what we endure!” He snapped at her again causing Sadi to raise her hand and stop the three Durcunusaan soldiers standing along the back wall from shutting Coren up in their own way while shaking her head sadly.

“Your arrogance is unbecoming sir.” Sadi spoke evenly unfazed by his outburst. “And very insulting towards your daughter and Lady Devra. As for me… I have been called much worse by far better men than you.”

“I do not care what you or your kind think of me young lady!” Coren growled. “Where is this Captain Imror? I wish to find out where my children are and leave this area of space as soon as possible!”

“Captain Imror is in the Medical Bay with the woman your fool actions injured Coren.” Devra snapped at him, her green eyes blazing with anger. 

Coren ignored her and turned around looking for someone else to shout at and his eyes fell on Andro where he stood beside the table watching everything that was happening with a slightly annoyed expression on his face. “You there boy!” He barked out. “Find me the Captain of this ship or someone in authority who will act on my demands.”

“Father stop this!” Arduri shouted as her eyes went wide. “You do not know who you are…”

Coren ignored her and moved closer to the tall Lycavorian with oddly colored blue eyes. “Did you hear me?” He snapped when Andro didn’t move.

“Oh… I heard you.” Andro spoke now his voice calm. “It’s kind of hard not to hear you sir! You sound like a Folcani mud hog with a broken limb bellowing like a baby. You don’t honestly believe all this screaming and shouting is accomplishing anything do you? Aside from giving me a growing case of vada readur mida that is.”

Coren’s head whipped around when he heard the Lycavorians within the room chuckle at this young man’s words. He turned back to Andro and glared at him, the look bouncing off him with little effort. “I demand that you put me in contact with someone in a position of authority!” He barked. “I will not abide citizens of the Vanari Empire being held against their will by people with whom we have a non-aggression pact with.”

Andro turned his head and looked at Dutkne as he moved towards him. “Forn intus regovar.” He said.

Dutkne shrugged his shoulders as he stepped up beside him. “Don’t say I never warned you about anything Androcles.” He stated as he looked at Coren. “Excellent job Regent Re Mydala, insult the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union and his anome all within minutes of each other! That type of arrogance takes a lot of practice you know.”

Coren’s eyes grew wide in disbelief when Dutkne mentioned the name and he looked quickly between Dutkne and Andro before his eyes remained on Andro. “You are… you are Prince Androcles?” He stammered.

Andro smiled at him though his smile held no humor to it. “Last time I checked.” He stated. He leaned over to Dutkne. “How long ago was that?”

“Ten seconds maybe.” Dutkne answered. “Twelve if you really stretch it.”

“Is this humorous to you in some form young man?” Coren demanded as his eyes grew wider.

“The events of my life in the past few weeks have been anything but humorous Regent Re Mydala.” Androcles stated crossing his arms over his chest. “However, your petty arrogance and blowhard skills are providing an exceptional distraction right now.”

Devra could barely hold back the yelp of laughter she wanted to release, while Tastia, Ardan and Jokros looked on in disbelief at his statement, all of them for different reasons of their own. Lilonus simply shook his head and moved to one of the pilot’s chairs and settled into it happy to watch the show and filled with pride that he was here among their people who they had thought lost so long ago.

“You dare disrespect me?” Coren gasped.

“You will find sir, that I will treat you exactly as you treat me and others. Among my people Coren Re Mydala… for what you said to my anome, it would be very acceptable for me to stomp you into the deck of this ship.” Androcles said stepping closer to him now. “That is something I won’t do right now however. Perhaps several lessons in manners from your former wife are in order.”

“You do nothing right now with your threats of violence but reinforce the knowledge my people have of yours Prince Androcles.” Coren snarled.

“I don’t particularly care what you or your people think of me or my species Regent Re Mydala.” Androcles stated. “I have many people a lot more fearsome than you who don’t like me very much… and trust me when I tell you that list is going to get much bigger in the coming months. You can take a number and get to the end of that line if you like, or you can start acting like the even minded politician and diplomat that Devra and your daughters have said that you are! Or were they wrong when they said that about you?”

Coren’s coarse reply never came out as his eyes grew a little wider and he stared at Andro. “What?” He finally asked.

“I do not care what history you have with the Protectorate Regent Re Mydala.” Androcles said evenly as he looked at him without blinking. “If what Dutkne has told me is accurate, then it was a mistake of monumental proportions on the side of the Vanari that started the war you had with them. And it is my understanding that the man who started this war still serves among your military. I can overlook that however, for that war took place over ten thousand years ago, long before you or Dutkne or I were ever born. Long before any of us in this room were born I believe. It is not our history and it does not have to be our future moving forward. Unless you wish it to be.”

Ardan moved up beside Coren now, his eyes on Andro. “What are you saying?” He asked softly.

“I’m saying that you and the Vanari can cling to the preconceived notions that you have obviously made and adhere to of my people, most of them formed long before our time… and in many cases very wrong…” Androcles dropped his arms and folded his hands behind his back casually. “You can cling to these notions sir, in which case I will do two things. Dutkne has informed me that as soon as the Protectorate Parliament discovers that the Lycavorian Union has returned to the way my grandfather intended us to be, they will dissolve their government within a week and they will be absorbed into the Union.”

Coren and Ardan looked at Dutkne. “This is true?” Ardan gasped.

Dutkne nodded. “The Protectorate was never the true collection of our people.” He stated softly. “We have always been the faction that escaped the Black Day and the oppression that followed. I have tried to make that very clear for many years, and it has been ignored by you and the entire SBR. It is within our constitution that when our brothers and sisters here within the Union had finally returned to the instincts and passions of our past while balancing the future of our people, the Protectorate would be no more and we would be united as a people. So yes… it’s very true Regent Vu Lamurrion.”

Coren looked back at Andro. “And… and what will you do?” Coren hissed softly.

“It’s quite simple really, the Vanari and the Protectorate have upwards of thirty-six major Trade Agreements that are equal to roughly four trillion in profit annually for the Vanari when converted from the Lycavorian Riyal to the Vanari monetary currency of Kanari, is that not correct?”

Coren looked at Dutkne quickly and then back to Andro. “Yes, the figures are somewhere near that.” He answered.

“Even with how you regard my people you still conduct trade with them for it benefits the Vanari. A substantial trade I understand. That’s very convenient for you Regent Re Mydala since the Protectorate needs your trade goods.” Andro asked.

“Yes.” Ardan said haltingly.

Andro nodded his head. “If you do not wish to associate with Lycavorians… then we will not associate with you since that is what you seem to want. If you are not willing to look past what you think you know about my people, as wrong as it is, then I have no use for you and nor do my people.” He said. “When the Protectorate is fully part of the Union, which will take only weeks from what Dutkne has told me, I will buy out the remainder of these Trade Agreements with the Vanari Empire and I will cancel them. Permanently. You will have what you so want it seems, and we will go forward since the Union can more than adequately replace what you trade with them for.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” Coren hissed.

Androcles smiled. “Ask anyone you care to Regent Re Mydala… I am not a politician and I will do what is in the best interests of my people and those who call the Union home.” He answered. “If that means negating every agreement we have with the Vanari I will do it. And I won’t think twice about it. The Vanari will still be able to travel freely within Protectorate space and I will even allow them entry in Lycavorian Union territory, but we will not be trade partners in any way shape or form.”

“You… you would end thousands of years of open trading and partnership?” Ardan gasped.

“I will end a one sided friendship sir.” Androcles corrected him. “Dutkne has told me how my people are viewed by many on your Board of Regents, and the brief conversations I have had with Wayonn only confirm this. As my father and mothers would not have tolerated it… nor will I.”

“You… you threaten us?” Ardan gasped.

Andro shook his head. “Not at all. I’m merely telling you how it will be.”

“Unless we bow to you?” Coren growled.

“I only want you to listen to me. Listen and perhaps take the blinders you wear off for a moment and see that we are not like you believe us to be.” Androcles said. “That perhaps there is more to my people than what you have always believed.”
“And if we choose not too?” Coren snapped. “What will you do? Kill all of us?”

Andro’s smile was anything but pleasant. “If I had wanted you dead Regent Re Mydala… you would already be dead as Dutkne has already stated once.” He spoke. “If you do not wish to listen to me then I will return you to your ship. You will then be escorted to the border of Union space where you can jump back to the Beta Quadrant or remain within The Wilds. I don’t care which. But if you attempt to enter Lycavorian Union space uninvited again for any reason, that will be seen as a hostile action and I will act accordingly. You would not like my response.”

“Then you are threatening us?” Ardan spoke.

“You may call it a threat… I call it a choice.” Androcles spoke.

“You will return Devra and my children immediately?” Coren asked.

“Lady Devra and your children are welcome guests within the Union and they are under my protection while they are here. They have come to me asking for assistance in a certain task, assistance which I am providing to them. The choice will be theirs, but I promised to give them that assistance and I will do just that.” Andro answered.

“I will not leave Coren!” Devra spat. “I will not leave until I have my daughter back and you will not force me too!”

“Nor will I!” Arduri exclaimed.

Coren turned to look at them. “You risk everything you have Devra!” He shouted. “Your 
seat on the Board… your status among our people!”

“Caliria’s life means more to me than any of that Coren!” Devra barked at him. “And if you were any kind of father it would mean more to you as well!”

“I must think of all our people!” Coren shouted back. “Your actions could well mean the Syndicate will retaliate against us! Against our people! Not against these… these Lycavorians! Do you wish that on your head?”

“Why would they retaliate against you Coren?” Dutkne asked now. “We are no longer in the Beta Quadrant. The Orionis Syndicate has expanded their operations here to the Alpha Quadrant and they have enlisted the aide of several Criminal Organizations that already have a long history with the Union. That is a risk they took by coming here and dealing with these organizations, and now the one that holds over a dozen of your females and quite possibly your daughter Caliria, they have violated an agreement with the Union about transporting slaves through Union space. How does this affect the Vanari Empire in any way?”

“They could blame us for any action you take!” Ardan exclaimed now. “They have eyes and ears everywhere within Vanari space! Even on Austrova! And the damn Eridiani protect them religiously.”

Andro looked at Dutkne. “Eridiani?”

“Humans.” Dutkne told him. “Humans that left Earth long before the Comet ever came. They settled in the Beta Quadrant and have built a considerable empire of their own with dozens of planets and a thriving economy. Protectorate and Vanari Intelligence agree that they are also the true power behind this Orionis Syndicate. Or vice versa.”

“Humans Dutkne?” Andro asked surprised by this information. “Humans control this Orionis Syndicate?”

Ardan Vu Lamurrion prided himself on being able to read people and the look on this young Lycavorian’s face told him that this Androcles had no idea of what they were talking about, and if he ability was any good it also told him that he did not looked pleased at this information. He stepped closer until he was beside Coren, his eyes never leaving Andro’s face.
Dutkne nodded his head. “They are technologically very advanced. They have managed to genetically enhance their people to survive and live among the stars. They are no different than those humans here on Earth, they have just adapted themselves better to life off of a single planet. Something the humans within the Union are just discovering. There are probably some here on Earth who are descended from the Eridiani that returned to Earth two hundred years before the Comet came. This Admiral O’Connor and his wife Tina that you have told me of are the mostly likely candidates and after seeing President Taylor on the Netnews I would say he is as well. I was going to brief you about them before we got sidetracked with Janae and rescuing her.”

Androcles looked at the deck for a moment. “Interesting.” He said finally. He turned back to the holodisc where Am'uur stood waiting patiently, a small smile on his handsome ebony face.  “Am'uur can you get close enough to focus your sensors sufficiently and then tell me how many humans are on Ontahe?”

“Stand by!” Am'uur spoke turning to someone off the transmission grid.

Andro turned back to Coren. “The choice is yours Regent Re Mydala.” He said softly. “I suggest you make it now.”

“Yes.” Ardan spoke suddenly causing Coren to look at him as he stepped forward further.

“Ardan… what are you doing?” Coren exclaimed.

“If he can provide us information that we did not have before then it is worth the risk to remain here and discover what we can.” Ardan replied thoughtfully. “He is right Coren… this can not be turned back on us. We are not within Vanari space and we have no control over what they do. He will do it anyway.” Ardan looked at Androcles. “Won’t you?”

Andro nodded. “Yes I will.”

“Then we should see what he can discover.” Ardan spoke.

“It is too great a risk!” Coren protested.

“We are not within Vanari space and the risk is not ours.” Ardan said. “I believe it is acceptable.”

“Thank you Ardan.” Devra spoke.

“Do not thank me Devra Re Mydala.” Ardan spoke sternly as he looked at her. “Your actions will not be without consequence and neither will your children’s. At the very least you will lose your seat on the Board of Regents and at the worst, you will be imprisoned and your children with you when you return.”

Devra didn’t blink an eye and nodded her head. “Then so be it.” She said softly. 

I have no intention of returning regardless. My future is here. She thought to herself and made the decision easily and it filled her with peace. She did not need to turn to look at Bren to know what was going through his mind or feel his powerful presence behind her.

“Ancheo is realigning the sensors Androcles.” Am'uur spoke again. “In the meantime you should know that the Kochab we captured and interrogated was very helpful. He saw four of the Vanari females himself and is certain of at least a dozen more hidden away here. He says the facility is controlled by a former Overseer in The Wilds.”

Andro’s azure blue eyes grew a little wider. “Which one?” He asked.

“That he didn’t know. Apparently he does not appear very often.” Am'uur stated. “They were all cowards to begin with.”
“With the price your father put on their heads my love I’m not surprised.” Sadi spoke as she came up next to him and took his arm in her hands.

Andro nodded as he looked at her. “No doubt.”

Tastia watched as this stunningly beautiful blond haired Lycavorian pressed up to the side of Androcles Leonidas in a very intimate manner regardless of who was in the room watching.

“This place is where my daughter is?” Devra asked coming up beside Sadi now.

“Given the coordinates your daughter Naesta had that you were going to originally jump to Lady Devra… I would say yes.” Am'uur said. “We picked up a faint fusion traces at these coordinates and it could have only been made by a ship with a Fusion Drive of some sort. They appear to be similar to our new Hyper Matter engines Androcles.”

It was Tastia who spoke next causing everyone to turn and look at her. “What sort of fusion trace?” She asked.

Am'uur’s amber eyes lifted to gaze at her and even from within the exceptionally clear image of the holotransmission their amber color caused Tastia’s breath to catch softly. Tastia had never seen eyes like his, nor a man with shimmering white hair that fell past his shoulders, and she found herself staring.

Am'uur tore his own eyes away from the Vanari female and looked at the data pad in his hand. “A Quantum Particle fusion trace Lady…”

“My name is Tastia.” She answered without thinking.

“Tastia!” Coren hissed at her. “Be silent!”

“Then it was a Quantum Particle Fusion Drive Lady Tastia.” Am'uur finished. “And do not tell her to be silent fool! She obviously knows what she is talking about and you dishonor her with your words! Is this the way you treat all of your females? We should send them back now Andro…” Am'uur stated. “They will only end up getting hurt with the arrogance that oozes from their pores.” 
Coren turned to the image and opened his mouth to reply looking at Andro. “Who is this man that he thinks he can talk to you in such an informal manner and refer to us as he does? He does not know us!”
“He is the brother to Lu'ria Leonidas Coren Re Mydala.” Dutkne spoke shaking his head and stepping over in front of Lu'ria and Carisia who were rising to their feet in reaction to his words. “Another Princess of the Union and mate to Androcles. You are simply working wonders with your political skills Coren. Perhaps you should quit while you are still standing.”
Lu'ria stared at Coren as she stepped up to Andro. “We are going to the Mess Lounge my love.” She spoke turning to look at him and Sadi. “I do not think I can stand the pompous attitudes any longer.”

“Nor can I.” Carisia snapped.

Andro nodded to both of them and he leaned over to kiss both of them softly, nuzzling their ears. “We’ll see you soon.” He said. Sadi shared a brief kiss with both of them and then Lu'ria and Carisia left the briefing room holding hands, Ardan and Coren watching them with wide eyes. Ne'Veha stood up now and perched her firm bottom on the table closest to them and Sadi smiled and responded to the obvious taunt. She stepped between her legs and felt those legs curl around hers and pull her close as Ne'Veha slid her arms around Sadi’s waist and she leaned against her.

You are so bad SirsanGai. Sadi whispered within Mindvoice.

I know… but ever since my father I thoroughly enjoy acting in this manner around those who think they are better than us. Ne'Veha answered. 

Tastia was the one who spoke and brought them all back to the present after witnessing what Ne'Veha had done. “The Orionis Syndicate ships use a Quantum Particle Fusion Drive Coren.” She stated calmly looking back at this strange and exotic man in the transmission with new interest. “They either do not have the resources to build a Hyper Matter Phased Quantum Drive like ours or the Protectorate’s or they lack certain pieces of required technology. Their technology is not as advanced as ours when it comes to propulsion.” She looked at Coren. “If this is what they followed then it is definitely a Syndicate ship.”

Coren turned his eyes to Andro then. “Do all your people act like this?” He barked.

Andro shrugged his shoulders. “Within the Union you are treated as you treat others Regent Re Mydala.” He said honestly. “If you act like an midaeus to others, that is how you will be treated.” He turned to look at Devra. “Devra… this is the ship you were tracking when you came across Dutkne. The one that carried Caliria?”

Devra nodded. “Naesta was certain.” She said. 

Andro turned back to Am'uur. “It’s still there Am'uur?”

Am'uur nodded. “Our sensors can not penetrate the shielding of the docking bay area but there are no trace particles leading away from Ontahe as they were coming in.”

“Nine!” The male voice called out and they watched the Lycavorian man come into the transmission. “We’re detecting nine human lifeforms Andro!”

“That is the standard crew complement of a Syndicate transport ship.” Jokros spoke now moving forward as well.

“Andro we’ve moved close enough to the planet to intercept common chatter from within the underground facility to the secondary base on the surface. They have been talking about a large slave auction in three days time, which fits with what the Kochab told us.”

“Where is this Kochab person now?” Ardan asked. “Can… can we ask him further questions?”

Am'uur shook his head. “I’m afraid not. He had a bit of an accident.”

“An accident?” Ardan asked.

“Yes… it seems the drive coils on his ship were not properly aligned and they exploded shortly after he left our dry dock connection.” Am'uur answered. “A pity really.”

Sadi was the one who could not hold in her snicker. “You have not changed from how our Drow Mistress describes you Am'uur.” She spoke.

Am'uur smiled at her and shook his head. “No… it appears not.”

“Three days?” Andro said thoughtfully.

“Yes.”

“Am'uur… retreat back to the border and formulate a plan.” Androcles stated. “I will leave tomorrow night under the cover of darkness. We will meet on the border at twenty-three hundred hours three nights from now.”

“Personnel?” Am'uur asked.

Andro turned and looked at Bren. “Bren? One company of RD?”

Bren nodded immediately. “That should be sufficient.” He stated. “By then Denali and Arrarn will be back and since we can not take Elynth or Aradace to the surface because of the cold, their skills will be needed. Elynth and Aradace can remain in the STRIKERS that will provide support.”

Andro nodded and turned back to Am'uur. “One company of Durcunusaan RD Am'uur.” He said. “My brothers Denali and Arrarn, Lu'ria and Carisia with us on the ground, Sadi and Ne'Veha in the air with Arrarn.”

Am'uur nodded. “I will have it ready for you. Androcles… there is something else.”

Andro met his eyes at the odd tone of his voice. “What?”

“Three senior executives from AEC are here Andro. Lycavorians. They arrived several hours ago.” Am'uur spoke. “I do not believe it is a coincidence.”

“Why?” Andro asked and both Ardan and Coren watched him move even closer to the transmission with a serious expression on his face.

“Emulia ran them through the database.” Am'uur answered. “Two of them are from the R&D Division of AEC and the other is an Executive VP. Not the types of individuals who would come here.”

Andro nodded his head slowly. “I will have Marci look into it.” He stated. “Be ready Am'uur.”

Am'uur nodded. “Always.”

Androcles turned as the transmission went dead and he looked at square at Coren and Ardan. “Decision time.” He said. “We are going to rescue those Vanari prisoners and I will fulfill a promise to Devra. You are either going to come and observe or you will be sent packing right now.”

“The Syndicate men there?” Ardan asked. “What do you intend for them?”

“I don’t care who they are… they broke our laws and they will be punished. Period.” Andro answered. “After some extensive questioning of course.”

Ardan nodded his head. “We will accompany you.” He said.

Andro stepped up to him and Coren then and nodded his head. “Very well… but know this both of you. I am unlike any Lycavorian you have ever come in contact with. If you betray me, there will not be enough left of you for anyone to find. If you endanger this mission I will insure that you are ventilated out of the nearest airlock never to be seen again. If you wish to work together in partnership you will find no more loyal a friend. If you attempt to do to me what you have done to Dutkne and the Protectorate in the past, what you did to his father before him that started a war, you will earn an enemy that you do not want gentlemen.”

“Again you threaten us!” Coren snapped.

Andro shook his head. “No… I’m simply stating fact. We will be returning to Earth in twenty minutes. You are either on my STRIKER or you will stay behind.” They watched him turn and reach for Ne'Veha’s hand, Sadi going back to holding his arm. Bren chuckled as he stepped up next to Devra and they all looked at him as Dutkne moved to his right side.

“There is a reason that in many ways he is more feared than his father ever was.” Bren said. “And most were petrified of King Leonidas. Martin Leonidas would have given you a second chance… his son will not.”

“How many… how many wives does he have?” Ardan asked with surprise.

“Four right now.” Bren spoke. “The fifth will become part of their lives in a short time and then they will be complete.”

“Five wives?” Tastia gasped. “Is that not a bit too much? A different form of arrogance?”

Bren did not take offense and looked at her. “In answer to that Lady Tastia I suggest you speak with them. I think you will find that arrogance is not a word that enters into the equation.”

CURILA 6


Wayonn drew his hand away from Martin’s chest slowly, breathing deeply and opening his eyes as the ebb of Mindvoice power and influence began to fade from all around them. He lifted his head and saw Martin’s dark brown eyes gazing over his shoulder behind them at the door of the empty room, gazing off into some place that Wayonn could never reach. It was something he had seen Sumar do quite often and it appeared that Martin and his son did the same thing as well.

“It is done.” He said softly.


Martin blinked and brought his eyes back into focus and looked at him. “I don’t… I don’t feel any different.” He said softly.


Wayonn shook his head slowly. “And you will not. With the skills I taught you through the neural booster you managed to shrink the taint to miniscule proportions.” He smiled gently. “You are nearly as powerful as your ancestor Martin Leonidas, as is your son. I haven’t felt… I haven’t felt such a presence since the day I left Sumar on Lycavore. It is… it is inspiring to say the least.”


Martin looked at him. “Will… Wayonn will I ever act like that again? I… I almost killed my son… I struck two women that I love more than my own life.”


Wayonn nodded. “Yes I know.” He stated. “I don’t know how Xaxon is able to transfer parts of his essence back and forth, but he was the equal to Sumar in many respects and he had millennia to discover these things during his entrapment on CS19. No Martin… I do not believe it is possible anymore. You have grown in your focus and ability to concentrate, even in the short time since we last talked, and this only enhances your natural Mindvoice shields. You and Androcles… you have the unique ability to pull from your emotions to enhance your shields. If I tested Aricia… no doubt she would have this same ability. It is why it is so prevalent in all of your children, but more pronounced in Andro, Denali and the twins.” Wayonn leaned back fully and got to his feet. “I sense a much more reduced form of this skill within Anja as well, and it is probably why your children with her will have more focused abilities and skills as they grow within Mindvoice. Her Hadarian genes; they must have taken the virus our people transmit and reshaped it in some form within her body. Combined with the blood and genes of her parents it is undoubtedly why Eliani, Retta and Calyb will be closest to your children with Aricia in skill. Though from what I have felt and seen from Helen and Andro all of your children are uniquely gifted. Zarah’s skills are a wonder.”


“That is because of what Andro did to save her life. Letting her feed on his blood like she did.” Martin spoke rising from the chair.


Wayonn nodded. “The majority of the reason yes, but all of your Queens are individually quite gifted within Mindvoice and while these skills may have been dormant somehow until they joined with you, when combined with your blood and genes, you have passed this unique strength to all of your children.”


Martin looked at him. “What are you saying?”


“In essence Martin, you and your Queens have created several new species of Lycavorian with the children you have produced.” Wayonn said.


“Come again?” Martin asked confused.


Wayonn smiled. “No matter who they take as mates, even of different species, your blood will always be dominant in every way. Anja could probably explain it better for I think she has some inkling already, but it is almost as if they have taken the best of their mothers genes and somehow merged this with their blood and genes from you. No matter who they have children with, this pattern will continue and your blood will never lose its dominance no matter how many generations pass.”


“And that’s a good thing?” Martin asked.


“Well… to me it is. To others perhaps not.” He replied. 


“What about… what about Aikiro and Yuri’s children?” Martin asked him. “Narice and Lucia? What about them? Can Xaxon influence them as he did me? Will they put my children at risk because of their blood?”


“In Lucia’s case I would say no with confidence.” Wayonn answered. “Lucia… she was able to harness that part of her that was Xaxon, control it by force of her will alone until she came together with Zarah. Once that happened, once they shared blood as they did, whatever influence Xaxon may have had was washed away.” Wayonn stepped closer to him. “They are meant for each other Martin, by some force or higher power beyond our understanding. You don’t intend…”


Martin shook his head immediately. “No.” He stated with firm resolve. “She… she saved Zarah’s life... and almost died doing it. No… that is something I will never try to interfere with now. I don’t believe Andro or any of my children would let me now.”


Wayonn smiled. “Whether you choose to openly admit it or not, you have always been one to follow a path that embraces the belief in a higher power. Do not dismiss it now.” He said. “As for Narice, if Xaxon had held any sway over her, it was lost the moment she tasted Arrarn’s blood and realized all she could have and be.”


Martin met his eyes. “I still need to kill Yuri Wayonn. None of them will ever be safe as long as she lives.” He spoke in a harsh voice.


Wayonn nodded his head in full agreement. “It is my understanding that we have heard nothing from the High Coven since Aikiro’s death and Yuri’s escape from Earth. I have seen in Andro’s mind the injuries he inflicted upon her, and if she has recovered, yes there will come a time when you will need to end her and the threat Xaxon poses forever. Androcles has told me that Intelligence Intercepts from within High Coven space indicate much confusion and power struggles among the senior leadership.”


“It won’t remain like that.” Martin said. “If she is alive… she’ll assume control again eventually. Yuri is a hard bitch to kill Wayonn. I’ve been trying for years.”


“Just as she has with you no doubt.” Wayonn said. He moved close to him now his face becoming serious. “What malda ideas do you have swirling around in that head of yours Martin Leonidas?”


Martin met his gaze evenly. “It’s probably better that you don’t know.” Martin answered him.


“Martin I… I will not say I know what you are feeling because I don’t.” Wayonn spoke. “I do know that you must not act rashly. There is far too much at stake… much of it even I do not understand yet.”


“She is my Kinsoaurgai Wayonn.” Martin said softly. “Part of why I am who I am. There was a time… there was a time when I thought that I could survive if I lost one of them because I have Aricia. Now… they all make up a part of me Wayonn… they all hold a piece of me in their hands. We are all part of a whole and I can’t let that go. I will never let that go.”


Wayonn nodded. “That whole is going to get larger Martin.”


“What?” He asked looking at him.


Wayonn shook his head. “You will discover it in time.” He said. “It has already begun really, and those closest to you will accept it fully before you do.”


“What has begun? What are you talking about Wayonn? Don’t go all cryptic on me now Wayonn.” Martin said.


Wayonn chuckled. “It does not matter right now.” He said with a smile. “And I will not be cryptic with you. I know that it drives you and your son insane. Just as it does Dutkne. No… now is the time for truth in everything we talk of. What I will tell you is that you can not go off on a rampage to get her back and I believe you know that or you would have already acted in this manner.”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “Anything I do must be carefully planned or my brother will kill her. I know that and I can’t take that chance. I won’t take that chance. I will not give him reason to make her suffer. If she… if she believes I am dead then she will not try and fight him or try to escape. Pleistarchus would make her suffer before he killed her and I could never forgive myself.”


“Martin… the women you have chosen to share your life with are powerful in their own right.” Wayonn said. “If they were not, they would never have been drawn to you in the first place or you to them. I have seen in your mind and that of your son what you all mean to each other. What you draw from each other. That very same thing is happening with Androcles and his mates as well. It has happened with several others around you. You must put aside the part of you that is wolf and calls for your brother’s blood and embrace the man within you. At least for the moment. I know you can do this for you passed this skill to your son. Even now he is holding back the part of himself that wishes to strike out and destroy those who have hurt his family. To annihilate those who have violated his fifth and final wife and mate.” Wayonn saw Martin’s eyes grow wider at this knowledge. “He is holding it back and so are you, for it pulses within both of you like a burning sun. I truly do not wish to see it when he releases it. Nor do I wish to see you when you unleash it. Panos was right when he said what he did… you and your son Martin… you are forces of nature when you get rolling and there is very little that can stand before you. For'mya is an essential part of who you are, as all of them are, and you must not do anything to risk that. Not now. No matter how much anger or rage you have seething through you Martin Leonidas; it must be channeled no matter what.”


Martin looked at him. “Wayonn… do you know something?”


Wayonn shook his head quickly. “No… and I would not keep it from you if I did. Not now… now that our people are finally reunited. Something is happening and your brother is behind most of it, driving it, but your brother is not like you and I and your son and others. You know this Martin. He will do things we would never entertain or tolerate or even think of doing for there is too much honor inside us. I believe Androcles is correct in that he is making a play for the throne of the Union and Sparta. Your throne. The one that was intended for you all along this path you have walked. How he intends to achieve this I do not know.”


“What?” Martin said. “What do you mean intended for me all along?”

“Why do you think the events in your life have progressed as they have?” Wayonn spoke. “Everything… all of it… it has been guided and shaped to insure that you sit on the thrones of your grandfather and father and not your brother.”


“Why?” Martin asked softly. “He’s my older brother Wayonn. The first of my father’s sons. If he hadn’t turned traitor he would be leading the Union and Sparta. Not me. Why is it so important that it be me as you say?”


Wayonn turned his head away and stepped away from him to the window that looked out across the green plains. Wayonn could see Torma and Isheeni off in the distance enjoying each other’s company as they sat in the lush grass.


“Wayonn?” Martin asked as he stepped closer.


“I believe events are being shaped Martin… have been shaped for millennia… your life, my life, all of it. It’s being shaped for a single purpose Martin. Androcles bonding with Elynth while still in Aricia’s womb. You finding Canth on Ukwav… me discovering Helen still lived. Finding Avi and City Ship 41 on Lycavore. What happened to both you and Andro on Alba Tau? Now the discovery of this ship on Ritaah? The Vanari becoming part of events now at a pivotal time. It’s all part of a larger cycle Martin. A much larger cycle that is coming to a close soon.” Wayonn said softly. “I can’t fully explain it to you for I don’t truly understand it all myself. What I do know… what I feel with all of my being…” He turned and looked at him. “I am still alive for a reason. My mate… my children… they are all gone, yet I remain to guide those who are my descendants. The descendants of Sumar. Shiria is with your son for a reason Martin. It may seem like it to you, that you made a tactical decision to send Resumar to seek out this new ship and take Athani because of whom she was, but something else drove you to send him and not another.”

Martin looked at him. “You’re saying that somehow I knew they would discover what they have. The ship… the rebels?”

Wayonn nodded. “Of all your sons, Resumar is the one who is more politically sensitive yet still tactically sound Martin, an insight passed to him by Dysea. When you combine his gifts with the skills of Athani, which are driven by everything she has discovered since becoming his wife, you have a tandem that can seal any deal but still be strong enough to defeat all but the largest threat. Shiria knew this; she could feel it in him and regardless of what happened on that ship, she would have revealed herself to him no matter what.” Wayonn faced him and moved closer. “The throne of your grandfather Resumar and the throne of your father’s in Sparta… they were always meant for you Martin. Not for your brother. I also believe your father knew this when he appeared to you that day at Thermopylae. There is a reason for all of it Martin. A reason Androcles is almost as loved as you by our people, but feared by so many more. A reason that so many consider Sadi a reincarnation of your mother in many ways, just as Helen has told her. A reason that we have discovered Arzoal is a Pralor… so many different things.” He looked at him. “And there is a reason that the ruling bloodlines of our people from long ago are all returning to be as one now.”


“Wayonn… you are beginning to scare the sibfla out of me.” Martin said.


“Then you are not alone Martin Leonidas.” He said. “For I am scared as well. Something is coming Martin and everything that has happened in the past and everything that is happening now plays a part in all of it. Whether it be to discover new allies… whether it is your son coming out from under your shadow or you finally being free to see all around you as you should, it is all happening for a reason.”


“What reason?” Martin asked.


Wayonn shook his head slowly. “That I don’t know and believe me I would tell you if I did.”


“What do you think it all means?” Martin asked.


“I truly don’t know.” Wayonn said.


“Then indulge me with your feelings Wayonn, because you of all people must have some idea.” Martin said.


Wayonn looked at him and took a deep breath. “I believe a war is coming Martin.” He said softly. “A war that will shape the very foundation of whatever future we will have. The pieces are beginning to fall into place Martin… all of them… and soon they will all be in place and a war unlike any of us have ever seen will be upon us. That is what I believe as terrible as it sounds.”


“Ok… now I’m really scared shitless.” Martin said softly. 


Wayonn nodded his head. “I as well. You are the only one I have told this too Martin. I believe… I believe Androcles may have some sense of what I tell you now. He is incredibly perceptive and he hides his thoughts better than anyone I have ever known. His bond with Elynth gives him an edge that even you do not have.”


Martin moved closer to him. “I take it… I take it there is no way to avoid this? This war that is coming.”


Wayonn shook his head. “No matter what we do… no matter how we do it… I don’t believe it will matter in the end. That is why everything we do now… we must return to the true instincts of our people Martin… as your son has. All of your children really. We must be very methodical and cunning and not take anything for granted. We must discover what your brother plans with his Kavalian allies, and then we must stop it. No matter the pain it may bring you… For'mya is meant to be with you. She is part of who you are just as you have said.”


Martin’s head tilted to the side and his eyes narrowed. “Why do I not like the way you say that Wayonn.”


“Just remember what you and your Queens have instilled in your children since they day they were born. What you will continue to instill in them.” Wayonn spoke. “Even those children you have yet to father.” He said seeing Martin’s eyes widen. “No matter the pain… no matter the reasons… you will always do what is necessary to safeguard those you love. Blood before all else Martin. Blood before all else. Remember that in the days and weeks ahead.” He reached out and placed his hand on Martin’s shoulder. “You have no idea how it makes me feel to stand here now. With you. With family. I once thought all was lost and now I see that for everything that was lost during the Black Day and after, so much more was gained. Now… we have much to do.”


Martin looked at him intently for a long moment and then nodded his head. “You know… what you just said… it is eerily similar to what Canth told me on Ukwav.” He said softly. “That kind of gives me the creeps.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Who do you think taught him what he knew?”


“And Helen?” Martin asked.


“Helen was to be your father’s Oracle if you will.” Wayonn said. “Events took that away from her… took your father away from her because it was you she was supposed to serve and guide all along and not him. Why do you think it just happened to be Helen that you were returned too as a child? At least that is what I believe. Just as it is my grandson Dutkne who will now serve and guide Androcles. He has already begun that and as each day passes he grows into the role more and more, though I doubt Dutkne and Andro will allow themselves to act in a similar manner as you and Helen. As a pair they are… they are quite unorthodox. You see… everything is coming together Martin. Everything.”


Martin took a deep breath and shrugged his shoulders. “Well fuck it! I’ll do what I have always done and take it as it comes. Never fear the unknown.” He said laconically.


Wayonn smiled and nodded. “Never fear the unknown.”

 
Naesta sat quietly in the chair and watched fascinated as Anja, Ceuma and Sivana worked at the three computer consoles within the spacious infirmary of the Leonidas Retreat on Curila 6. Her eyes kept returning to the long dark blond hair that the clone of Queen Anja had and then kept darting between the three of them. The computers were arranged in a large circular pattern around what appeared to be some sort of receiving station. Naesta had been frightened and very intimated at first of Martin Leonidas and what she had seen when they had first arrived. She had never had much interaction with any of the many Lycavorians at the embassy on Austrova and in reality the actual physical size of many of them was very imposing to her. It did not help that her father’s arrogant and superior attitude and teachings in regards to them had also permeated her mind and she never went out of her way to talk to any of them. Now however, Naesta saw them in a completely different light because of the book Androcles had given her and she had read while coming here and it was eye opening to say the least. 
When she had discovered Caliria had been captured, Naesta was beside herself for hours, unable to act or to think rationally. She had looked up to her older sister for her inner strength and courage. Caliria may have had dark hair, but she never once considered it to be a defect of any kind and she fought for the rights of all dark haired females. It was not until her mother and Arduri had arrived that she found her center once more. As she looked at Anja, she remembered her reaction at realizing that her fellow Queen and lover was a captive. She had watched her and the raven-haired mother of Androcles together. They had held each other tightly, wrapped in his arms and they nuzzled Martin Leonidas and each other and then they had set about other tasks. Tasks that would keep them focused and prepare for what Wayonn had told her would take place. They would go after her of that he had no doubt. The wolf within them would never forsake her no matter the reason. While Aricia had gone with their children and her mother to another portion of the massive compound, Anja had come here with Sivana and Ceuma to work on what Naesta had brought from her mother in regards to Vanari physiology and finding a way to cure the Vanari of their curse from the Syndicate. 

It was here that Naesta learned that, while Ceuma may have been a clone of the fiery Persian red haired Queen, she was most definitely her own person with her own personality and her own likes and dislikes. She also discovered that Queen Anja and her sister Princess Sivana considered Ceuma their sister by blood. There was no question in either of their minds about whom she was. It amazed Naesta that a clone could be so utterly perfect in every way and she found herself looking upon Ceuma in a fashion that she had never looked upon another woman. Naesta had bedded with other Vanari females during her lone Celebration of the Hundreds and she found it very pleasurable, but since that time she had never even entertained the thought of being with another female. Whatever the reasons for that, Naesta found she could not push the thoughts of being with this clone from her mind.


“Naesta?” Anja’s voice pulled her out of her thoughts.


Naesta blinked several times and shook her head. “I’m… I’m sorry. Yes?” She asked as she came to her feet quickly.


Anja looked at her and smiled. “I’d like Ceuma to give you an examine if that is alright.


The information your mother gave to us is an excellent base source, but it would be even more helpful if we could examine you.”


Naesta nodded her head. “Of course… anything I can do to help.” She answered quickly.


Anja pointed to a nearby bed as Ceuma got off her chair. “If you could disrobe and lay on the bed.”


Naesta moved to the side of the bed and quickly began to strip out of her Cadre uniform as Ceuma came over holding a small data pad. Her jade green eyes were focused on the pad and she typed into it quickly as she stopped next to Naesta.


“This is actually my first examine and I…” Ceuma looked up and stopped talking as a heated flush surged across her skin while looking at Naesta standing completely nude in front of her. Ceuma blinked several times as her eyes caressed Naesta’s body. Her denim blue skin was totally flawless without a mark on it. Her breasts were high and firm with small areolas and nipples that protruded upward proudly as if they were begging for attention. Her five foot seven frame was lean and muscular, with a tattoo of a strange blue flower on her right hip, very close to her heated center. A center that was at the moment puffy and fully exposed and was giving off a very enticing banana kiwi scent. Ceuma dragged her eyes back up Naesta’s body quickly. “I… I might take a little longer than Anja or Sivana.” She stammered the last words and part of her sentence. It was Anja who noticed it and she lifted her head to look over at her cloned sister. “If you could… if you could get on the bed.”

Whatever the events surrounding Ceuma’s creation, there was no denying the pull both she and Sivana had toward her and the protectiveness that came from a connection only sisters could have. A clone she may have been, but she was certainly her own person in every aspect. Her healing skills were rapidly increasing with the amount of time they spent with her and Eurin’s prediction that she would not be as strong in her abilities was falling to the wayside quickly. Ceuma was turning out to be a very strong healer and she absorbed information like a sponge. While the amount of healing power she could generate right now was limited because she had not actually ascended like Sivana and herself, Ceuma was definitely showing the signs of being able to do what only Anja, Sivana, Eliani and Retta showed right now. That was to draw from the very life all around her to power her healing ability. Anja Leonidas had also been sharing the bed of four other women for the last twenty-six years of her life and thoroughly relishing in every moment she spent with her fellow Queens and lovers. She was also easily able to detect the spike in Ceuma’s scent. While clone’s did not have natural scent glands when they were created, it appeared because Rinard had turned her so soon after waking her from the chamber she was created within, she was developing scent glands within her body in all the usual spots. Whatever had happened, the fertilization of her clone genes had not fully matured when Rinard bit her and this had caused the more advanced Lycavorian cells like her scent glands to develop at a much slower rate. Since Joci had claimed her with his own bite, his purer blood was speeding up the growth of these glands and Ceuma was developing her very own Basil and lime scent which Anja and Sivana had already committed to memory. Anja knew it was also a scent that was able to drive Joci insane with the sweetness of it because he knew Ceuma was his mate and loved only him. Since Sivana had never been with another woman, she did not notice the spike of arousal in Ceuma’s scent that Anja did. Ceuma had experienced another woman before when Rinard forced Duewa upon her, but it was not by choice and in one of their hours of speaking Ceuma had told Anja she did not enjoy it in the least. That is why Anja’s jade green eyes filled with interest.

Naesta complied with Ceuma’s direction and stretched her lithe frame out on the medical bed as Ceuma stepped closer. Naesta’s green eyes watched her carefully, filled with interest she had never had before, and she found herself having to consciously keep from excreting her oil. She watched Ceuma stretch her hand out over her abdomen and it began to glow with a soft white color and dropped to within an inch of her skin. Naesta watched this with incredible fascination.

“Ready sister…” Sivana called out.


“Yes.” Ceuma answered.

“Call off your findings as you process the information.” Anja stated turning back to her screen.


“Female… categorized as Vanari.” Ceuma spoke as she got control of her own feelings and set the pad on the bed beside Naesta and began to type with her left hand initiating the bed’s medical sensor into operation beneath where Naesta lay. “Internal organ structure 99.3% comparable to bipedal humanoid species. 1.7 meters in height, 58.9 kilograms. RHR is 55, calculating MHR as 225. Blood flow is 98.2 percent of maximum efficiency. Lung to blood Oxygen Saturation is 103%. Bone density is eighty-three percent of the established Lycavorian and Hadarian standards. There appears to be an extra Parotid Salivary Gland that resides beneath the 10th thoracic rib structure approximately 3.3 centimeters in length and 75 grams.”


“Focus on that Ceuma.” Anja called out.


“Enhancing the spectral ratio.” Sivana spoke. “Wow!”


Anja nodded. “Yes.”


Ceuma turned from the bed back to Anja. “Did you find something?” She asked.


“Yes we did.” Anja spoke as she adjusted the imaging on her monitor. “Come see.”


Ceuma turned back and looked at Naesta. “Would you care to see?” She asked.


Naesta nodded. “Very much so.” She answered.


Ceuma motioned with her head and without bothering to reach for her clothes Naesta got off the bed and padded across the cool floor to stand beside Ceuma as Anja adjusted the monitor. Ceuma leaned closer and her eyes narrowed somewhat. “Those are Vibramal cellular compounds!” She said finally.


“Very good sister!” Anja exclaimed. “Yes they are… Level Five Vibramal cells to be exact.” 

Naesta looked between them quickly. She was learning that Lycavorians, or those turned by Lycavorians were very open minded and because of how their culture was, they were not as intensely modest as many societies. The females dressed to accent the curves and figures of their bodies and were not worried about having how they dress dictate a reaction from a man. In her short time in Gytheio and at Androcles’s villa she was well aware of his mates and sisters wearing little in clothing, or simple robes with nothing underneath them. They were open about their sexuality because their culture did not tolerate lewd remarks or inappropriate action by males of any kind. Naesta had always hated being stared at by the Eridiani men who frequented Austrova for they would often gawk at the Vanari females and make vulgar comments or gestures towards them. Standing completely naked among these other women did not make Naesta feel uncomfortable in the least.


“I have heard my sister refer to these cells before.” Naesta spoke watching as they looked at her. “My medical knowledge is not as extensive as it should be.”


Anja looked at her. “Vibramal Cellular Compounds are very rare in Union space. Only one species has them, the Sulfar, and they are used in a similar manner as the Vanari. This extra Parotid Gland that you have… this is what regulates the oil you secrete through your pores isn’t it?”


Naesta nodded in the affirmative. “Yes… we… my people call it our Alkay.” She said somewhat sheepishly. “Our level of attraction to someone.”


“And you can regulate what you secrete correct?” Sivana asked.


“It would depend on…” Naesta stopped suddenly feeling embarrassed speaking about this with them.


Ceuma detected this in her and reached down to take her hand causing Naesta to meet her eyes. “You are among friends now Naesta Re Mydala and you are considered a friend or you would never have been allowed to come here.” She said softly. “You do not need to be embarrassed or afraid among my sisters and I.”


Anja watched Naesta stare at her sister and then saw her face relax as she stepped closer to Ceuma. She turned back to Anja. “It depends on how attracted we are to a person.” She said more confidently now. “The more attracted we are to an individual, the more potent the Alkay we secrete. It is more pronounced and persuasive in Vanari females than males, but they can secrete Alkay as well.”


Sivana nodded. “That makes sense; this extra PSG is larger in the females than the males according to the anatomy charts your mother sent to us.”

Naesta nodded. “That is why the Orionis Syndicate holds the sway over my people that they do!” She said quickly. “Our scientists and doctors can not determine what it is about our bodies that this chemical the Syndicate threatens to use can alter in such a way! We tried many centuries ago but were never able to find out. When the Syndicate discovered what we were doing they attacked one of our colonies. They… they sterilized over a thousand Vanari females! Caused their bodies to somehow tell them they were now male, altering their internal chemical balance in some way and essentially sterilizing them! After that we stopped trying to discover a way to cure ourselves! Our leaders… the Regents are too frightened to take action. The Eridiani are very well connected and they have spies everywhere. The Regents fear angering them and they will not allow us to do anymore research!”


“Eridiani?” Sivana asked.


“Humans.” Anja answered for Naesta. “Humans who have evolved much more than those who live here on Earth. Higher brain function, heightened physical endurance and abilities. I read all of that part of your mother’s report.”


Naesta nodded. “Yes. Many of them seem harmless… but they are not. Caliria was… she was seeing one of them before she was taken. She had been seeing him for several months and seemed taken with him for some reason but Arduri and I never trusted him. Eridiani males target dark haired Vanari because they know those of us with features like me will have nothing to do with them. I think Caliria was drawn to him because he paid attention to her, but Arduri and I saw right through it. He was… he has disappeared as well and we do not know if he is the cause or if he was simply killed for being in the way.”  


“And you believe your sister was close to discovering a cure?” Anja asked gently.

Naesta nodded slowly. “Caliria is three hundred and twenty-six years old and for the last hundred years she has dedicated her life to discovering a way to counter the Syndicate’s hold over my people and gain equal rights for those Vanari females like her. With dark hair. She has spent the last decade going back to school for different things to try and learn all she could. My mother believes that the Syndicate… she believes somehow the Syndicate discovered Caliria was doing this work and they took her because she was close to finding a cure.”


Sivana moved up beside Anja. “We’re not even going to touch that little tidbit.” She stated. “The color of someone’s hair does not make them who they are. We saw that in the information from your mother. That is simply disgusting.”


Naesta looked at them, her eyes finally going to Ceuma. “You can help us can’t you?” She asked turning to Anja. “Wayonn… he said your people are almost magical when it comes to medical science and research. Androcles… your son… he promised us he would find my sister.”


Anja’s jade green eyes grew a little wider. “Androcles promised you that?” She asked softly.


Naesta nodded quickly. “Yes…” She saw the look on Anja’s face. “He… he was not telling us the truth was he? I think I would understand… it must be very hard for him right now and he told us what we wanted to hear didn’t he? He will not be able to find her will he, even if she is meant to be with them as they say?”


“Meant to be with them?” Anja asked gently.


Naesta nodded. “Sadi and the others that are his wives. They told us… they told us that they could feel my sister and that she was meant to be with them.”


Anja’s jade green eyes grew a little wider and she shook her head and reached out to take Naesta’s hand. “Then if what you say is true young lady...” She replied. “If Androcles Leonidas promised you he would find and rescue your sister then you can rest assured he will do just that. Androcles is like his father in that regard. He has never broken a promise he has made. To anyone.”


“That… that is impossible isn’t it?” Naesta asked. “To never break a promise?”


Anja chuckled. “I don’t think he or his father know how to spell the word impossible.” She answered. “No… if that is what he told you then that is what he will do. And if he sent you here then he meant for us to help you and we will.”


Naesta felt a great weight beginning to lift from her shoulders and she squeezed Ceuma’s hand tightly without even realizing it. “Can you?” She asked. “The chemicals that the Syndicate uses to break Vanari females, it degrades the Neural Synaptic patterns of our brains with extended use. If we do not find her soon… find a cure soon… my sister will become nothing more than a shell and then… then she will die.”


“We won’t let that happen!” Ceuma exclaimed now catching Anja and Sivana by surprise with the passion in her words. “I promise you we won’t let that happen!”


Anja smiled and looked at Ceuma and then to Naesta. “My sister speaks for all of us.” She said. “We are stuck here for the time being and working on this will keep my mind off other things. We’ll need you to remain with us so that we can run tests and such if that is alright with you.”


“To save my sister I will do anything.” Naesta said.


“Good… then so will we.” Anja said. “We should probably…” Anja’s words were cut off by the sound of the doors to the examination rooms opening and they all turned to see Joci moving into the large room his eyes focused on the pad in his hands.


“Lady Anja… Atropos wanted me to insure that you know what the new codes are for…” Joci looked up and his dark eyes went wide at what he saw and he came to an abrupt halt spinning around in a blink so that he faced the other direction.


“Joci my mate… stop!” Ceuma exclaimed as she instinctively moved in front of the very naked Naesta and held her against her back with one hand on her naked hip.


“Sibfla!” Joci barked. “Forgive me! I didn’t know… the doors were…” 


Naesta found herself incredibly aroused with just Ceuma's hand on her naked flesh and she had to concentrate very hard to keep from releasing her Alkay. As she shyly looked around Ceuma’s shoulder at the Lycavorian’s back she could not help but take in the powerful ripples of his muscles under the thin shirt, or the incredible dark dreadlock hair that he sported. He was very tall, easily almost two meters in height. Ceuma grabbed the sheet from the nearby bed and wrapped it around Naesta before moving to stand beside her husband and mate. Naesta watched as Ceuma curled her arm around his waist and she looked ridiculously small compared to him.


“Ceuma… the door wasn't locked!” He hissed softly. “I’m so sorry!”


Ceuma smiled up at him and the horror filled look on his face and she leaned up on her tip toes to nuzzle his shoulder and chest. “You didn’t know and I forgot to lock the door.” She stated softly feeling his aura reach for and wrap around her and relishing in the feelings that gave to her.


He held out the data pad to her. “The new codes for the Command Center.” He said sheepishly.


Ceuma took the pad and pulled his face down to hers. “Kiss me.” She said seductively, staring up into his handsome face.


“Ceuma… there are…” He protested.


“Better do what she says Joci.” Sivana spoke from behind them with a smile as Anja was grinning. “She’s really coming into her own lately!”


Joci looked at his mate’s jade green eyes and smiled at her beauty. He leaned over further and kissed her deeply, savoring the taste of her full lips and inhaling deeply of her newly discovered and increasingly powerful scent. Ceuma closed her eyes in bliss and squeezed his powerful arms until he drew back slowly. He leaned over even more and nuzzled her cheek and ears. “I will see you tonight my beautiful mate.” He whispered.


Ceuma grinned. “Yes you will.” She stated confidently. “And I intent to feast on you my handsome mate.”


Joci grinned. “Promise?”


Ceuma nodded. “Yes I do.”


“Since you are all here… then I no longer need to find you. The codes for you and Sivana are included with the pad. As well as codes for Naesta so that she may move around freely. Her biometric signature has already been entered into the database.” Joci stated. “I will leave you to continue your work. Until tonight.”


Ceuma nodded and pulsed him with her aura as he was leaving and she waited until the doors had slid shut before she walked over and locked them. She turned back to look at Anja and Sivana who were smiling at her knowingly.


“What?” She asked as she came back over to them.


“So much for the reserved and controlled sister we thought we had uh Anja?” Sivana spoke.


“Really Ceuma… you must control yourself when Joci is around. Your desire for him makes you breath too fast. We are afraid you might hyperventilate or go into shock!” Anja added.

“As if Martin and Belen don’t affect you in the same fashion!” She stated defensively. “You and Aricia practically wet yourselves when you are next to Martin Anja! And your heart rate doubles because of your desire for Belen Sivana. You have no right to comment on how I act when my husband and mate comes into the room.” She said tossing the data pad at Anja and moving back to stand next to Naesta who was looking at her with wide eyes because of what she had felt when Ceuma touched her naked flesh.


“He… he is your husband?” Naesta stammered keeping a tight lid on her emotions as she asked. Ceuma’s touch had ignited something within her and then seeing her powerfully built husband and his long dreadlocks had only made it stronger.


Ceuma nodded. “Yes.”


“He is… he is very large.” Naesta commented.


Ceuma looked at her almost dreamily. “You have no idea.” She said playfully.

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND
  


The Durcunusaan had pushed the Netnews teams surrounding Gytheio and Cranae Island several kilometers back by now and the nearest Netnews crews had to set up their equipment on mountain plateaus above Gytheio. These perches afforded them little more than very long distance images which were grainy and practically unusable due to heavy interference being put off by surveillance inhibitors that now surrounded the entire area. Netnews drones were not allowed in the air within five kilometers of Cranae Island and after the first one to violate the order had been shot down, no one else dared disobey it. 

While the outer shell of the villa had always been there, Andro had never renovated the entire structure for he never intended to use it all. It had taken Durcunusaan engineers only two and a half days to not only renovate the two huge, remaining wings of the villa, but also install furniture, decorations taken from Andro’s apartment on the Royal Villa Estate and items that Sadi and the others had picked out but not gotten around to purchasing just yet. There was also a high level Command Center that Andro could use to talk with any ship or planet or military unit within the Union easily, as well as many that were not inside the Union since the exact range of the facility was classified. Now the villa was broken into five different wings, one used exclusively for Andro and his mates with five additional rooms to accommodate any of his siblings when they were there, two that were being used for the ever growing number of men and women who were staying at the villa for security purposes, and one that held a barracks type structure. 
The main circular section of the villa, which housed the kitchen and living space and greeting area, was where Coren now stood with Ardan and Tastia staring with wide eyes as Andro, his sister and his mates greeted the four massive dragons on the outdoor patio. The sheer size and enormity of the creatures was hard to take in, but watching as they interacted as if they had nothing to fear from them was unbelievable. The sun was getting low in the sky as they had landed on the new pad near the beach and made the short walk to the villa. Coren and Ardan could see the extremely heavy security that surrounded the island as they circled, counting well over fifty heavily armed men and women who made up this Durcunusaan as Androcles called them. There were half a dozen large water going craft anchored around the island on three sides and Coren could not guess what they were for since he saw no personnel on them as they landed. 


Coren turned when he heard voices behind them and he saw the large Lycavorian he now knew was called Bren standing very close to Devra as they talked softly near the counter by the large kitchen and appeared to be pouring drinks. He was standing far too close to Devra for Coren’s taste and he was going to move and say something when his daughter’s voice stopped him.


“Amazing isn’t it?”


Coren turned back around and looked at his daughter, seeing where she was looking on the patio at Andro, the others and the dragons.


“These… these creatures are pets Arduri?” Ardan asked.


“Pets?” Arduri asked turning to face him. “No Regent… and please don’t let them hear you call them pets. Elynth is particularly sensitive.”


“Elynth?” Tastia asked.


Arduri didn’t look at her on purpose and motioned with her head outside. “The obsidian colored dragon.” She told them. 
“Dragon?” Ardan gasped. “They… they are dragons? They breath fire and fly and…”

Arduri nodded with a smile at his reaction. “Yes Regent… just as we read as children. They are very real however. Elynth is Androcles’s Bonded Sister. They became connected while he was still in his mother’s womb.”


“Connected?” Coren asked. “What do you mean?”


Arduri turned back to face him. “You have heard of this skill that Lycavorians possess? They call it Mindvoicing.”


Ardan nodded his head. “Yes… of course. It is one of the reasons the SBR and many of the other Regents do not trust them. This skill allows them to read the thoughts and minds of others.”


“That is a falsehood that has been perpetrated with rumors started by our people who did not know any better Regent Vu Lamurrion.” Arduri answered quickly.


“Arduri you will watch your tone of voice!” Coren snapped. “Ardan is correct and our own Intelligence confirmed this knowledge.”


Tastia saw Arduri’s greenish blue eyes darken at her father’s order and her own green eyes grew a little wider when Arduri answered forcefully. 
“Our intelligence is wrong father!” She hissed softly. “It has always been wrong because we chose not to investigate fully. While Mindvoicing does give them this ability, it is strictly forbidden in their culture to do such a thing. It is considered an enormous breach of honor within the Protectorate and a high crime here in the Union.” Arduri told them. “And there are only a handful of Lycavorians who even possess the necessary skill to do it. Androcles is bonded within Mindvoice to Elynth… they can speak to one another, do amazing things when they are flying…”


“They… they ride on these cre… on these… dragons?” Tastia gasped.


Arduri finally looked at her but it was a look of contempt. “Androcles and almost all of his brothers and sisters, they are all bonded to dragons. His mothers as well... and his father was too. There are almost a thousand of them within the Union… Bonded Pairs they are called. And the dragon population increases every year. Where they once stood on the brink of extinction, they now number well over ten thousand. Dragons are a member of the Union and their Elder Mother even holds on seat on the Union Senate.”


“Then they… they are intelligent?” Coren asked softly.


“Very much so.” Bren’s voice carried to them now and they turned as he walked up with Devra beside them carrying glasses. “More intelligent than many who walk on two legs Regent Re Mydala.” He held out the sterling silver glass to Tastia first as Spartan custom dictated the woman was served first. “Spartan wine… very strong but aged to perfection. Sip it slowly.”


Tastia took the glass slowly and looked into the deep cup to see it was only half full with a light reddish color liquid. Her green eyes glanced up and she watched as Devra took a sip of the glass she held, looking at her over the rim of her glass. Bren held out another glass to Coren, who took it much more slowly. Devra handed Ardan the second glass she held just as Coren turned and saw Tastia lifting the glass and sipping.

“Tastia!” He rasped.


Tastia’s eyes grew a little wider as the flavor of the wine spilled across her tongue and set her taste buds to screaming for more. She lowered the glass and looked at it. “Oh my... it’s delicious.” She said.


“You should not have drunk it Tastia!” Coren hissed.


Arduri and Devra watched as Tastia intentionally lifted the glass and took another sip and they looked at each other and shared a surprised glance at her obvious defiance of what Coren wanted her not to do. 


“You know Regent Re Mydala, sooner or later; you are going to have to discard this idea you have that we are enemies to you and take a leap of faith.” Bren spoke calmly. “We do not invite our enemies to our homes.”


Ardan looked at him as he held the glass. “Your homes?” He asked.


“Where do you think you are?” Bren asked. “This is Androcles’s home. He bought this island when he was much younger and has spent his spare time rebuilding the building we now stand in. This area and his personal wing he restored and rebuilt himself, the events of the last few weeks have caused the Durcunusaan to fully complete the other wings.”


“If this is his home… where are his servants?” Coren asked.


Bren blinked several times in surprise. “Excuse me… servants?”


“He is royalty isn’t he? The Crown Prince and now the King of your Union. Surely he has servants to tend to his wants.” Coren spoke. “Isn’t that how your form of government works Commander Bren?” Only Tastia and Arduri saw Devra roll her eyes and shake her head at his comment.

“Do you… do you have some sort of manual that you have been reading that tells you these things in regards to my people Regent?” Bren asked. “There are no servants in the Union. None of the Royal family has servants. Anyone who works for them is very well paid and they do so because of who the Leonidas family is. The men and women who have tended the gardens at the Royal villa in Sparta have done so for nearly three hundred years. They live on the villa estate, and they move about freely within the many buildings there. The King and Queens know the names of all their worker’s children and when they reside in Sparta, once a month they sit down to dinner with those that work there. I would suggest that you begin to take in all around you Regent Re Mydala and learn quickly for if you continue to conduct yourself following this intelligence that you supposedly have of my people you will undoubtedly end up insulting someone. In Sparta that could be a painful venture.”

“What are your duties?” Ardan asked as he sipped the wine now and like Tastia was very surprised at how smooth and delicious it was.


“I was the Commander of Androcles’s Durcunusaan Detachment until just recently.” Bren answered the question. “When he choose Jomann as his Durcunusaan Captain, he then assumed that duty. Androcles asked me to assist Devra in combining our intelligence on these Syndicate fools since my knowledge of The Wilds is extensive.”

“So you are a foot soldier.” Coren asked with a touch of arrogance as he looked at Devra quickly.


Bren chuckled and lowered his glass of wine to the table they stood next to. “Yes… I am a soldier Regent Re Mydala.” He said softly. “If you will excuse me… I have duties to attend to. Your demeanor is beginning to grate against my self control.”


“Bren…” Devra spoke reaching for his arm as he turned and headed across the room towards the Guest Wing. Her fingers brushed his exposed arm before he was gone and she turned back to Coren, considerable heat in her stunning green eyes. “I swear by the Prophets Coren Re Mydala, if you continue to open your mouth and insult these people I will shoot you myself!”


“Perhaps you will now see that they can not help us!” Coren snapped as he put the wine down. “These Lycavorians are nothing more than brutes with manners! They can not help you find Caliria and more than likely they are only using you to either steal technology from us or simply sell you and our children into slavery!”


“Coren that is enough!” Ardan snapped.


Devra Re Mydala stepped up to Coren after placing her wine on the table. She reached up and stabbed her finger into his chest quite forcefully causing his eyes to widen. “Commander Bren has an Advanced Degree in Mechanical Sub-Atomical Theory Coren! He is a qualified pilot on six different types of ships within the Union and he speaks five different languages!” Devra snarled at her ex-husband. “And that man we spoke to today on that ship Coren? He is following orders from Androcles to find my daughter! Our daughter! It appears Androcles has already kept part of the promise he made to me and he has found Caliria!” Devra stepped closer to him her eyes burning. “You know… I offered him anything he wanted Coren. Technology! Weapons! Engine designs! I didn’t care!”

“Devra how could you?” Ardan gasped with wide eyes. “You… you have given them our most valued secrets!”


“To get my daughter back… I would have given him anything.” Devra stated calmly. 


“Devra… you will be imprisoned for this!” Coren exclaimed. “Do you realize what you have done?”


“What I have done is open my eyes!” Devra snapped. She motioned with her head onto the patio. “He refused you know.”

Ardan stepped closer. “What is this?”


“Androcles… he refused all that I offered him.” Devra stated. “His price… his price was far more than you are willing to give Coren. Far more than many of our people are willing to give.”


“Devra what have you done? What did you give him for this help? What did he want?” Ardan pressed.


“An open mind.” Devra said.


“An open…. what?” Ardan questioned.


Devra nodded and looked at him. “That was his price Ardan. That is all he wanted. An open mind and a chance to prove to me that what we have believed about Lycavorians is so very wrong and has been for centuries.”


“Impossible!” Coren said. “I don’t believe that.”


Devra looked at him. “No… you aren’t capable of believing Coren. You aren’t capable of stepping outside the tiny little world you have created and seeing things for what they are. You should return to CITADEL ONE Coren. If you remain on this world for any length of time you will offend a Lycavorian who does not have the self control that Bren does.”


“I am not leaving without you and our children!” Coren snapped at her.


Devra drew back from him then. “Then you will be waiting for a very long time Coren. I have no intention of returning to Austrova. With you or with anyone.” Devra turned sharply and moved off quickly in the same direction that Bren had gone.


“Devra Re Mydala you will…” Coren began to follow her but Arduri’s words stopped him. 


“Do not follow father.” She said. “You will not be allowed where she is going. You, Tastia and Regent Vu Lamurrion will be staying in the new guest wing that was just recently finished. You do not have access to the wing we are staying in.”


“I will not lose your mother!” Coren barked.


Arduri shook her head slowly. “You lost mother a long time ago father.” She said softly. “You will never get her back. Not now. It’s far too late for that. She has discovered something far more important to her here.” Arduri turned and walked away from her father just as Andro and the others were moving back inside.

“Bren!” Devra called as she burst into the corridor that held their sleeping quarters and the large room they had been using as a planning center. The corridor was empty and Devra moved to where Bren’s door was and stabbed her finger on the panel. “Bren… answer me damn it!” She barked slamming her hand down on the panel.

“Devra?”


Devra whirled around catlike as her heart leaped from her chest and she saw him standing behind her. “Bren! Damn you… I asked you not to do that!”


Bren grinned and stepped closer to her. “But you smell so very inviting when your heart is racing Devra.” He stated.


Devra looked up into his eyes and could barely contain the intake of breath that almost escaped. His eyes were blazing with desire and want and she clenched her fists trying to fight down the rising desire in herself.


“Bren… Bren I want to apologize for Coren. He is… he is a fool and…” Devra couldn’t help but stammer as fast as her heart was racing.


“Do you honestly believe what he said bothered me in any way?” Bren asked moving even closer and reaching up to run a finger across her cheek. A move that caused exquisite shivers to race along her nerves and ignite parts of her body that she had never known were so sensitive.

“Well… I… it wasn't… it wasn't proper and…” Devra’s words were stolen away as Bren lowered his soft lips to hers and kissed her. Her stunning green eyes went wide as her entire body exploded with new and wonderful sensations that she had never felt before and then he was lifting her into his arms like a feather and pressing her against the door as he deepened the kiss, his tongue probing and searching and demanding entrance. His kiss was stealing her breath away and there was nothing she could do to fight it.

And then Devra Re Mydala, Regent to the Vanari people, surrendered to the staggering emotions that were surging through her like a rising storm and she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and granted him what he so desired. What she so desired as well. The whimper that escaped her lips as she accepted and returned his kiss was a sound unlike any she had ever made as he pulled her tall, lithe body against his and molded her frame to his. She returned his kiss with every iota of passion and pent up desire she had been holding in for so many years. The emotions and feelings that only Bren had been able to get to come bubbling to the surface. Not even Coren had set her body ablaze as it was now, but she was not frightened about what she felt. She would never be frightened again. Devra clutched his head as he kissed her more passionately than she had ever been kissed before and she could no longer keep her Alkay from seeping through her pores as her body became so aroused she momentarily lost her senses. The oil seeped lightly through her fingertips first as she brought her hands to his face and she felt him flinch ever so slightly as the Alkay soaked into his own skin immediately. She gasped loudly when he pulled his face from hers quickly, Devra feeling suddenly very empty as his lips drew away from hers and she tried to captured them once more. Her green eyes lifted and she panted like a schoolgirl when she saw his black ringed wolf eyes staring back at her and the tips of his fangs protruding from beneath his upper lip. The look was almost feral but to Devra it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen before. He kept her pinned to the door as he slowly brought his hand up and took her fingers from his face, turning it to look at her palm and fingertips, her skin moist with her Alkay. He looked at her then and the wild, smoldering look in his eyes nearly caused Devra to have an orgasm right there. His hard, powerful body was molded to hers and it was driving her insane with need.  

“Do you think… do you think you need this to make me desire you Devra Re Mydala?” He asked softly.

“No!” Devra gasped loudly. “But our Alkay… it is also a sign of how much we desire someone as well Bren! How much… how much I desire you!” She cooed as she looked at him her own eyes burning with hunger. 

Bren took one of her fingers into his mouth and suckled on it, the Alkay tasting almost as good as she smelled. Devra watched him do this and her passion jumped several levels into the realm of dangerous need. He kissed her fingertip and smiled. “What do you think we should do about this desire we both share Devra?” He asked her in a husky voice.


Devra’s eyes narrowed and she pulled her hand free of his grasp and returned it to his handsome face. “Don’t you dare tease me Bren… you Lycavorian beast,” She stuttered nearly out of control. “Make me… make me yours Bren! Love me as I have never been loved before! I don’t… I don’t want to wait any longer!”


The growl that escaped his throat should have frightened her immensely but as his lips came back down on hers Devra felt nothing but happiness and wanton desire. She slapped her hand down on the control panel on the wall and the door to his quarters slid aside. As she wrapped her arms around his head once more, Bren stepped into his quarters and the old Devra Re Mydala vanished forever.

In a few hours, the new Devra Re Mydala would emerge like a butterfly from a cocoon and a whole new world and future would be open to her. A future she had every intention of grasping onto and never letting go.


Eliani leaped from Thaura’s back with a smile of happiness and contentment. She moved quickly around to the front as Thaura lowered her head down and Eliani placed her palms flat against her smooth copper colored scales.


Thank you sister. Eliani whispered. Thank you so very much!


Thaura’s eyes blinked several times and she let loose a small puff of hair through her nostrils that scattered the hair in Eliani's face. We have not done this enough in the last months and it was long overdue my beautiful Eliani. It is something we both need.


Yes it is. Thaura I…


Thaura shook her huge head slowly. He is your brother Eliani. You have never held back from him and to start now would be foolish. In many ways you have become a fixture in his life that gives him balance.


Eliani looked at her. What?


Why do you think he keeps you so close? You and he share something that even Zarah does not share with him sister. Thaura spoke softly. All of us have seen it at one time or another Eliani.


What do you mean?


Thaura blinked and gently butted her head into Eliani’s shoulder as they heard Elynth swoop down and land a few meters away. Share with him everything my Bonded Sister. He will know what to do.


Eliani turned and saw Andro jumping from Elynth’s back. “You cheated!” He exclaimed as he walked towards her.


Eliani crossed her arms over her chest. “We did not cheat!” She stated proudly. “I’m just not as fat as you! We can turn tighter around the clouds!”


“Fat!” Andro barked. “I am not fat!”


They heard Elynth
laugh softly within Mindvoice as she came up closer to them. You do love everything KertaGai cooks Andro my brother. And she feeds you very well.

Andro stopped in front of his sister and turned to look at Elynth. Well thank you for being on my side sister! He snapped.




Elynth brought her wing forward and tapped him gently in the back of his shoulder. It was heaven flying high again. She said. Next time we’ll go higher.

Elynth… we can’t go as high as you and Andro. Eliani protested.


Yes I know… that is what allows us to cheat! She replied with another soft laugh. Come Thaura… let us return to the villa. Anthar calls for me and we promised to clean your scales for Jeth’s return tomorrow.


Thaura flapped her wings lightly. Not soon enough if you ask me. She stated. I have missed by mate, even if he is rather clumsy at times.

Elynth chuckled. But he is your clumsy one.


Yes he is.


Andro… we will see you in the morning. Elynth said as Thaura leaned over and butted Eliani softly.


[Remember what I told you sister.] She said just before cocking her powerful legs and propelling herself into the night sky. Elynth followed quickly and they watched for a moment before Andro turned back to Eliani.


“Let’s walk Eli.” Andro said bending down to remove his boots. Eliani followed suit and soon both of them were barefoot in the cool white sand. Leaving his boots where they were on the sand Andro reached out and took her hand and started them along the shore towards the point. “So… would you care to tell me what is happening inside you sister.”


“Do I have too?” Eliani asked as his brotherly aura filled her senses and put her at peace.


“Well… I think perhaps you have outgrown me putting you over my knee and spanking it out of you.” Andro said. “That might draw unwanted attention as well. They will think we are malda.”


Eliani laughed and squeezed his hand. “I… I can handle it Andro… really.” She said.


“You aren’t doing so stellar a job up to now Eli.” He said. “You are moody… snapping at people for no reason… and you have nearly bitten Jomann’s head off three times that I can remember in only the last four days. Now… tell me what has gotten you torn up inside or I will spank it out of you.” He looked at her as they walked along the beach and the ocean water swept across their feet. “It’s Malic and Nyla isn’t it? What happen on Kranek?”


Eliani looked at him with wide eyes. “You know?”


Andro shook his head. “I am guessing.” He stated. “But I am relatively certain it has to do with why his scent is nearly gone from you. Now what happened?”


“Andro… am I so terrible?” She asked softly.


“Terrible? I don’t follow.” He said.


“Nyla… Nyla was injured on Kranek.” Eliani started. “She was injured and Malic… he thought he was going to lose her and he said… he said something that I heard within Mindvoice and I don’t think any of us really wanted to admit it.”


“He loves Nyla.” Andro said softly. “You heard him tell her he couldn’t lose her. That he loved her more than you.”


Eliani stopped walking as they got to the water line and she watched the ocean tide wash across the sand gently. “How… how could you know that?” She asked.

“Eliani… you are perhaps one of the strongest woman I know. There is very little that will put you in such a foul mood as you have been in. I know you sister… I know what makes you tick and it is the only thing that would make you react as you have. Especially towards Jomann.” Andro said softly. “Am I wrong?”

“He bit me Andro… our first night together.” She told him quietly. “I… we… we thought it made us anomes like you and Sadi. Like Father and mother. It just seems that whenever I find… whenever I think I find love… something happens to end that.” Eliani turned to look at him. “He loves Nyla more than me Andro.” She sobbed now as the tears finally came bursting forth. “He loves Nyla more than me and I don’t know what to do because… because I think I still love him but then something happens that makes me question that with all that I am!”

Andro pulled her to him quickly as her tears came and he held her head tightly to his chest as her pain and sadness filled him through Mindvoice. He lowered his cheek to the top of her head and stroked her hair as the sobs wracked her small frame and her arms crushed around his waist. He knew exactly what she was talking about when she said something made her question her feelings, and it had to do with one six foot three Spartan that was now his Captain.

“I want to tell you something Eliani Leonidas.” He said softly as he pulled her head away from his chest and looked into her eyes. “I want to tell you something that I hope will help you to understand.”


“Understand? Understand what? That I’m destined to be the only Leonidas child to never find love?” She gasped.

Andro smiled gently. “You will be the only Leonidas child to find the same kind of love our mother Anja found with our father.”


Eliani blinked several times. “What… what do you mean?”


“Mother never told you did she?” Andro asked.


“Told me what?”


“Told you of her and Uncle Daniel?” He said.


Eliani reached up and wiped away the tears from her eyes. “What the hell are you talking about?”


“She never told you that when she and father first came back together here on Earth she was in a relationship with Uncle Danny and Julie Collins.” Androcles explained seeing her eyes go wide in disbelief. “That she was just as confused and torn up inside as you are now. She loved father, loved him just as brightly as she loves him now, but she cared deeply for Uncle Daniel and Julie as well.”


“Andro is this… is this a joke?” Eliani snapped. “You are saying mother and Uncle Danny were lovers?”

Andro smiled. “No… it’s no joke.” He stated. “I would not do that to you now sister. Yes they were, for several months at least. You know that I have father’s memories because of the time I was conceived. The turmoil and huge emotional stress that they were both under at the time?”


“Yes.” Eliani answered.


Andro nodded his head. “I have seen this in father’s memories Eli. You are so much like our mother Anja that at times it is frightening. You are an enigma, just as she was back then. The more time she spent with father as they built Eden Center, the more she came to realize she was a catalyst for something very different. Her relationship with Uncle Danny and this Julie Collins ended but she was also the method for Uncle Danny finding Aunt Anuk because all of them had found paths of their own that they needed to follow. Their relationship ended because it was mother who made them all see what they could have going into the future. Once that was done, mother and father came back together as it was always meant to be.”


“Andro… I don’t… I don’t understand.” Eliani said.


“Have you ever stopped to consider for a moment that perhaps you were never meant for Malic and Nyla and that is why events have occurred as they have? That Nyla and then Malic… that they too were only avenues for you to discover what you really wanted?” Andro asked her. “Just as they occurred with mother.”


“Wait… you are saying that I was just a vehicle so that Malic and Nyla could come together?” She asked.


Andro nodded. “Because you are meant for someone else.” He said softly. “Someone who…”


[Do not tell her Andro my brother. Allow her to discover and accept for herself what it is she feels for Jomann. It will only help her, help them both going into the future, because they both are fighting it.] Elynth’s voice popped into his head.


“Someone who is just as intensely passionate as you sister.” Andro continued without missing a beat. “Someone who will worship you and love you until it takes your breath away. Someone who even now is out there searching for you.”


“What… what about how I feel in here now Andro?” She asked touching her hand to her chest over her heart. “How do I get over that?”

Andro placed his hand over the top of hers. “Is what you feel in here, in your heart, is it because of what you truly feel inside Eli… or is it simply the desire you have within you to feel it. To experience what you so desperately want to experience.”


“That’s… that’s a stupid question.” She spat defensively.


“Is it? Or is it an honest one.” Andro told her. “This is me you are talking too Eliani Leonidas. Have we ever held back from each other about anything? You knew how I felt about Sadi before everyone else. You told me what Nyla made you feel long before anyone else in our family knew.”


“But you… you made it happen so Malic was there Andro. So that he could become a member of Mjolnir’s Hand. So that he would be in my life!” Eliani said.


Andro nodded. “Yes I did. Malic is walking the path meant for him sister, and while I did not know this would happen, I knew you were to be part of that path in some fashion. I thought it was as his wife and mate like Nyla, but it appears that your true destiny lies along another avenue now and I sincerely apologize for being responsible for the pain and turmoil you feel inside you now.”

Eliani shook her head slowly and squeezed his arms. “It’s not your fault. You were only doing what you thought was best.” She said. “What you sensed we all wanted.”
“You are meant for a different path Eli. One that does not include Malic and Nyla and one that seems to mirror what our mother Anja experienced. Just because our brothers and sisters have found those that they will go into the future with now… it does not mean all of us will.” Andro told her.

“You have.” Eliani said softly meeting his eyes.


Andro smiled and lowered his forehead to hers. “I will tell you a secret Eli… something that only Elynth knows. I am so nubous overwhelmed right now I don’t know which way to turn. Finding all of them so soon after Sadi came back into my life, it scares me too death. And I’m still trying to come to grips with the fact that my life has played out so much like father’s life and that isn’t what I wanted.”


Eliani looked at him with wide eyes. “You’re serious.” She gasped softly.


Andro nodded. “In regards to this… yes I am. I am learning as I go here and Sadi is the only one that provides me focus and clarity so that I don’t go insane.”

Eliani wrapped her arms around his waist again and buried her face in his chest. “Carians Andro… why does everything have to be so difficult for you and I? Why can’t it be easy like it was for Deni and Lisisa? For Arrarn and Normya?”


“Because of who we are and when we were born.” He answered softly. “Remember, even though you were conceived almost a year later, father was still in the grips of discovering who he was and recovering from what happened on Enurrua. Our mother Anja had just come into her first Phase, and it is usually the strongest as you can no doubt attest too. That combination of emotion within them… it affected you in the same fashion it affected me in her womb, albeit not on as large a scale. It is why we have always been able to talk to one another about anything and everything, no matter how personal it may be.”



“I just want someone who will love me for me Andro! Someone who won’t try to change me! Someone who will hold me and make me feel wanted and desired and blissfully happy. Someone who will take my breath away.” Eliani inhaled deeply of her brother’s scent and took from that scent and his aura the strength and support he was projecting to her. “I thought it was Malic Andro, it felt like it was. But it wasn’t real.” She looked up into his face. “That’s not so much to ask right?”


Andro shook his head. “No it’s not.” He told her. “It’s out there Eli… it’s out there and it may be closer than even you think.”


“I know… I just hate being lonely. And I hate not knowing.” She said softly. “It’s just so depressing.”


Andro smiled and draped his arm over her shoulders as they began to walk again her arms around his waist. “C’mon Eli… you want depressing… let me tell you some stories of father. There are several advantages to having his memories you know. There was this time when he was in a place call Bangkok and…”

Jomann stood within the dimly lit Control Center that was now the heart of Cranae Island and the surrounding area, not to mention the entire Lycavorian Union and sipped the steaming mug of Queen Aricia’s coffee as he watched Androcles and Eliani on one of the two dozen monitors that filled the main room and the wall in front of him. They were walking on the beach a kilometer and a half away on the other side of the island, Andro’s arm draped over his much shorter sister’s shoulders and her arms around his waist. It had happened so very quickly, and it wasn’t until the last day or so that it was catching up to him that he was now the Durcunusaan Captain to the Crown Prince of the Lycavorian Union. His small team of Durcunusaan troops, to include Lysandra and the others, were now bunked in a fortified villa overlooking Cranae Island. This would be their base of operations and where he would stay when he wasn’t here. It also allowed him to be able to see hi smother and father more often as they had moved lock stock and barrel to Gytheio many years ago. They owned a small café on the main street of the shopping strip in Gytheio and did quite well in fact. His father ran his command from the space station PROMETHEUS in orbit and was home almost every night to be with his mate when he wasn’t in the field with his men. The love his parents felt was a powerful thing and it influenced all of his siblings as well as himself. They were always touching at home, nuzzling and kissing each other. They had preached to their children to always be open and willing to speak with them about anything and it was the reason he had gone to their home before returning here to Cranae Island and insuring everything was set for the night. He needed advice that only his father could give to him.

“So tell me why you sat through your mother’s dinner like a Potarian Sloth boy.” Josoric spoke as he leaned against the granite beam on the front patio of the villa. “You are going to hurt her feelings if you don’t compliment her cooking.”

Jomann looked up at his father from where he sat on the steps. “Father… did you have any doubts at all when you first saw mother that she was the one?”


“Uh oh…” Josoric spoke moving to sit beside his oldest son. “Female troubles. I had better sit down for this.” He looked at his son and saw the seriousness on his face. “No.” He stated. “From the moment I saw her, the very first moment I caught her scent on the wind I knew.”


Jomann nodded. “Then that is what I am experiencing right now.”


“Then why aren’t you out there pursuing her right now instead of sitting here with your father?” Josoric asked. “She doesn’t feel the same way?”


Jomann shrugged. “I don’t know.” He answered. “Her scent drives me mad! When I look at her eyes I just want to lose myself within them. Her hair is the color of burgundy… her body is perfection… everything about her is perfect.”


Josoric grinned. “So what is the problem then?” He asked. “Announce your intentions and then caress her with your aura.”


Jomann looked at him. “That would probably not go over very well.” He stated.


“Why is that?” Josoric asked. “Our females are independent and strong, but that does not mean they do not like it when a man makes his interest and intentions known to them. Your mother thought I was malda when I did it.”


“Father… you are malda.” Jomann said.


Josoric waved his hand dismissively. “That’s beside the point.” He stated.


“Father… it is Androcles’s sister Eliani.” Jomann said softly. “And she is mated… I think.”


Josoric became quiet and looked at his son. “You think?” He said. “She either is or she is not boy. And if she is… then there is nothing to pursue.”


“Father I would never dishonor you or mother or our family by violating that sacred law of our people. You know that.” Jomann said. “The man who is her mate… who I think is her mate. His scent is nearly gone from her blood father.” Jomann looked at him. “What does that mean?”


“Gone?” Josoric asked. “Once mated… his scent would never leave her blood Jomann. Not unless she purges it intentionally if they part ways or he dies.”


“I know father.” Jomann said.


“Do not pursue this son.” Josoric said softly. “She is a Princess of the Union and it could never be. You are Prince Androcles’s Captain Jomann and it is your duty to be at his side and protect him. Not to covet his sister.”


“Even if every part of me screams out for her father?” Jomann asked.


Josoric nodded his head. “Especially if every part of you screams out for her. She is mated Jomann and a Princess of the Union. It could never be.”


Jomann nodded slowly. “She hates me anyway.” He said softly. “She thinks I am too reckless and that I should not follow Andro wherever he goes and do as he does.”


“Your duty is to your Prince.” Josoric said. “He will be King in a matter of weeks now and your duty is to him.”


Jomann nodded as he got to his feet. “I should probably get back and check the positions before everyone retires for the night.”


“I will get your mother.” Josoric said as he moved back into the villa. Jomann gathered his equipment from the chair beside the door and turned to see his mother already outside holding the container in her hand.


“Mother!” He said.


Herolia moved up next to her first born and looked him in his ocean blue eyes. He had inherited his father’s physical stature, but he had gotten her eyes and she smiled as she held out the container. “Some food for your team.” She said.


Jomann smiled and took it. “Thank you mother.”


Herolia reached up and took his face in her hands suddenly and she saw his surprised eyes look at her. “You follow your heart Jomann my son… you follow your heart no matter where it takes you do you hear me?” She said softly. 


“Yes… yes mother.” He answered looking at her oddly.


“Promise me Jomann.”


“I promise you mother.” He said.


Herolia smiled. “Good. Now go before the Prince begins to wonder where his Captain has gone! That would not do.”


“I will see you soon mother.” He said kissing her cheek and then nuzzling her skin with his own.


Jomann’s eyes scanned the huge wall of monitors from the perimeter cameras and motion sensors. The island’s defenses were now state of the art, the most advanced monitoring systems that the Durcunusaan and the Krypteria could come up with. Many of the cameras did not even look like cameras, some of them twigs on the sand, or fruit hanging from the trees. The myriad of sensors could detect body heat, motion, heartbeats and in some cases even breathing. The five sleek looking water craft anchored around the island were actually automated sensor and defense platforms, their sophisticated systems continuously sweeping the sky and area around the island for any threats. Jomann knew all this and that is why his eyes stopped and came to rest on the five camera slots at the bottom of the huge wall that were blank with no picture.


“Phicia… why is the bottom row of cameras not on line yet?” He asked. 

The Durcunusaan female turned in her chair and faced him. “Those are to be the lowlight L79 underwater cameras that cover the inlet closest to the pier Captain.”


“We asked for those cameras three days ago Phicia.” Jomann spoke.


Phicia nodded. “The procurement officer said it would be another day before they came in on his normal shipment from Apo Prime.”


“It was a special request Phicia.” Jomann told her. “He should not have waited for his normal shipment. That should have been conducted on a Durcunusaan ticket… not a normal one. How much of the inlet is not covered by surveillance?”


She turned back to her console and typed quickly. “Only a two hundred meter section that extends out on either side of the pier until the western sensor net kicks in. We have a dozen Durcunusaan stationed on the pier itself Captain and that doesn’t include the team at the Gate entrance.”

Jomann came up behind her. “These Kavalian dogs have proven to be quite resourceful Phicia and we do not yet know how far that pig Laustinos was able to infiltrate and pilfer our intelligence. The remainder of the sensor and camera nets are fully operational?”


“Yes… everything is online. Elynth and the dragons are in their outdoor pen; our new Vanari guests have settled in for the night it appears, Arduri Re Mydala is in her room studying more history cubes and Zarah, Lucia and Janae are staying on the SCIMITAR for the night with Prime Minister Deia and the Feravomir. They left just before you returned. Sadi and the others are in their master bedroom and Dutkne went to stay with Nirilo and Drey in Gytheio.” Phicia answered.


“Where are Androcles and Eliani?” Jomann asked quickly.

“North end of the island just walking along the beach.” Phicia answered. “Everyone is accounted for Captain and all of our teams have reported in on schedule.”


Jomann let out the breath he had been holding and placed his hand on her shoulder. “I am sorry Phicia.” He said evenly. “I am still… I am still new to this.”


“I think we all are sir.” She answered honestly. “I’ve never been this close to so many of the royal family before.”


“Well… as Androcles likes to say… it’s on the job training.” Jomann spoke.


“Sir?”


Jomann smiled. “A phrase he said his father speaks all the time. It means we are learning as we go. And since we are on the same team now, my name is Jomann, not Captain. If we are going to be together most of the time, there is no need to stand on formality.”


Phicia looked up into his handsome face and nodded. “Yes sir.” She said. “I mean… yes sir Jomann.”


“The surveillance and listening devices in the Vanari quarters are deactivated yes?” Jomann asked.


“Just as the Prince ordered.” She replied with a nod. 


“You did not mention Lady Devra before… why?” Jomann asked as his eyes scanned the bank of cameras and sensors.


“She… she and…” Phicia stammered and Jomann looked at her.


“What?”


“She entered Commander Bren’s quarters about three hours ago. Just after everyone arrived for the night. She hasn’t come out since.” Phicia answered. “Something tells me they were not sharing intelligence.”


“Truly?” He spoke.


“Forgive me… but I could feel the heat of the kiss they were sharing outside his quarters from in here.” She answered with a grin.


Jomann smiled. “Yes… I’m sure. Bren has been fawning over her since she arrived. I thought there might be something there.”


Phicia smiled as well. “Oh boy was there something there.” She stated. “Ephor Dutkne says the Vanari are even more open than Lycavorians and Elves when it comes to what they wear and what they want. And she definitely wanted him by what I saw.”


Jomann nodded. “Yes… so I hear that about them.” He said.


Phicia looked at him. “You don’t find Arduri attractive Jomann?” She asked. “I know she’s looked at you a few times with a lot more than causal interest.”

Jomann chuckled softly. “Yes… she is attractive… but I have no interest in her in that way.” He replied.


“Maybe it’s just me then.” Phicia said. “I’m a woman and I find myself wanting to eat her up!”


Jomann laughed softly again. “Yes… I understand they are like us in that regard as well and do not draw a distinction between sexes when it comes to relationships. It is a pity their leadership is not as open as the rest of their culture seems to be.”


Phicia nodded. “No arguments here.” She said. “You know… maybe it’s the island itself and it’s history.” She spoke.


“What do you mean?” Jomann asked.


“Well Cranae Island is a part of romantic Greek history.” Phicia answered. “A lot of the Durcunusaan agree that Prince Androcles bought this island for Princess Sadi and that he had planned everything just as Paris of Troy did when he brought and seduced Helen of Sparta here on this very island.”


“Really… did this Paris accomplish his task as the Prince did?” Jomann asked with a smile.


Phicia nodded. “He sure did… right before they escaped through the underground sea tunnels and returned to Troy. If the history is right they…”


“Tunnels?” Jomann asked turning to look at her. “What tunnels?”


“Legend has it that the entire island is honeycombed with tunnels that exit to the ocean.” She answered. “Some of them even within Gytheio itself. They…” Phicia stopped talking as her eyes grew wide. “Oh… sibfla!” She exclaimed.

“What?” Jomann demanded.


Phicia turned back to her console and began typing madly. “The tunnels! It is said they are how Paris and Helen escaped the island when her husband showed up!”


“So?” Jomann hissed as a feeling of dread began to fill him.


“Jomann… if the legend is true then the tunnels will be part of historical fact!” Phicia spat. “If they are part of historical fact… there will be maps! Public maps! The island was a tourist attraction in the 20th century!”


“Nubou lae!” Jomann exclaimed. “And they are not within our security preparations!”


“ANSE!” Phicia barked slamming her hands down on the console. “They are listed in Sparta’s main library!”


“Has anyone accessed these files?” Jomann asked moving closer to her. “Has anyone accessed these files in the last month?”


“Checking!” Phicia spoke urgently. “Aur carian! Two days ago!” She gasped. “It was a written book with maps Jomann! It was accessed two days ago and it has not been returned yet according to library records!”


“Who Phicia?” Jomann spat. “Who accessed it?”


Phicia looked up at him. “Tarren! A Captain Tarren from the 57th Division!” She gasped.


Jomann looked at her. “The 57th is based out of Eden City!” He spoke. “The library in Eden Center is five times larger than the one in Sparta… why would he come here to get this book?”


“I can pull his file…” Phicia barked.


“Forget it right now! Is there a computer map?” Jomann asked.


“Stand by…” She asked as she punched keys on the computer. “Got it! Bringing it up on the big board!”


Jomann turned to the table in the center of the room and watched as the holoimage layout of Cranae Island appeared and then changed several times. Phicia appeared next to him quickly, touching the table and the holographic screens. “Is this is?” He gasped.

Phicia nodded. “Yes.”


Jomann’s eyes studied the large map, taking in the dark lines that made up the myriad of tunnels under the island. Two that went all the way to the mainland and one that stretched up into the mountains themselves. “Phicia… eliminate the ones that are too small for people to move through. The sewage tunnels and drainage canals!” She was typing before he finished speaking and the image shifted again leaving five thicker lines that crisscrossed under the island and came together in what looked to be a large center ring. “What part of the island is this circular cavern under?”


Phicia looked at him with wide eyes. “The main villa.” She answered.


“Fuck! Where do these exits come out?” He asked pointing to the four tunnels leading straight up.


“One exit appears to be directly under the new dragon pen. The Prince must have laid the patio foundation directly over the entrance.” Phicia spoke quickly. “Another exits within the treeline on the northern section of the island near the beach! One is under the floor in the kitchen area and the last…”


“What?” Jomann demanded.


“Son vada carians Jomann. It comes out in Princess Eliani’s room in the family wing! The stone fireplace!” She gasped.


“Phicia is there any way to detect movement or lifeforms in these tunnels?” He demanded of her.


Phicia shook her head. “No… none of the sensors we have in place cover these tunnels Jomann!”


“Then we must do it the hard way!” He spat.


“Wait!” Phicia exclaimed. “The biometric motion sensors within the villa itself!”


Jomann looked at her. “How are they of any use?” He snarled. “They are designed as interior sensors! They will not pick up anything moving under the villa!”


Phicia looked at him. “Not with main power activated! If I shut down the villa’s power grid, I can realign the sensors to eliminate any know biometric signatures and set them for wide subsurface dispersal movement.”


“You can do that?” Jomann asked.


“Yes… but it takes the entire defensive grid off line Jomann! The power grid has its own internal moving parts! The main conduits fluctuating the power through the system. If I don’t shut it down, the sensors will not give back accurate readings!” Phicia told him. “Jomann… we’ll be completely blind except for the villa’s internal sensors and they only have a range of fifty meters!”


Jomann tapped the implant on his jaw. “Anicetus!” He barked.


The response was immediate as Jomann knew it would be. His senior Enomotarch would not rest until he knew his Captain was settled for the night.

“Jomann?”


“Anicetus… Phicia and I have discovered tunnels beneath the villa and the island. She is uploading the map to your DP! Stand the detachment to… I want them in these tunnels from every entrance you see like yesterday!” Jomann ordered.


“Hostile contacts?” Anicetus asked his voice wavering, which told Jomann that he was already moving to comply.


“I don’t know!” Jomann declared. “We did not know about these tunnels until moments ago, and because of the historical facts on this island they were listed in the library in Sparta! They were accessed two days ago by a Union Captain from Eden City Anicetus!”


“Eden City?” Anicetus questioned. “For what?”


“I don’t know!” Jomann spat. “Anicetus… the only way we can detect anything in these tunnels is if we shut down the main power grid and realign the villa’s internal sensors! Phicia is setting that up now! You need to move quickly Enomotarch!”

“How much time?”


Phicia looked up. “I’m shutting the grid down now Anicetus!” Phicia barked out.


“If you kill the grid we’ll be blind!” Anicetus yelled.


“If we don’t kill it… we’re blind to the tunnels!” Phicia declared. “Anicetus… there could be bad guys in those tunnels right now!”

“Nubou!” Anicetus swore. “Do it Captain! I have the maps! I’m moving the men now!”


Jomann turned to Phicia. “Do it!” He snapped.


Phicia nodded and typed in several commands. As she touched the last sequence, Jomann heard the main power core shut down and power was lost across the entire villa and the grounds except for the Command Center. “Realigning the sensors!” She hissed.


“Quickly Phicia!” Jomann urged her moving closer to the table and the image it was projecting.


“Got it!” She announced looking up. “I reversed the annular confinement beam! The villa’s internal sensors should begin… oh fuck me!” She declared.


“What?” Jomann almost screamed.


“Movement! Movement in the tunnels! I can’t detect any individual heat signatures but there is definitely movement in the tunnels!” She barked.


That was all Jomann needed to hear. “Anicetus we have intruders in the tunnels beneath the villa! We have intruders in the tunnels! Set General Alarm! All stations to posts! This is no drill! Soul Slayer! Soul Slayer!” 


Those were two words that Jomann had chosen. It was the name the Evolli had given to Androcles and Elynth during their war because of their actions at Alba Tau and the number of Evolli that had fallen before them during the war. It was a curse in the Evolli language, but when translated to any other language it was a name that many had come to fear. It was the name that Jomann had chosen to alert the Durcunusaan all across the planet that there was a threat to their Crown Prince.


Two words that would cause every Durcunusaan within a hundred kilometers to drop what they were doing and converge on Cranae Island. Considering how soon it was after the supposed ‘death’ of their King and the other attacks against the Royal family, exactly twenty-three seconds after those two words hit the Durcunusaan channel in the open, four hundred and nineteen Durcunusaan were moving south.

Cranae Island was about to become a warzone.

