CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR
NORMYA’S LIGHT

THREE HOURS FROM EARTH


To say that it was not awkward at first would have been an understatement, but Isabella Leonidas was not the same person she was more than two decades ago. She had grown far more mature than even she had ever thought she could, as a person and in her beliefs. The moment Dysea stepped off the STRIKER DT on Kranek and was in her arms Isabella knew something was different about her. It was different because of the stunning female who exited just after she did and the events that had taken place on Belid which Dysea shared with her in only a few seconds of Mindvoice connection. Isabella could also sense Cirith within Mindvoice, and not just in a general sense, but tied together with her ussta she-elf in a way very similar to how she herself was. The old Isabella, before motherhood and Martin and discovering her true self; long before her love for Martin Leonidas and Dysea and Aricia and Anja and For'mya and all that it had brought to her; that Isabella would have reacted almost insanely possessive of Dysea in every way. She would have been horrified and savagely angry at the feelings she could feel pulsing from her Dysea for this Cirith. Powerful feelings that Dysea was trying to understand within herself, but in no way dampened the undeniable love and happiness that she felt for her Bella.

That was not the Isabella Leonidas that greeted her ussta she-elf.


Though nearly seven months pregnant now, Isabella was still a powerful woman not only in a physical sense, but in the demeanor she projected. The son she had wanted to give Martin was growing within her womb and if his kicking within her womb and his clear presence within Mindvoice was any indication he would be a strong and proud addition to their beautiful family. With Moneus and Carina beside her always, not to mention the two Immortals that Cha'talla had ordered shadow her wherever she went, Isabella led Dysea to the home that had been hers for several months before all of this had begun. Once the happy greetings were all finished, once everyone had departed for their own homes to prepare to leave once more the next day, that is when Isabella sat down with Dysea and Cirith and learned it all. She learned what her ussta she-elf had endured, the part Cirith had played in everything and even the sizzling kiss they had shared, they held nothing back from her. Even then Isabella knew, as Dysea knew deep within herself, that Cirith was meant to play a huge and faithful role in their lives. Her years with Martin and her fellow Queens and lovers had bestowed upon her a great belief in faith and destiny, and this was not something Isabella would turn away from now. If Cirith was here, among them now, then it was because she was meant to be, and Isabella embraced that just as completely as she embraced her ussta she-elf. A testament to this is when the three women fell asleep on the couch together, their bodies touching and both Cirith and Isabella with their faces buried in Dysea’s platinum hair. As the next two days progressed slowly and they returned to NORMYA’S LIGHT for the trip to Earth and then on to Curila 6, they were never apart for a moment and they learned all there was to learn of Cirith Esavorna, just as she learned of them and the life she would now have. 

Now Cirith stood beside them as they greeted Cha'talla and T'lolt in the private lounge on NORMYA’S LIGHT, for that is where she belonged as far as Isabella was concerned. Esther had remained on Kranek to institute the distribution of the serum that would return all the Akruxian people to their original appearance and forever cement them on a path into the future. Cha'talla would remain on Earth for one or two days with Tir'ut, Normya, Lynom and As'hia and then return to Kranek with them to assist his wife and to begin solidify their planet and home with the Union ships and troops that were arriving nearly every day.

Dysea hugged Cha'talla tightly, relishing in the unlikely friendship she had cultivated with him and Esther and all those on Kranek. It was a place she would return to soon with her Nauta Melme to show him what Cha'talla had built. 


“Return to him Dysea…” Cha'talla whispered in her ear so that only she could hear him. “Return to him and find your center again. Then you will be whole once more.”


Dysea nodded her head as she squeezed his thick arms. “He is what I need now Cha'talla … I know.”


Cha'talla drew back while holding her hands. “I will meet with Androcles and establish the perimeters for Kranek’s inclusion in to the Union. It is what my people want and it is what I shall give them.” He reached to his side and removed the small data cube from his belt and held it out to her. “This is what you asked for Dysea. I did as you wanted, but I don’t know why. I do not hold out much hope.”


Dysea took the cube from him and looked at it. “There is always hope Cha'talla.” Dysea told him still holding one of his hands. “And if this…” She held up the cube. “If this brings hope to even one of your people, is that not worth it?”


“Perhaps… but a large part of me does not believe it possible.” He replied. “I made it regardless with Esther at my side as you suggested. Tir'ut and Normya as well. I am not much… I am not a skilled speaker.”


Dysea nodded and tucked it into the pocket of her flight suit. “Then leave it to me.” She said. “As long as I have your permission to try.”


Cha'talla nodded. “As you say… there is always hope.”


Dysea looked at T'lolt. “Are you ready T'lolt?” She asked.


“Lady Dysea… I have been ready for this moment since the day he saved my life on Lycavore.” T'lolt replied proudly. 


Dysea flipped her hand to the side. “Enough T'lolt! We are family now… all of us… and I expect you to leave the formality behind.” Dysea took Cha'talla’s hands once more. “I will walk with you to the bay… Iriral is returning and I want to be the first to see her.”


Cha'talla nodded and looked at Isabella and Cirith. “Until a future time Isabella, Lady Esavorna.”


Isabella and Cirith smiled and nodded their heads before they watched Dysea walk out with them. Isabella looked at Cirith then. “I should probably give you an extended tour of NORMYA’S LIGHT.” She spoke with a smile. “You will need to know where everything is and Dysea will be with Iriral for several hours at least.”


“Isabella…” Cirith spoke turning to face her. “I… I know this is very awkward but I… I don’t want to be known… I don’t want you to think I am trying to replace you in Dysea’s life. I can’t do that. I could never do that! I…”

Isabella stepped closer to her and took her hands. “Stop Cirith.” She stated. “If there is one thing that I have learned more than anything since I met Dysea and married Martin is that everything happens for a reason.” She smiled. “You were sent here to be with us for a reason Cirith Esavorna. You carry the blood of a Ruling Lycavorian family in your veins for a reason. These answers will come over time you know. They will come eventually.”


“I do not want them to come at the expense of friendships and…” Cirith began.


“Lovers?” Isabella said lifting her eyebrow.


“Isabella… I am not Dysea’s lover.” Cirith said quickly. “I remained in the shadows almost the entire time I was with her you know this. I…”


“But you wish to be don’t you?” Isabella said softly.  


“If you expect me to lie I will not.” Cirith said. “I will not live a lie any longer. It kept me safe all these years I know… but not anymore.”

“I expect you to be truthful.” Isabella answered with a smile. “I’ve tried that lie bit in the past as well. Long ago in the past and it didn’t work out then either. Before I met Dysea… a relationship of the kind she pursued, the kind I have now with her and the others, it was not something I ever dreamed of. Something I had never imagined. Now Look at me. I relish the taste of her, her blood, her passion. I relish the taste of all of them just as much. As strange as it sounds Cirith we love each other almost as much as we do Martin Leonidas.”

“That does not sound strange to me.” Cirith stated.

Bella smiled. “Dysea and I… all of us, we worry every moment that someone will come to us and tell us For'mya is gone forever from our lives. We support each other totally and without question, out of our bed as well as in.”


“My… my father has said as much about your family.” She said softly.


“You are meant to be part of our family Cirith. With us.” Isabella said.


“You sound so sure.” Cirith stated.


Isabella nodded. “I am sure. We are sure. Dysea, myself, Aricia, Anja, For'mya… we are far more accepting of things that are meant to be than Martin. He can be very obstinate at times. You want to taste her Cirith; I can see it in the way you look at her for it is how I look at her. How we all look at her, and each other. It is also how she looks at you.”


Cirith gazed at her with wide eyes. “What?”


Isabella laughed softly. “You mean to tell me that you are half Lycavorian and you can not smell her desire for you?”


Cirith shook her head quickly. “My father… there were never any Lycavorians around to teach me how to use my wolf skills Isabella. My father would only teach me so much to keep me safe from discovery.”


“Well… that will change very quickly.” She said with a warm smile. “You were meant to be part of our lives Cirith Esavorna, in every way possible, including in our bed. I do not fear that… nor does Dysea and nor will Anja or Aricia or For'mya when we get her back. Then you will have to taste all of us.”

Cirith met her eyes boldly. “That prospect does not frighten me in the least.” She said softly. 
“Then why do you hold back?” Isabella asked her.

“He frightens me Isabella. What he will do? What he will say? And I… I have never been with a man before Isabella. All these years and I… I always thought I was meant for his father and mother. Ever since I first knew he lived and I saw images of him I imagined what it would be like and that frightens me.” Cirith answered.

Isabella stepped closer to her and pulled her tight against her pregnant body. It was a move that Cirith did not shrink from as she slid her arm around Isabella’s waist for she did find her just as delicious looking as Dysea. “He frightens everyone who first meets him.” Isabella said with a smile. “He absolutely terrified me when I first met him on Earth all those years ago and up until then; I thought I could never be scared by anyone having fought Immortals, and my father’s High Coven assassins. It will be harder for him to accept, not because he does not want too for he will see and feel it much quicker than you think, but because he is too honorable a man. Don’t worry Cirith… you have come home. And here is where you belong… with Dysea, with me, with our lovers and fellow Queens and our children. As it happened with me, it will now happen with you.”


“What will happen?” Cirith asked as her fears about coming here began to slowly drift into the mist of the past.


“You will be reborn.” Isabella said. “And you will not regret one moment of it in the least.”

RITAAH
VORTEX CRUISER 341


Shiria entered the large room that they were using as a mess lounge of sorts and found them leaning up against the far wall. Athani sat between Resumar’s legs, her long tail flipping absently against his arm as she leaned against his chest, her lengthy blond hair splayed out to the side. He was holding a half eaten fruit in one hand, while stroking her arm with the other. Shiria simply stood there for a moment watching them, though she was sure at least Resumar and the other Lycavorians in the room could and did smell her easily. Athani Leonidas was unaware of her presence as she leaned over and took a bite out of the fruit they were sharing and then leaned back against him once more. She grabbed Resumar’s free arm and pulled it across her chest, holding it tightly as she got comfortable. Seeing her like this made Shiria very happy. She had been the one to set Athani to thinking about her future and what it held. How she could have so much more than what her father and others could offer to her. When she got word that Athani’Puat had defected to the Union it made her toast with Ckaoa and when they discovered the reasons she had done this, because she had actually fallen in love and then married Resumar Leonidas, Shiria had almost decided to throw a party. Athani Leonidas may have been close to thirty years older than Resumar but you wouldn’t know by looking at them. She could tell just from the way they intimately sat on the floor together that they were highly possessive of each other, Athani even more so of Resumar, though Athani knew she had no need to be. 
Shiria was a Pralor after all and just from the simple surface tremors within Mindvoice that Resumar generated she knew he would never need anything more than what Athani gave to him. Unlike his father and brothers, Shiria didn’t sense that another was meant to share their lives. Their devotion to each other was almost a palpable thing and she doubted very much that their devotion to each other could be directed to another woman or man no matter how much they tried. Athani had found in Resumar all she had ever dreamed of in a man she would never need anything more, and she would guard that with typical Kavalian ferocity. Resumar was part Lycavorian and part Elf, and the combination of these two genes meant he would be devoted to her as long as they both lived. It was simply in the genes he carried. 
Jalersi’Puat… or Jalersi’Nruarani now Shiria corrected herself; she had come as quite the surprise to her for Shiria always took Jalersi to be a traditional Kavalian woman no matter her altered appearance; a woman who would never go against what her father told her. She was wrong of course and as she saw Jalersi sitting lotus style next to Pian’Nruarani on the bench, her slim hand absently stroking the fur of Pian’s exposed neck, Shiria realized that Jalersi too had found something that meant more to her than her father’s words and false deeds. Shiria had seen how Pian’Nruarani had thrown his traditional Kavalian upbringing to the wind in the way he treated Jalersi as something to be worshiped and cared for. In only the few short hours since they had arrived here and had their reunion, she saw happiness in Jalersi’s eyes that had never been there before and the reason for that was Pian. Nikkei sat between her mother and Karun on the bench, her face bright and full of youth. Pian’s mother had already begun to make Nikkei see things in a different light and being as young as she was; Nikkei had no trouble accepting it in the least for the truth of what they were saying was right in front of her. 
Mican sat on the floor as well, Na'lia sitting behind him on a portable chair with her arm draped over his shoulder. There had been many tears on the part of Jalersi when she greeted the brother she never knew she had, and they hadn’t been more than a few feet apart since she had arrived. Colonel Isra and Tarifa she knew only from transmissions and reports, but there was no denying the love for each other they had. Their oldest daughter sat in a similar fashion to Athani across Karun’s lap next to Tarifa. 
Shiria took a deep breath and reflected on the role she would now play. All the pieces of her future were finally in place and once more she was back among those with Pralor blood in their veins. Through the threads of Mindvoice she could almost touch and feel all of Martin Leonidas’s children and know that the foundation for their futures was being laid right now as the hours drifted by. Arrarn Leonidas had found the two women who he would go into the future with, an uncertain future when it came to the High Coven for Shiria felt their roles for dealing with the High Coven were still being shaped. Denali and Lisisa she felt would find one more before being complete, and that discovery would open their minds to many things that neither had contemplated before and make their relationship and love all powerful. The most troubled of Resumar’s siblings at the moment was Eliani, for Shiria could feel her doubt and self pity within the many threads of Mindvoice. She too would find her center soon; first in the form of a man who would be her eternal anome, something that she coveted more than anything else. It would also mark a first in history for the Lycavorians, for no half breed Lycavorian had ever found an anome to the best of her knowledge, and this was only another of the things the Leonidas family was truly discovering about themselves. Their ability to set precedent in almost everything they did and not even realize it. Eliani and her anome would then would find love in the form of a woman who would mean the world to both of them. For now however, Eliani Leonidas was taking comfort and strength from the source that had always been there for her in her brother Androcles. Zarah was the one that Shiria no longer held any concern for. The young woman Lucia Moran, who would be Zarah’s pure and total strength, she was already with her and the man who would become both their anchors and give them total completeness had also become a fixture in their lives though they did not know it just yet. Nor did he for that matter she felt. 
Shiria smiled to herself for she very much enjoyed this new burden she now carried as a spiritual figure to all of them. It was a burden that she carried willingly for it meant she would always be with her people and the Pralor memory would never die. She took a deep breath then and moved forward into the room so that Athani and the others could see her as she walked towards them. It was Pian who saw her first and in another sign he had shed the old ways of the Kavalian males he immediately came to his feet and motioned for her to sit down. Shiria looked up at him and squeezed his arm.
“Thank you Pian.” She said softly as she settled onto the bench next to Jalersi.

“Of course Scribe Mother.” He stated.

Shiria watched him move around to sit on the floor in front of Jalersi, and in a move that surprised her somewhat for it was very un-Kavalian like nature, Jalersi draped her long left leg over Pian’s shoulder and continued to stroke the fur on the side of his neck with the tips of her fingers without missing a beat. Shiria looked over to where Resumar sat. Considering the way everyone was sitting around him, it was obvious they considered him the leader. Another trait that the name and blood of Leonidas instilled in those around them, and a trait that would forever be their calling.
They were natural born leaders. 
“I hope I am not interrupting.” Shiria said.

“That is not possible Scribe Mother.” Athani told her from her spot.


Shiria smiled. “I must say… Androcles does not crimp when he says he will send aide does he?”

Resumar chuckled gently. “My brother does not crimp when he says anything.”


“Why did he send so much if your mission is to destroy this ship Resumar?” Shiria asked the question she had most wanted to ask since everyone had arrived. “An experimental ship based off Pralor technology from CS41, twenty-five of those wondrous armored dragons, three hundred of your famed Durcunusaan and enough supplies to last several months if I am any judge of weight and tonnage.”


“Andro wants us to establish a Kavalian resistance.” Resumar told her. “Pian’s Pride and as many biogenic clones that Mican tells us we can rescue with the forces we have now. The more we gather, the more supplies Andro will send.”


“A resistance?” Shiria stated nodding her head with approval. “An excellent idea indeed. I suggest Rizon Four as our base. It is not well known, it is well outside normal Kavalian travel corridors and…”


“Our base?” Isra said. “Forgive me… if I may call you Shiria?”


Shiria nodded her head. “That is my name and Helen already rightfully carries the title of Feravomir of our people. As she should. And yes… I may be a Pralor, but the Lycavorians and the Kavalians both are my people.”


“May I suggest Ephor?” Resumar offered from where he sat. “The senior Durcunusaan officer has told me that is what many were going to begin to call Dutkne, Wayonn’s grandson. It is my understanding he is becoming somewhat of a sounding board to Andro.”


“Ephor… as in those advisors from ancient Greece?” Shiria asked.


Resumar nodded. “Not all of them turned into corrupt men and if the Durcunusaan feel a person merits that title, who am I to debate them.”


Shiria smiled and nodded her head. “Very well… Ephor Shiria. I like it.”


Isra looked at Resumar. “I’ll let you tell her then.” He stated.


“Tell me what?” Shiria asked.


“Androcles’s orders were clear Ephor Shiria…” Resumar stated. “We are to put you on a STRIKER DT and return you to Union space tomorrow morning. You are too valuable to too many people now to be lost.” 


Shiria lost her smile and looked at him. “For what purpose?” She demanded.


“Your life is too valuable to lose so soon after finding you Scribe Mother. Just as Resumar has said.” Jalersi spoke from beside her. “If we are to do this… having you as our spiritual support and guidance is going to be very important.”


“Which I can do far better from right here!” Shiria snapped. “I will not be coddled or kept safe! This is my fight just as much as it is yours and I have been doing it for far longer than any of you!”


“It is Andro’s order Shiria.” Tarifa spoke calmly. 


Shiria looked at her with large dark eyes. “He allowed you to come here and I know you are one Martin considers a dear sister!”


“We came because we would not allow Karun and Ardis to search for his sister alone.” Isra spoke. “And Jalersi and Pian have become not only family but friends.”


Resumar leaned forward, nuzzled Athani’s neck and cheek and looked at her. “Shiria… you may think you know my brother and my father, and I’m very sure that you can feel them even now within Mindvoice to some degree and you believe this gives you an insight to how they think.”


“Yes.” Shiria agreed.


Resumar shook his head slowly. “Everyone in this room… with the exception of Nikkei because of her age thankfully, all of us have seen war up close and personal Shiria. You have on the other hand have not.”


“That isn’t true!” Shiria protested. “I… I have seen…”


“You have seen it from afar Shiria.” Resumar continued. “You are far wiser than any of us in this room, except when it comes to war. I know my brother better than you Shiria, at least when it comes to the realms outside of Mindvoice. The realms of war. I know how he thinks, how he fights, he has taken everything my father has taught him, everything my grandfather knew as the King of Sparta and he has molded it into himself. Andro is utterly relentless, almost a machine really. You have not seen the images of Alba Tau after we got there Shiria. It was… it was horrific. The Evolli blood ran like a river all around them. He will attack until nothing lives, he will defend to the last man and woman if necessary, he will not take prisoners, and if Keleru or my uncle have in any way hurt our mother he will not rest until all of them lay dead at his feet after suffering the same agony and pain she may have endured. And that is just Andro… for I can not predict what my father will do.” 

Shiria was silent for a moment and then she met his eyes again. “I know all this Resumar Leonidas. No… I have not seen these images but I have seen flashes from his mind. From your father’s mind. I may not know all they are capable of but I know enough to be very frightened of them.” She replied. “I know all this and I am still willing to take the risk.”


“And if we are not Scribe Mother?” Athani asked.


“You will have to accept it then!” Shiria snapped loudly and with considerable passion. “I have not lived for over ten thousand years and learned nothing! The only way you will put me on a ship to Union space is if you drug me somehow! I refuse to leave you! All of you! I will not… and you will not find it so easy to force me young man!”


Resumar stared at her for several moments and then looked at Isra. “I told you Uncle.” He said.


Isra nodded. “Yes… yes you did.” He said.


Shiria looked back and forth between them. “What do you mean? What are you talking about?”


Resumar returned his eyes to her. “Androcles knew you would refuse Shiria.” He said. 


“What?” Shiria gasped. “Then why… why this charade?” 


“To make sure you knew how valuable you are to us. Just as Wayonn now is.” Resumar answered. “And to make you understand we will not risk you in any way. No one in this room will. We have already decided that among us here.”

Shiria looked around the room slowly touching each set of eyes and seeing the truth of Resumar’s declaration. “I… I am just a small portion of whatever the future holds for us and so many Resumar Leonidas.” Shiria said looking back to him. “I do not wish to be thought of as such.”


“Perhaps not Shiria.” Resumar stated calmly. “But you are thought of as such. You are the only remaining pureblood Pralor that still exists. A guiding hand now to all of us just as the Feravomir is. If any point comes during what we are going to do where you are at risk I want your promise you will put yourself on a ship and retreat to Earth as quickly as you are able to move.”


Shiria could not help the warmth that spread through her at his words and she nodded her head slowly. “I promise this to you Resumar. To you and your brother.”


Resumar nodded. “Good. Then we will speak of it no more.” He said. “Pian has already suggested using Rizon Four as our base by the way.”


Shiria nodded. “It is an excellent location.” She agreed. “My… castle… for lack of a better word is state of the art. It is built directly into a mountain and…”

They all turned when Avi’s heavy footsteps entered through the doorway, a data pad in his hand. Resumar got to his feet as he approached and stopped in front of him.


“Well?” Resumar asked.


-It can be done Resumar- Avi spoke handing him the data pad. –It will take time… but this is not our mission Resumar. You know this-

“How much time?” Res asked as he looked at the pad.


-Resumar… this is not why your father sent us here- Avi said again.


“I know that Avi.” Resumar told him. “Now… how much time?”


-Avatar 341 estimates three weeks four days and sixteen hours. Give or take an hour- Avi answered.


“Why so long?”


-It is not the same as downloading all this information to portable drives Resumar. We must catalog it and then upload it to the proper ship’s systems. If we can use some of Captain Fang’s technicians we may be able to decrease that by three or four days. They will have some knowledge of how we will proceed- Avi answered.


“Then do it.” Resumar said. “You and 341 begin immediately and I will have Dayiu send down as many tech heads as she can spare.”


-Resumar, while I do agree with the assessment that this is a sound tactical move… this is not the mission your father sent us on. You know this- Avi stated.


“Avi… when my father is out of the loop… who is in command?” Resumar asked him.


-Androcles of course- Avi answered immediately.


“It is my idea Avi. My plan… but I would not do this without Andro looking at it and weighing the overall risks. I know the risks that this brings with it, but it is not something we can simply dismiss. Andro reviewed my plan and approved this. If you connect with the RAGE OF ACHILLES’s computer you will see for yourself.” Resumar told him. He waited while Avi’s eyes moved rapidly back and forth as he established a remote connection and then those red orbs grew wider and he looked at Resumar.


-A bold plan indeed Resumar- He said. –Your father would not approve of you and Andro disobeying his orders but Androcles’s calculations of the implied risks are only off by 2.7 percent. Impressive. He must have had his KertaGai Sadi helping him. Relative Variable Computations were not his strong point in school or during the lessons you had with me-


Resumar chuckled. “No they weren’t.” He said.
Avi met Resumar’s eyes for a long moment. –He is preparing for something isn’t he Resumar?-


“What do you think?” Res asked.


-I think trying to outthink your father or Androcles uses up too many of my internal processing input nodes. Their decision making processes do not always fall within what many consider normal perimeters- Avi answered as he tried to imitate humor. –I will informed 341 and we will being making the necessary modifications-

Resumar chuckled again. “I’ll agree with you there.” He stated. “Thank you Avi.”


Avi nodded his head and then turned gracefully to exit the makeshift mess lounge. Resumar turned back to the others and saw all of them looking at him. It was Shiria who asked the question.


“Resumar… what exactly was that all about?” She asked getting to her feet. “What does Avi mean when he says you are disobeying your father’s orders and he would not approve. I certainly hope you are not going to attempt to use VORTEX Cruiser 341 in any way. This ship and everything on it needs to be destroyed Resumar. It’s very existence is a threat to every species in the universe if it falls into the wrongs hands somehow. We need to destroy it.”


Resumar nodded. “I know Shiria.” He stated. 


“Then what is going on?” She demanded. “What are Avi and Avatar 341 going to do?”


Resumar stepped up to her. “Avi and 341 are going to try and blend a good portion of the information and equipment from this ship into the RAGE OF ACHILLES.” He answered. “It’s an idea I came up with a few days ago.”


Shiria looked at him. “Can… can you do that?” She asked.


Resumar nodded. “Avi and 341 say so. At least… at least to a point.” He answered. “I have a feeling that we are going to be out here for quite a while, and having the RAGE OF ACHILLES equipped with systems from this ship would only benefit us and our mission.”


Shiria nodded her head slowly. “The logic is sound.” She said finally. “Why couldn’t you have used my ship?”


“I have plans for your ship.” Resumar said. “That is why. And right now… the only people who are fully qualified in flying your ship are you and Ckaoa.”


“What plans?” Shiria asked him.


“A rescue mission.” He stated.


“A rescue mission? Who are we…?”


“Resumar!” Ckaoa’s voice filled the room as she sprinted into the large room. “Resumar! Scribe Mother!”


They turned to face her as she ran up to them. “Ckaoa my child… what is it? What is wrong?” Shiria gasped as she reached for her.


“I just… I just received an encoded burst from Poysha!” Ckaoa exclaimed. 

“Poysha? She wasn't due to report again for another ten hours.” Resumar spoke.


Ckaoa looked at him. “Resumar… your mother!”


“What? What about her?” Resumar demanded as his face grew concerned.


“They have… they have brought her to Cabelir! She is on Cabelir right now… within the Command Compound!” Ckaoa gasped. “Poysha saw her! She said… Poysha said she is bruised but… but she’s alive Resumar!”


Athani stepped up to him quickly and took his arm as she pressed close to him. “Breath my love!” She told him. “Control… control your anger.”


Ckaoa looked confused as she gazed at him. “Anger? I thought you would be happy.”


Shiria reached out and took Ckaoa’s hand. “He is happy Ckaoa… however… having his mother For'mya on Cabelir is not good news.”


“But why?” Ckaoa gasped.


Resumar looked at her. “Because the only way to reach her now is to invade the Kavalian Empire.” He hissed softly. “And my uncle would kill her before we got anywhere near Cabelir.” He turned away from them and looked at the blank wall. “She is out of our reach now… out of our reach and on her own.”
EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND


It had been beyond divine. It had been celestial.


Her mind screamed for more, yet her body trembled in exquisite exhaustion, and no matter what happened in the future she knew what she was feeling now would never end and she would always have it. Six or seven times in just the last three and a half hours Devra Re Mydala had exploded in mindnumbing and totally consuming orgasms. She was not sure which was the correct number for they all seemed to run together and to be honest, she had been his before the first orgasm had ever stolen her breath away. He was every bit like the fearsome animal he could change into, for Devra had looked into his dark eyes and seen the beast within him, yet with every brush of his lips upon her, every caress of his fingers on her skin, he lit the fires of passion within her that only he could quench. Her Alkay was seeping from her pores in copious amounts before they had ever touched the bed, inciting him even more than he already was, and she was not even trying. His hard body must have been sculpted by some masterful artist in its definition and as she tore at her own clothes and watched him disrobe in front of her, a slow burn began deep in her belly. A burning need and passion that she had never experienced with Coren no matter how many times they made love. Devra had had only one lover in her lifetime and that was Coren, and no matter how passionate their first encounters had been, what she was feeling now surpassed those sensations a long time ago. Her Alkay may have incited him further, but Bren in no way needed any additional assistance in wanting her, Devra could see that just by looking into his eyes. 


Twelve glorious minutes it had taken him to fully sink into her velvety depths, his lips and hands never idle as he stroked and kissed nearly every portion of her body and she could only gasp in unabashed delight as each delicious inch conquered her body and made her his. She remembered hearing several young Vanari females who worked at the embassy discussing what it might be like to bed with a Lycavorian. It was said many of them were built like bulls but that they were concerned only with their own needs. Devra was discovering just how wrong they were. By the time his searing hot balls had come to rest against her upturned ass cheeks, Devra Re Mydala had already experienced two shattering orgasms, the force of which had robbed her of her senses. He had simply held himself there above her, pleased with himself as he watched her beautiful face contort into divine release. She could not stop from wrapping her arms around his shoulders and washing his handsome face with her tongue as she cooed out her ecstasy in his ear. Those moments were quickly swept aside when he began to make love to her with long, gentle strokes and then Devra’s body truly sang out its eternal glee. She knew from his strokes that he would not last long and she had been right, yet the moment his huge eruption within her depths took place and his scorching hot come filled her womb, Devra Re Mydala’s doubts about everything were forever erased from her mind. As they held each other in the grips of their mutual pleasure, Devra knew where her future lay. She knew where the future of her people lay. Devra knew it was a future she had embraced the very moment she stepped aboard Dutkne’s ship and came here to this place after her daughter, though she was only just now beginning to realize what else coming here had allowed her to discover. Bren was intent on showing her just that as each minute passed.

Coren had always gone soft quickly after his first explosion and it would be several long minutes before he was ready again, but as Bren drew his face from where it had been tucked into the side of her neck, Devra realized his thick cock had lost none of its steel like hardness buried inside her as it was. When she saw his beautiful wolf eyes staring at her, the tips of his fangs just protruding from beneath his lips, Devra Re Mydala was forever hooked. 


She watched him intently now as he crossed the room carrying two large glasses of liquid, watched how the moonlight entering his room struck his delicious body in just the right light. The dim light globes in the corners of the room made for a very romantic setting as well, something she had no doubts that he had been planning since her arrival here. Her green eyes hungrily went to where his flaccid but still immensely impressive cock dangled and she felt the shivers of need flitter across her skin once more. Her long blue legs weren’t covered by the thin sheet, only her perfect ass cheeks and a small portion of her lower back, and she pulled it tighter to her waist and he settled to the bed and she sat up. There was no sense in trying to hide her body from this man; he had explored every portion of her tall, lithe frame more intimately in the last three hours than Coren had ever done in centuries of marriage. She saw his eyes take in her full breasts exposed for him as they were, eyes that said she was now his in every way possible, and that single look told her she was now his mate and wife. A prospect that Devra found to be wonderfully fulfilling in every way. She belonged to him now in the Lycavorian fashion, and no matter where she went or who she would interact with, that knowledge filled her with pride and happiness. Physical contact was important to Lycavorians she knew and the moment he settled back to the bed, Devra scooted over next to him and pressed her lush, naked body against his, drawing her long leg over the top of his in a very seductive way as he held out the glass to her.


“What is this Bren?” She asked taking the glass from him with a dazzling smile. “More Spartan wine? You don’t need to get me drunk to desire you. I do that now with every waking breath.”


Bren chuckled softly. “Spartan wine is not something a male of my species serves to a woman after he has claimed her Devra. It would be considered an insult to her and to what she means to him and their future together.”

Devra looked at him with sultry eyes that were filled with an adoring love. “I didn’t… I didn’t know that.” She said softly.


“I would imagine there is much about my people that yours do not know.” He said very calmly. “And much about you that we do not know. We will teach each other now.” Bren said. “It is called Tangerine juice. A fruit that is abundant in the southern hemisphere of Earth. It is largely considered a fruit of binding love to those Lycavorians here on Earth, something that the Lycavorian Spartans of ancient Earth began and a tradition that continues to this day.”


Devra didn’t hesitate in the least and she took a large sip of the juice, surprised at the sweet taste and how it made her taste buds tingle in delight. She saw his eyes smile and then he too took a long sip from his glass.

“So… where… where do we go from here Bren?” She asked him.


“What do you mean?”


“I have already broken more Vanari laws than I could possibly imagine and if I… if I do return, no matter the outcome, I will probably be sent to prison for my actions. For a very long time.” Devra told him.


“Then you will remain here. You are my mate and wife now and you will stay here and we will build our own future together Devra.” Bren answered confidently. “If that is what you want as well.”

“I think you know it is Bren.” She told him softly. “But Coren and Ardan will demand that I return and face Vanari justice.” She stated calmly. “They will not let it rest, especially Coren when he discovers about us and that will only make matters worse between our people. He will no doubt think you forced yourself on me, he will scream and bellow and…”


“He still loves you in a very odd way you know?” Bren said interrupting her.


“What?” She gasped. “You can… you can smell that?”


Bren shook his head with a smile. “No… but I can see it in his eyes. Does him knowing about what we have shared bother you?”


Devra shook her head. “He may still have feelings, but whatever warmth and love I had for him died a very long time ago. And his actions now only serve to remind me why I chose to leave him. I do not care what he thinks about us for I intend to explore and experience many more moments like those we have shared if you are up to the task.” She told him with a husky voice.

Bren chuckled. “I think you will find that I will be quite up to the task.” He told her. “What do you want to do Devra?” He asked.


She looked at him and reached across his powerful abdomen to set her glass on the table by the bed. She pressed closer to him, her large breasts pushing hard against his ribcage and she reached up to stroke his cheek as she gazed at him. Her fingers danced across his jaw and his lips and she smiled. “I want to remain here.” She said confidently. “I want to remain here and discover a new life with you Bren. What I feel… what I feel for you is beyond anything I ever felt for Coren… for anyone. And I don’t just mean what you make me feel in our bed.”


Bren placed his glass on the table next to hers and took her beautiful face in his hands, using his thumbs to caress her flawless blue skin. “Then that is what you will do.”


“It will… it will cause a great deal of strife between our people.” She said. “Especially if Caliria chooses to remain as well.”

“Are you so sure?” Bren asked. “Do you believe after being among us these last days, after seeing the man that Androcles Leonidas is and what your daughter obviously means to him and Sadi and the others, do you believe he will care in the least about what Coren and this Ardan say?”


Devra couldn’t help but grin now. “He is willing to start a war to retrieve her Bren.” She said letting her fingers absently stroke his powerful chest. “No… I don’t think how Coren or Ardan view him will bother him in the least. I think he actually finds it amusing.” She said. “Nor do you care how they view you I think.”


“She is your daughter Devra… what do you think Caliria will do?” Bren asked.


“The more… the more I think back on how she has acted these last years, the more I am coming to believe she knows where she is meant to be, who she is meant to be with and she will not forsake that for anything or anyone to be honest. She is very stubborn and strong willed.” Devra answered.


“Like her mother no doubt.” He said with a smile. “You see… your belief in destiny and fate and the preordained is growing.” He stated.


Devra met his eyes. “Yes… I suppose it is.” She said.


“My king is fond of saying never fear the unknown for you don’t know the treasures that could await you.” Bren said. “We will move forward one day at a time and face each moment as it comes to us Devra. Without fear. Without regret.”


Devra looked at him. “And you are never afraid?” She asked.


Bren smiled. “I am always afraid Devra. There is always fear… my people though… we embrace that fear. We choose not to let that fear keep us from acting. From doing what we feel is right when it feels right.”


Devra smiled and leaned forward to kiss him softly and passionately. A kiss he returned without hesitation. “I will so enjoy spending the next dozen or so centuries of my life exploring that mind of yours Bren. It…” She stopped talking when she saw his eyes move to something behind her. “Bren?”


“The light globes.” He stated softly motioning to them with his head. “They have lost power.”


Devra turned to look at the now dark light globes in the corners of the room. “A power failure?” She asked turning back to him.


Bren shook his head. “Andro designed the villa’s power core in such a way that there is always a backup that would kick in instantly when the main generators fell below a certain level point. No… this is something else. Someone has shutdown main power.”


Devra looked at him now seeing how alert he had become. “I take it that is not a good thing?”


Bren shook his head as he rose from the bed. “The Mindvoice dampeners installed in each room are on a different grid and are still active. I can’t reach anyone outside my room here in this wing.” He was speaking as he reached for his pants on the floor beside the bed. “Quickly Devra my love… put something on. We must discover what is happening.”


Devra didn’t hesitate and she glanced around looking for something to put on over her body. The jumpsuit and body armor she had been wearing was scattered over the room, the top of the jumpsuit shredded from Bren’s strength. She reached down to the floor and found his shirt among the pile of clothes and pulled it on over her naked form. As she rose to her feet completely and turned, Bren came up to her holding the matte black sidearm. He held it out to her.


“You know how to fire a weapon?” He asked.


Devra nodded and took the K12 KM from him. “Yes.” She answered confidently.


Bren took her hand in his, hefting his Nehtes in the opposite hand. “Come. We must move quickly!”

Speaking with her brother like this had always been able to set her at ease and it was no different now as they walked along the beach. Eliani knew there were many people within the Union who considered her father and Andro to be unintelligent brutes because of their actions and the way they talked bluntly and honestly. Eliani knew, as everyone who knew they also knew, under that guise of brutishness they both cultivated were two of the keenest and most intelligent minds she had ever come across. Andro had always been the one they had gone to when they were growing… whether it was because of his bond with Elynth or just his ability to read people so well… he always knew when something was wrong with one of his brothers or sisters and he always made time for them. Eliani knew Zarah was closer to him than most because of what she now knew he had done to save her, but he had always been there for her as well. And she had never kept anything from him, even when it came to the men in her life, or lack thereof as she often said. His presence alone soothed her in a way that very little could, and this is what she relished. He could make her laugh with the simplest of comments even in one of her fouler moods and it was no different this night as he shared with her stories of their father that she had never heard before. It brought them closer together and that closeness is what Eliani needed now because she could not talk to her one true confidant. Her mother. 
Andro’s arm was draped over her shoulders, one of her arms around his waist and her opposite hand holding to his fingers on her shoulder as they let their laughter die down from relating the trouble their father had gotten into when he was younger.
“Now I know where Arrarn gets it.” Eliani said with a soft chuckle.

Andro nodded. “Yes indeed.” He said.

Eliani looked up at his face. “You truly believe he is making a play for the throne don’t you?” She asked.

Andro nodded. “Pian and Jalersi gave Aunt Tarifa a pad of information before all this happened. A small piece of the much larger puzzle that we are trying to unravel.”

“What was on it?” She asked.

“Union Ascension laws copied directly from the Chronicles of Lycavorian Law and the First Oracle’s Declaration.” Andro spoke. “Laustinos must have copied them and given them to the Kavalians. The pad had a Cabelir source code, so we know it came from their homeworld. It’s the only way they could have gotten the copy.”

“We’ve gotten slack through the years Andro.” Eliani said softly.

“Yes we have.” He agreed. “And that needs to change rather quickly. The only problem is how do you change an open society without infringing on the liberty that is the basis for that society?”

“After what has happened… I think our people would understand if changes needed to be made Andro.” Eliani said. 

“Probably… but the person who institutes those changes will not be popular for very long.” He told her. 

“As if you ever cared about being popular.” She said bumping her hip against his as they walked.

“That is true.” He said with a smile.

“There are far more people within the Union who are enraged over what they have done then there are people who don’t care Andro.” Eliani said thoughtfully. “Maybe… maybe you should institute Spartan Law for the time being. Until we get a handle on everything that is happening and find out what our uncle is doing.”

“I’ve thought about it… I won’t lie to you about that.” Andro said. “I’m still not sure I am convinced though.”

“Andro they tried to kill father! As far as everyone outside our inner circle is concerned they did kill father. And our mother Aricia is dead too. They have taken our mother For'mya and tried to enslave our mother Dysea. They tried to kill all of us! The only reason they would do that is to make it easier to support whatever claim our uncle makes. The information we discovered on the Kavalian pad of the assassins who went after Armetus only confirms this.”

Andro nodded. “I agree but what do they accomplish by kidnapping and holding mother? It doesn’t make any sense Eli. Declaring she is no longer a Queen because father is dead and saying they will only deal with the Elven Parliament in order to negotiate her release. What kind of sibfla is that?”

“If the Immortals that took medwaw Dysea had succeeded, medwaw For'mya would be the only Queen of elven blood left Andro.” Eliani said. “You know how the elven parliament views medwaw For'mya. Perhaps the Kavalians believed if that was the case, it would make it easier to turn members of the elven Parliament to their side as they did with the Hadarian Arch Ministry and Elder Council.”

“Perhaps… but with medwaw Dysea still alive then no matter what…” Andro began to speak.

“But she is not of elven royal blood Andro.” Eliani corrected him. “She is the daughter of two clones from Earth. She is Queen of the elves because father is King of the Union. Don’t forget that even grandfather L'tian would not support her as Queen until father rescued medwaw For'mya and she initially became his concubine.”

Andro nodded his head. “I remember… but that line of thinking has long been put aside through the years Eli. Even grandfather does not adhere to that train of thought anymore and he verbally dressed down that aide several years ago who even mentioned it. I find it very hard to believe that Laustinos would not have informed the Kavalians of that. He has given them almost everything else. Besides… with Arrarn and Bryon you have the same bloodline as grandfather Resumar. A combination of both royal families and…” Andro was jerked to a stop by Eliani pulling almost painfully on his waist. “Eli… what’s wrong?” He asked as he looked into her wide eyes.
“Andro… Andro that’s it?” Eliani exclaimed.

“What’s it?”

“Why he wanted mother! Why he wanted all of us dead!” Eliani almost shouted.

“Eliani… what are you talking about?”

Eliani gripped his arms tightly. “Don’t you see?” She exclaimed. “Removing father from the picture… medwaw Aricia… even you! Most of all you! We’ve been playing right into their hands all along and didn’t know it!”

“I’m not following you Eli.” Andro said.

“It’s his ticket to a legitimate claim to the throne!” Eliani shouted. 

“What is? Eliani… you aren’t making any sense!” Andro barked.

Eliani opened her mouth to answer but was interrupted by Jomann’s Mindvoice shout within their heads completely unshielded.

Andro! We have intruders beneath the villa! In tunnels under the villa! Jomann nearly screamed.

Tunnels? Andro barked. There are no tunnels under the villa Jomann!

Andro damn it… historical fact states there are tunnels that run under the villa! Someone named Tarren removed the maps from the library in Sparta and now we have intruders under the villa! I am moving the Durcunusaan to several different locations but one of the exits comes up in Eliani’s room within the family wing! 
WHAT? Andro shouted. KertaGai! My… my mates! Andro turned and in a soft burst of silvery white light he had shifted into wolf form and was sprinting off towards the villa.
Andro wait! Eliani screamed just before she too shifted into wolf form and followed her brother.

There were seventeen of them.

The very finest the Orionis Syndicate had to offer in the way of assassins. They had been traveling back and forth to Earth for the last decade, taking advantage of the complete openness of the society on Earth now and taking notes. It was only in the last five years that the Orionis Syndicate Group as they called themselves had begun doing business with the Kavalian Empire and other groups within the Alpha Quadrant when it came to criminal activity. They had come to the Alpha Quadrant to learn and discover the intricacies of doing business here. What they had found was a veritable wealth of windfall opportunities in this place called The Wilds. The opportunity to become very wealthy and to use that wealth to grow their organization back in the Beta Quadrant as well as here. The vast majority of the Orionis Syndicate Group was made up of generations of humans who had once come from Earth, or to be more specific, those who had settled Earth and then returned to the Beta Quadrant. Eridiani was their official species designation, but they were now most often referred to as humans. Something that true Eridiani and those in the Orionis Syndicate Group hated. 

The Orionis Syndicate Group was broken into four different divisions that made up their actual organization. The OSG political arm was made up almost entirely of Eridiani Alliance government officials. Men and women who answered to the OSG while maintaining their separation from the actual operations side of the organization to give the Eridiani deniability. There was the transportation arm of the OSG, those that did all of the heavy lifting so to speak. They trafficked in slaves and drugs and anything that could make a profit for the Syndicate and the Eridiani. There was the Intelligence arm of the OSG, men and women whose only purpose was to gain knowledge of potential business partners or rivals in whatever way they could. And then there were the OSG Operators. Those who conducted the actual raids and attacks and the assassinations and whatever dirty operation the OSG Division heads determined needed to be done. These were the physically enhanced men and women, those whose ancestors had been undergoing centuries of gene therapy to improve their physical attributes enough to compete on a galactic scale with many of the species that were either larger or stronger than the Eridiani themselves, just as others had enhanced their brain power and capacity. In reality, the OSG was a political entity all itself, with laws and rules that needed to be followed. The Eridiani Alliance was only their front operation so to speak. While there were billions of Eridiani who had no idea what the OSG did or how they operated, those within the corridors of power on their homeworld were very aware. 

The Vanari Empire was only their latest ongoing operation. The Vanari females had unique abilities that the OSG Board determined they could use for profit and power. The oil, or Alkay as it was called, that they secreted from their pores had powerful influencing properties that the OSG wanted to use. That they had been using for centuries. With surgical precision the OSG had utilized their contacts and political will in order to gain the upper hand when it came to knowledge of the Vanari and their medical makeup. Once they determined how to manipulate the Vanari psyche and physical makeup, they were able to essentially control the Vanari. The only fly in the ointment so to speak had been the Lycavorians of the Protectorate. They were infinitely more stubborn than the OSG had first determined, and they had access to technology that not even the Vanari had. Technology that gave them the ability to make ships and weapons that were incredibly efficient and powerful, even more so than the Vanari in some ways. This was technology the OSG wanted. Unlike the Vanari however, the Wolfen bastards had not been so easy to control. They had retaliated savagely against the OSG after several of their trading ships had been captured. The OSG Intelligence arm had hoped to discover something about this technology from within the ship’s computers but all they had managed to do was piss the Lycavorians off. They were notoriously unpredictable and not as easily manipulated. After the Protectorate destroyed one of their budding colony worlds, the OSG decided it was not within their best interests to come into direct conflict with the Wolfen bastards of the Protectorate, but they would attempt to get the technology through other means. So far they had been totally unsuccessful, but upon discovering the resurgence of Earth and the humans there, they made the decision to go about their goals differently. The Wolfen bastards that called Earth home and those within the Union itself also had access to this advanced technology somehow, and they had gotten a large part of it recently. The Flatspace technology that allowed them to utilize their shields was something even the Protectorate didn’t have, and this was something else the OSG wanted to get their hands on. Considering that only those Lycavorians who were active parts of the military had these weapons, great care had to be taken in order to somehow secure this technology for it was a closely guarded secret along with their sudden development of advanced engine designs and weapons.
Entering into a partnership with the Kavalian animals seemed like a good idea. They were ruthless and powerful, and on the verge of ending the reign of the Vampire High Coven in this part of the galaxy. This fact made working with them a promising venture to say the least. If they worked with the Kavalians, eventually the feline beasts would turn their attention to the Lycavorian Union, and the OSG could get what it ultimately wanted. They were nothing if not patient. So they began working within the Alpha Quadrant, working with the Kavalians and the many different outlaw organizations that operated within The Wilds. When the request had come from the Kavalian leadership that they use their unique abilities to target several different individuals within the Union government the OSG had reviewed the request and what the Kavalian Empire had already accomplished. If they supported this rogue Lycavorian in his bid to return to the throne of the Union, they could get what they wanted and the risks would be very minimal to say the least. They had already been transporting Vanari females through this Union space for several years now with no repercussions. The Union was massive and even they were not able to patrol all of their territory all of the time. It was easy enough to learn the patrol patterns of ships in a certain sector with time and patience, and then begin using this corridor to bring their slaves into The Wilds. When the Kavalian leadership had gotten word to them about this operation it was determined it could only help in the OSG’s ultimate goals and they agreed. 
This Deep Operator Team was the only group on Earth at the moment. Their small size allowed them to go places and learn things that a larger force could not. They had been on Earth for the better part of ten years now, living among the many human cities and actually holding jobs. While they had been unsuccessful in discovering anything in regards to the technology the OSG wanted, it gave the OSG a pulse on life within the Union. These operators lived, worked and interacted among the many Lycavorians that resided here, enough that they had been able to get the information for this island through one of their many sources. 
Their mission had been simple, infiltrate the island of the Lycavorian leader now, and kill as many of his females as they could, most importantly the blond one and any of his sisters that may be on the island. The OSG agreed with the Kavalian leadership that this would cripple the young prince emotionally in a way nothing else could. They knew from their contacts within the Union Netnews that while the barracks on the island was nearly complete, it did not house the sixty or so Lycavorian soldiers tasked with the defense of the island during the day just yet. They stayed within the port city of Gytheio at night and that building was easily watched. The entire team had moved to Gytheio when the order came, more to watch the island from within the city and try to determine patterns. The Durcunusaan as they were called were incredibly well trained and extremely smart. Past experiences with the Lycavorians in the Protectorate had proven violently bad for the OSG and trying to assault them head on was suicide, especially with the dragon beasts that stayed on the island. Once their Netnews contact had gotten the plans for this island from the library however, it was a simple matter to assemble his team and wait for dark. The dragons almost always hunted at night in the mountains inland and it was easy enough to see them leave the island as they so often did. When that moment came, the leader of the Deep Operator Team made the decision to go.
The entrance to this main tunnel been buried beneath the main floor of a trinket shop in Gytheio run by an elderly Lycavorian couple. They were now dead in their bed, both of them shot with silenced weapons while they slept. Wearing uniforms and body armor designed in the OSG’s many research labs, whatever scent the assassins put off was absorbed and hidden by network of scent maskers built right into the body armor over the areas of the body that held the most potent scent glands. Those glands behind the ears were neutralized by filters worn within the COM implants that each of his team members wore. He turned to watch as his two men continued to use laser cutters to slice through the granite and concrete at the back of the fireplace in what was supposed to be his sister’s room.
“How much longer?” He hissed softly.

“Almost through Major.” Came the reply. “Got it!” This followed ten seconds later.
The USG Major watched as his two men muscled the three foot thick circular section of stone out of the way, soft light pouring into the dimly lit tunnel from the room.

“Stay with the plan and stick to the timetable! Main targets only unless someone gets in the way!” He spoke urgently. “We got four minutes max before they realize what is going on and those Wolfen bastards come pouring across the bridge pier! Brendi?”

The deep brown eyes of the slim figure turned to look at him front the rear of their group. The black balaclava hid the facial features, but the uniform and body armor could not hide the very curvy figure it protected. “Major?” The female voice spoke.

“You, Piotr and Tomar cover our rear and advise us if anything comes through the tunnels!” He hissed softly.

The woman nodded. “Major… I am an Intelligence Analyst… not a Commando!” The voice spoke.

“We needed the extra body and that is why you are here! You are not part of the assault; you are only covering our exit!” The major snapped. “Now do as you’re told Lieutenant!”

“Yes sir!” The woman answered.
The major turned to his lead two men and opened his mouth to speak when the lights coming from the room went out suddenly.

“Shit! The power just died!” One of his men spat.

The Major nodded. “Better for us! Go! Go!”

The two OSG assassins ducked through the circular hole they had cut, followed quickly by fifteen others, all of them with deadly intent.


“Is he always the one they turn too Sadi?” Arduri asked from where she sat on the huge bed.


She had joined Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Carisia in their master bedroom after changing in the room she shared with her mother. She had striped down to nothing but her undergarments and wrapped the dark blue robe that had been purchased for her by someone she had never met around her petite but powerfully packed body. She knew Andro’s mates would be dressed in a similar manner for she had already seen it. The Lycavorians and Elves that populated the Union were like the Vanari in many respects, and they had no qualms about wearing less clothing. She knew her mother would not be back to their room before the morning, not if what she had sensed from her was nay indication, and that knowledge made Arduri very happy. Arduri sat next to Lu'ria on the bed, Carisia kneeling behind her and using a brush to pass through her long white hair. 


Sadi turned from the open double doors onto the patio holding the mug of coffee and nodded as she moved back to the bed to settle next to Ne'Veha who was studying a data pad of information given to her earlier in the day while on the SCIMITAR.
“Yes.” Sadi answered as she leaned over to nuzzle Ne'Veha’s four inch high elven ear and Arduri saw Ne'Veha close her eyes in bliss at the attention. “It’s been that way ever since he completed his Agoge. He is the one that kept Denali and Lisisa’s secret; he kept them on the SCIMITAR together so that they could cultivate their feelings and discover what they have. He encouraged Arrarn to pursue Narice and Toria if that is what his heart dictated… he also was the one who brought Malic into Eliani’s life. He feels it is his responsibility to make things right if he can.”

Arduri nodded as she sipped her own mug of coffee, falling in love with the delicious liquid ever since having her first mug of it on the HARBINGER. The flavor was incredible and when she added a little sweetener to the steaming coffee, it never ceased to make her taste buds come alive. “Caliria was like this for Naesta and I.” She said softly. “We could go to her for advice no matter what the topic. It would drive our father crazy.”

“Because she had dark hair and was outcast?” Carisia asked.

Arduri nodded. “I think… I think he loves her in his own way…” Arduri said. “But he could never get past Vanari tradition and culture. He treated her as a second class citizen, just like everyone else, often times not even acknowledging her Birth Ceremony.”

“She is his child…” Lu'ria said softly. “It is wrong to disavow your child no matter the reasons.”

Arduri nodded. “It’s even worse to do it because you are more concerned with a political position than anything. It is what ultimately led to him and mother separating and then severing their Union. He could not abide her popularity among the younger generation of Regents and how she almost always voted against him, and he hated when she would visit Caliria all the time and invite her for events and such. I’ve never seen him so angry as he is now though… at us… at Caliria.”

“He does seem to hold a much more pronounced distrust of our people.” Sadi said softly. “Do you know why?”

Arduri shook her head. “No.” She replied. “It’s very strange really… even Regent Ardan is willing to allow Andro to retrieve Caliria and learn what we can about the Syndicate and their agents. Father is not… not to mention that he is incredibly incensed that Naesta is offworld by herself.”
“Naesta does not strike me as a woman who could not handle herself in a situation. Nor yourself Arduri.” Lu'ria said. “You were willing to stand against us on the HARBINGER even though heavily outnumbered. That tells me you are confident in yourselves and your abilities.”

“Many of us… the younger Vanari generations like Naesta and myself… we hate that the Syndicate is allowed to capture our females and we can do nothing once it is done.” Arduri said. “Many of us are willing to fight them and make them stop regardless of the risks involved. In our minds it is better than being fodder. The SBR and most of the older Regents think otherwise and ultimately it is their decision.”

“They only take dark haired Vanari?” Ne'Veha asked looking up.

Arduri nodded her head. “There have been times when they have captured those like me and Naesta, with silver or white blond hair.”

“And what happens then?” Sadi asked.

“If they are not broken within the first few hours by their captors, the Syndicate demands an enormous sum of credits and arranges for them to be returned.” Arduri replied. “Most are returned relatively unhurt, some are not. Those like me are worth far more credits in the Orionis Syndicate’s Slave Markets and their many brothels.”

“We will rescue all of them Arduri.” Sadi told her. “Do not doubt that.”

Arduri shook her head. “I don’t.” She answered. She looked at Sadi. “It is not common among your males to have multiply mates is it?”

Sadi shook her head. “No.” She said quickly. “It is not common, it is very rare actually. Aside from Andro’s father and his Uncle Daniel and Uncle Isra, there are only a handful that I know of within the Union and if I’m not mistaken, all of them are members of Mjolnir’s Hand or are Bonded with dragons.”

“Is that significant?” Arduri asked.

“No… I don’t think so.” Sadi answered. “Those that I know, Andro’s father, his uncles, they are perhaps some of the most powerful and influential Alpha males within our species. I believe a lot of it has to do with their bloodlines, but nothing like that has ever been studied. I do know that all of them are a different breed of man. Andro. His father… all of them.”

“What do you mean?” Arduri said.

Lu'ria laughed softly. “If they are like Andro… all of them are built like bulls and they have the rare ability to actually know how to use it!”
This brought laughter from all of them and Sadi nodded her head. “Well… there is that to consider.” She said. “It is very true.”

“How… how big is he?” Arduri asked shyly.
“Well… I don’t…” Sadi began.

“Thirty-one point one centimeters exactly.” Carisia answered quickly.

“Enylarcopri!” Ne'Veha gasped.

Carisia looked at their stunned expressions. “What?” She exclaimed. “I wanted to know so I measured him while he slept! It didn’t take much effort to…”

Her words were drowned out by the laughter that followed from all of them and then Carisia was laughing as well. That laughter ceased immediately when the light globes in the room went dark.

“A power failure?” Lu'ria asked warily as she turned on the bed and began getting to her feet.

Sadi was already standing, all her wolf senses alert now. “Not here.” She stated firmly. “Not on Cranae Island.”

Carisia blurred to another part of the room and was pulling open a normal looking cabinet on the wall. “This is not good! Sadi…the Mindvoice dampeners are still active!” She exclaimed loudly.

“What does that mean?” Arduri barked as she scrambled off the bed.

Sadi moved up beside Carisia as she opened the cabinet and revealed several K12 KMs and an assortment of Nehtes and smaller blades. Carisia handed Sadi a Nehtes while she took the dual blades from the pegs. “It means someone killed the internal power intentionally but not the grid that controls the dampeners. They are on separate grids!” She spoke. She turned to see Ne'Veha beginning to step onto the patio to get outside the dampeners that surrounded their room. “SirsanGai no!” Sadi exclaimed reaching for her. “Don’t go outside! Close the doors quickly!”

Lu'ria claimed the dual blades from Carisia as Sadi held out the K12 to Arduri while Ne'Veha closed and secured the large double doors, pulling the drapes closed as she did. When they were locked and the drapes shut she moved back to where Sadi was and took the K12 from her.

“Sadi?” Ne'Veha gasped moving closer to her while clutching the K12. “Why do I suddenly have a very bad feeling?”
“Mistress?” Sadi barked softly to Lu'ria who had moved up to their master bedroom door and was using her elven and wolf hearing to try and detect any noises from outside.

Lu'ria held her hand up as she began to back up quickly, folding her dual blades under her forearms in the traditional Drow attack mode. “Someone is outside the door.” She hissed to them as she stopped and poised herself in a combat crouch next to Carisia.
Sadi depressed the button on the shaft of the Nehtes and it extended to its full length of seven feet three inches. “You can rest assured that it is not our mate coming through that door!” Sadi hissed. “And if it is not our mate… then they die!”

The OSG Major split his team into two groups when they entered Eliani’s empty dark room. Seven of them slipped silently out the open window in her room and began making their way around the family wing of the villa like ghosts, the loss of power killing the external lights that were atop the villa. The major stayed with his primary team as his point man connected a small box to the door control on the wall. There was a soft chirp as the secure connection was made and power was fed to the panel and then another chirp that caused the door to slide open.


“Piece of cake.” The man hissed.


“Tom?” The major whispered.


The man with the portable infra red heat and motion scanner looked at him. He held up five fingers indicating targets and pointed down the hall, then held up five fingers twice more indicating ten meters. The major nodded.

“Go.” He whispered.


The seven men broke into the corridor, their weapons at the ready and trained down the corridor towards the double doors that led into the main room of the villa. The hall was dark, and the brick colored walls did not reflect the moonlight from above well, giving them shadows to move within. There were five doors in the hallway, but they were only concerned with one and that is the door they moved to and set up positions. The OSG man Tom looked at his sensor and nodded his head which caused the point man to open his kit again and then pry a plate off the control with the knife in his hand. Once the plate was off he connected the two wires from his kit to the internal panel. He looked at his Major and saw him now his head.


“Do it!” The major hissed.


The OSG Commando Teams were expertly trained and had in some cases hours upon hours of actual experience in such missions. This team was among the most experienced in the entire organization and before the words were fully out of his mouth the door was sliding open and they were rushing into the room, their weapons coming up and beginning to belch flame as the first three men into the room began firing before they were four steps into Andro’s master bedroom.

And that is where everything began to fall apart.


The OSG Commando teams were used to being the best at what they did. No matter the mission they undertook, they always seemed to have the upper hand when they struck. Their prey was caught unaware and usually ill-prepared for the speed and ferocity of their attack. Their first mistake was not taking into account who it was they were attacking. These were not untrained men and women, these were Lycavorians and elves and vampires, all of whom had far greater senses and abilities to fall back on besides just their eyes. The first OSG Commando into the room was firing at the bed as he stepped to the left several feet. The movement out of the corner of his eye caused him to begin turning immediately, his enhanced reflexes propelling him with blinding speed. It wasn’t fast enough as Carisia unwrapped the shadows from around hers and Lu'ria’s body in a single blink, and Carisia buried her dual blades into the man’s torso and unprotected neck from the side. His eyes went wide at the intense pain he felt and his finger came off the trigger of his weapon as he instinctively began reaching for where he felt the pain. It wouldn’t save him as Carisia kicked his now silent weapon upwards with a powerful front kick, and ripped her blades free of his flesh. He dropped to the floor like a rag doll when the blade in his neck severed his spinal column at the base of his neck and he didn’t have to worry about feeling ever again.

The second OSG commando who burst into the room got off died even quicker. He got off ten rounds from his weapon, rounds that were beginning to walk themselves along the left wall when he suddenly lost control of his trigger arm. His brain was telling his hand to pull the trigger, but his eyes grew wide when he looked down and nothing was happening. He had time to look up and see the burning amber colored eyes as Lu'ria drew back her dual blades; both of them now covered in blood, and execute a back flip kick. The top of her foot connected expertly with his jaw, snapping his head back with violent force and the sound of his neck shattering was like a gunshot over the whisper of the silenced weapons. The third, fourth and fifth OSG Commandos actually made it fully into the room and were beginning to track the three women that they saw when the thrown Nehtes entered just above the fourth man’s clavicle and burst out his back in a shower of blood and bone, propelling him back into the third man and causing him to stagger directly into a hail of K12 rounds from Ne'Veha and Arduri that perforated his upper body with at least nine holes, each round slamming into him and tossing him back until he slammed into the wall and was still. The fifth man’s eyes were wide and they grew wider as he lifted his weapon to fire but saw the blond haired female lift her hand and simply flick her wrist forward. 
While the Mindvoice dampeners prevented then from talking or sensing anyone that was outside their room, and vice versa, they did not prevent them from using their skills in their bedroom. It was here that they practiced with each other and Andro, Andro mostly, teaching them to focus hard enough to actually be able to use their new Mindvoice skills as an extension of their will. Sadi had discovered quite by accident what she was capable of at SODRAG, and she had spent the last weeks and months honing that new and deadly skill with both Andro and the Feravomir whenever possible and mostly just learning to focus enough by herself. Her anger and worry fueled her focus now, anger at these men for attacking her and those she loved, and her worry for her beloved Andro who was still out there somewhere. The wave of psychic Mindvoice power caught the fifth OSG Commando in its path, literally lifting him off the floor and shattering every bone in his body as he went careening against the far wall with devastating speed and power. The edges of the Mindvoice wave also served to physically throw the OSG Major and the seventh man back into the corridor outside their room none to gently as they were just beginning to follow the rest of their team into the bedroom.
The OSG major slammed hard to the floor, rolling with the tremendous force of something he had never experienced before. As he began to scramble to his feet he looked up the corridor as the double doors burst inward and his eyes grew wide when he saw the two towering Lycavorians and the silver/blond hair of a Vanari female clad in little more than a large man’s shirt and holding a black sidearm.

“Vanari?” He gasped. “Here?”

Jomann and Bren were both seasoned warriors and reacted with lightning like reflexes. Bren extended his Nehtes in a single blink and was launching it down the corridor before the OSG major fully knew what was happening. He saw the belch of flame from the second Lycavorian’s weapon and the chest and head of his fellow commando blew apart like an overripe melon showering him in blood and pieces of flesh just as the thrown Nehtes entered just below his right shoulder blade, impaling him clean through and lifting him off the floor to be savagely speared to the granite portion of the wall behind him. He groaned loudly in agony, as the two men and Vanari female moved forward without thought, his vision unfocused as pain wracked his body.

Jomann stuck his head into the door of the bedroom for he knew they would smell him coming. “Sadi! Lu'ria! All of you this way!” He hissed.

Sadi and the others didn’t hesitate in the least. “Jomann… who are they?” Sadi exclaimed as he ushered her out in to the corridor.

“I don’t know!” Jomann spoke taking her arm along with Ne'Veha’s and propelling them forward down the corridor. “It doesn’t matter now! I must get you to the panic room!”

“Andro!” Sadi shouted. “Where is Andro?”

“We aren’t going without Andro!” Ne'Veha barked loudly.
“Bren?” Jomann called physically moving all of them in front of him whether they wanted to go or not. He was perhaps the only Durcunusaan alive who would be allowed to handle them in this way because of his position as Andro’s Captain, and Jomann was taking no chances.

“Go! I will cover you from the rear!” Bren stated as he wrenched his Nehtes from the body of the OSG Major and heard the man groan and then fall unconscious. He turned to Devra whose eyes were wide. “Come Devra!”

“OSG!” Devra exclaimed as she looked at the bodies. “Bren… they are Orionis Syndicate Commandos! Assassins!”

“Are you sure?” Bren asked with wide eyes.

“Yes. Positive!”

Bren looked at the wounded man and drove his Nehtes down once more, directly through the major’s hip and seeing his eyes open in horrible agony and scream. “Stay there fool!” He snarled at the man. “We’ll be back for you!” Bren took Devra’s arm and called forth his Shi Viska as they backed down the corridor, using it to shield them as they followed Jomann. “We will worry about it later!” He snapped. “We must go with Jomann and the others. You and they are the priority now!” Devra’s wide eyes looked at him, his eyes fully changed and his fangs on display for all to see. She should have been horrified at the callousness he had just used but Devra found all she could feel towards him was undying love.
Jomann led them into the main room just as Coren, Ardan and Tastia were exiting the guest wing in sleeping clothes and barely awake.

“What is happening?” Coren shouted seeing the large Lycavorian herding those who he knew were mates of Androcles in front of him. His eyes grew wide when he saw the way Arduri was dressed, and they almost exploded out of his head when Bren and Devra came out of the corridor a second later and he saw what she was wearing and the state of her hair. He knew immediately from the healthy deep blue color of her skin that she had been having sex, her Alkay giving her skin a beautiful sheen to it.
Jomann blinked several times and then pushed Sadi and Ne'Veha towards the kitchen area. “Go! The secondary entrance!” He barked.

“Devra!” Coren hissed. “What… you…”

Devra glared at him as she allowed Bren to pull her gently along. “Now is most definitely not the time Coren!” She snarled at him as she moved past him clinging tightly to Bren’s hand and holding the K12.
They had made it halfway across the expanse of the main floor to the kitchen area when the double doors to the patio area burst open and seven more black clad figures rushed into the room with weapons out. In a single motion, Bren moved up beside Jomann as his Shi Viska exploded into existence, followed a second later by the one Sadi now wore and three shields came down in front of the group for protection.

“Stop!” The OSG Commando roared. “Stop right there or we fire! We’ll kill the Vanari Regents!”

Jomann and Bren looked back to see Ardan and Coren standing in full view, frozen in their spots, Tastia clinging to Coren’s arm with wide eyes. Bren had pulled Devra in behind his body and she huddled with Arduri and the others behind those three shields and Sadi prepared to unleash another wave of Mindvoice power when the OSG commando’s words halted her action and they all turned around to look at Coren and Ardan.

“Nubou!” Jomann cursed in a vile raspy voice.

“Drop your weapons!” The Commando screamed as his seven person team spread out around him, their weapons leveled and ready for instant use. “Do it now!”

Sadi’s eyes grew wider as she looked at Jomann and he saw the same thing happen to Lu'ria and the others, their eyes growing large in disbelief and… and adoring love. Jomann smiled to himself as he realized what they felt and then suddenly he felt it as well because of the connection he now shared with his prince and turned to Bren quickly.
“He’s here!” Jomann hissed to him. 

Devra’s wide eyes looked at him. “Who is here?” She gasped.

“Drop your weapons damn you!” The OSG Commando screamed again from across the room. “I’ll shoot those bastards dead and the Vanari whore with them! Drop them now!”

It was Sadi who spoke now… raising her voice enough to be heard by all of them. “You should have come in firing!” She growled at them, her eyes changed and the tips of her wolf fangs fully exposed. Something that gave her an especially ferocious appearance for a female wolf. “Time to die now mercenary scum!”
The moonlight was pouring in through the doors to the side that opened onto the entrance walkway that moved up to the long bridge that connected Cranae Island to the mainland. The manned Durcunusaan guard post at night was on the opposite side of the bridge, four of the five guards now sprinting back across the bridge as fast as their legs would carry them. They did not staff the guard post on the villa side of the island at night because Andro refused to have so many additional men and women underfoot and intruding on his life even in the evening. That policy would change after this evening, as would many. Among the many changes that would come of this night was the number of large glass doors that would no longer exist. They existed now however, and all of the OSG team saw the massive shadow pass in front of the double glass doors and they began turning just as those same glass doors imploded under the three hundred pound weight of a very large and very pissed off raven black wolf. Not since Alba Tau had Androcles felt such raging and savage anger. These men and women, whoever they were, they had come to harm his beautiful Sadi and his other precious mates. They had come to take from him what he had waited all of his life for and from   deep within his chest came the full power of a Talon Guardian in wolf form. What everyone witnessed next was something they would take to the graves with them. It was both horribly brutal and savage, but it was also strangely the most beautifully choreographed chain of physical action any of them had ever seen. It was most profound to Devra and Arduri Re Mydala, for Devra realized then just how precious his mates and wives were to this young Prince, and she realized that soon Caliria would be among those that this young man would shatter worlds for. She also understood instantly what it meant for her now as Bren’s wife and mate and no matter the blood and gore she witnessed, the feelings of devotion to him knowing he would do the same thing for her nearly tripled within her heart. For Arduri Re Mydala it only increased her belief that like her mother, she was meant to be here among these people, and she could only hope beyond hope that the two others she found herself desiring now more than anything would feel the same thing she did.
Coren, Ardan and Tastia could only stand there and stare in unabashed awe. None of them had ever seen a wolf of such size and majesty before, and all of them had seen dozens of Lycavorian men and women from the embassy in their natural forms before running within the embassy grounds on Austrova
The OSG Commando closest to the door was turned halfway around when three hundred pounds of muscle and flashing teeth landed on him like the force of a boulder, shards of glass peppering the ground all around them. Huge paws drove him to the floor and the incredible weight above him splintered the entire left side of his rib cage. He would not get the opportunity to scream for those huge jaws snapped down on his throat and tore upward with barely any effort. The commando saw his blood and flesh erupt into the air and then that monstrosity leaped upward as he began to die. Andro’s right paw ripped out with savage power as he leaped forward through the air, four razor like talons slashing across the face of another OSG Commando and sending him spinning across the room. He snapped his tail to the side and his massive jaws flashed open once more, clamping shut on an OSG commando’s shoulder and using his weight and momentum he completed the spin and launched the commando through the air, his screams of agony filling the room as the flesh of his shoulder and neck tore away from his body. Four more commandos.
Andro twisted sideways and intentionally fell to his side and skidded forward, all four of his paws free to strike and strike they did as they shredded the backs of the legs of a female commando into ribbons and she fell screaming out in agony. No matter the circumstances, Andro would not kill a woman unless absolutely necessary and as he righted himself once more he slammed full tilt into another commando, ramming his shoulders into the man with as much speed and force as he had left. He heaved upwards, throwing his head and shoulders back, and tossing the man in to the air as he rose up on his hind paws and suddenly there was a silver/white flash and then he was standing there as a man. His azure eyes burned brightly and his hands flared with psychic power and two Mindvoice diamonds shot from the palms of his hands and impacted two more OSG commandos in their chests, the psychic weapons blowing gaping holes in their upper bodies and tossing them back nearly ten meters out onto the patio. He reached out and snatched the man he had tossed into the air as a wolf and used his body as a club, tossing him with all of his considerable strength at the remaining commando and sending both of them sprawling into the back wall of the kitchen area. Another psychic diamond formed and launched from his left hand, tearing through the neck of the commando he had thrown and then Andro was upon the last man, his right hand clamping around the stunned man’s throat and heaving him off the ground a good twelve inches as he began to choke the life from him.
“YOU COME TO MY HOME!” Andro screamed his voice like a foghorn on a quiet night and his dual fangs fully exposed and the most terrifying thing Devra or the other Vanari had ever seen. His next words however, his next words would earn an unlikely friend that he would not discover for several days. “You come to my home ronnus, with the intent to kill MY MATES! MY WIVES! MY VANARI FRIENDS!” Andro leaned closer to the man as he gagged horribly and clawed at the hand that held his throat. Even his enhanced physical strength was no match for this enraged Lycavorian and he slowly felt the life being squeezed from him. “I am Androcles Leonidas of the Lycavorian people…” Andro roared. “And you have chosen to take the side of my uncle with this action tonight. Do you think I can not see who directed you on this mission by the surface thoughts that swirl within your mind! Now you have made an enemy of me for as long as I have years! Now… now you have made your vile conduct with the Vanari people my conflict! And now you join your ancestors scum, and you will die knowing that more of your people will follow you to hell very soon for they hold my Vanari mate and I will get her back no matter how many of your kind I have to send to Vada Lethadori in the process!”
Andro squeezed even tighter and he rammed the commando back into the unyielding wall hard enough to crack the granite exterior. The man’s larynx splintering and his neck snapping was a ghastly sound in the now quiet room, his legs twitching several times before death took him into its embrace. With a final scream of anger Andro whirled around and heaved his body as hard as he could out onto the patio, smashing what remained of his double doors from their frame and he unleashed a howl unlike anything they had ever heard from him. A howl that even Bren shivered from as the sound rippled through him.

Andro turned instantly then. “KertaGai! SirsanGai!” He gasped just as Sadi and the others broke from behind the shields and ran to him. Sadi’s Shi Viska vanished as she was enveloped into his arms and he pulled all of them to him, nuzzling them furiously, his kisses full of devotion and love. Devra rose slowly to her feet, gripping tightly to Bren’s arm and not the least bit worried who saw it. She looked up into his face as he pulled her tighter against him.
“Vada Lethadori Bren?” She asked softly. “What… what is that?”
Bren met her eyes. “The Gates of Hades!” He answered. “The Gates of Hades!”


“…telling you it’s gone bad and we need to move!” Brendi exclaimed as she glanced into the hole once more.


“Shut up Brendi!” Piotr snapped softly. “We wait for the Major to come back!”


“The shooting is over!” Brendi hissed. “The shouting is over! Our team is dead! We need to get out of here now!”


“They are our team… not yours!” Tomar snarled at her whirling to glare at her face. “Now shut the fuck up and wait!”


Brendi reached up and yanked the balaclava from her head, her deep red hair falling all around her face and well past her shoulders. “I told the Major this was a bad idea!” She snarled right back unafraid. “I am the Intelligence Officer here and I told him this was a bad idea! Why wouldn’t he let me contact the Regional Commander?”

“Just watch for him and the others!” Tomar snapped.

“This operation wasn’t sanctioned by the OSG Council was it?” Brendi barked right back.

“Shut up bitch!” Piotr spat.


“It wasn’t!” She gasped with wide eyes. “You did this without authorization from the OSG Home Council?” She gasped. “Are you fucking crazy?”


“The Regional gave authorization!” Tomar snarled at her.


“The Regional Commander can not authorize an operation against a foreign government without approval from the Home Council you moron! The major knows that!” Brendi’s brown eyes were very wide now. “Shit… you took a side job! You stupid idiots! How much were you morons paid for this job?”


“Shut your hole Brendi!” Piotr barked.


“How much damn it? You do realize what you have done don’t you?” Brendi exclaimed. “How much?”


“Ten million.” Tomar answered quickly.


Brendi looked at him incredulous. “You compromised the integrity of the OSG in this quadrant for ten million credits!” She almost screamed. “And you involved me now too! You fucking stupid fools!”

Tomar and Piotr turned to face her now, neither of them friendly. “Listen you arrogant bitch! We’ve been out here for three years now! You just got here six months ago! The Big Alpha Quadrant Expert! Three years we have been operating out here! We know what we are doing!”


“The Home Council will find out about this!” She snapped. “They’ll find out about this and we’ll all be dead!”


“They aren’t going to find out about it.” Tomar hissed. “At least not from you.” He leveled his weapon at her. “The major should never have added you to our team. The only reason he did is because we needed your supposed expert Intel on the Lycavorians. Your job is done! No one is ever going to know on the Home Council… cause you ain’t going to be alive to tell them!”


“Indeed!” The deep voice growled from behind them. “That seems to be your problem now as well!”


Brendi’s eyes went wide when she saw the tall Lycavorian behind them. Tomar and Piotr were turning quickly, bringing up their weapons when she heard the tearing sounds of flesh and saw the wicked looking spearheads erupt from the backs of both men. Her brown eyes were wide and she tossed aside her silenced weapon and began scrambling back through the hole that had been cut into the wall as fast as she could push her legs. She wasn’t aware of how far she had gone until she felt a powerful hand grasp her long lush hair and yank savagely. Brendi howled in pain and reached for the hand that was pulling her out of the hole with strength she had never felt before. As her body cleared the interior hole that hand released her hair and tossed her to the floor with no regard. Brendi rolled several times and came up to her knees only to have two very large guns stuck in her face by two very angry looking men. Her brown eyes darted to the burgundy colored red hair of the female that walked up to her.


“Nice hair!” Eliani spat viciously, her much less pronounced dual fangs fully extended and her fern green eyes outlined with a thick black ring. “Welcome to Earth upaee! You aren’t going to enjoy your stay!”  

Eliani snapped out with her right hand and a palm strike that connected directly with Brendi’s jaw. Her brown eyes rolled up into her head and her body went limp as a noodle as she collapsed on the floor of Eliani’s room. Eliani looked at the two Durcunusaan troops who had linked up with her outside the open window of her room and entered the villa just as Andro had gone smashing through the front.

“Tie the bitch up and lock her down here!” She snarled. Eliani turned as the head and shoulders of the Durcunusaan senior non-com appeared in the hole at the back of her fireplace.


“The tunnels are clear Princess.” He stated quickly. “Two dead.” He looked at where the woman lay on the floor. “You didn’t kill her?”


Eliani glanced at the unconscious woman and shook her head. “It will be nice to have someone to question who isn’t half dead.” Eliani answered as she watched the man pull himself out of the hole and stand.


“Yes… I imagine Jomann will have some very pointed questions he will want to ask.” He spoke.


Eliani looked at him at the mention of Jomann. “You know my brother’s Captain?” She asked.


“Know him? Milady… we have served with Jomann for seven years now.” Anicetus answered looking at the diminutive Princess. “Since before Alba Tau. If not for him… we would not be here.”

“He was… he was at Alba Tau?” Eliani asked softly.


Anicetus nodded his head. “Eleventh Spartan Shock Division. We were part of the 19th Advanced Scout Legion.”


Eliani’s eyes grew a little larger. “The 19th Scout Legion suffered almost ninety percent casualties.” She stated from memory. “I… I helped to treat most of those survivors. You… you stormed a forward Evolli Command Center and...”


Anicetus nodded. “It needed to be done. They were directing artillery fire on our people and killing our friends.” He replied softly. “I will have my men sweep through the tunnels again and find every entrance Princess. We’ll insure they are sealed permanently.”


Eliani watched as he turned and headed back into the hole in her fireplace. She glanced quickly at the unconscious woman again, briefly admired the way her uniform clung to her curves and then headed out of her quarters towards the main area of her brother’s villa.

RITAAH


“…arrived two hours ago.” Poysha told them from within the image in VORTEX Cruiser 341’s main bridge area. “They had her arms secured in a strange way… wrapped close to her chest and her fists just under her chin but…”


“To keep her from calling her Shi Viska.” Isra spoke softly. “In that position… if she called it from Flat Space she would have probably killed herself.”


“They took her immediately to the room they have been building.” Poysha told them. “She was bruised somewhat as I said… but she appeared unhurt Resumar. Almost… almost listless really.”


“Listless?” Shiria asked gently. 


Poysha nodded. “She was not fighting them at all… and they were treating her more gently than they would normally treat prisoners. She looked as if she had been crying. I saw her face close up before they took her into the room. Her eyes… her eyes held no emotion in them.”


“Drugs?” Ckaoa asked.


Tarifa shook her head. “Never.” She gasped.


“She has been wolf for over two decades now.” Na'lia spoke from her spot next to Mican. “The only drugs that would have any affect on her are those used to halt her ability to shift.” She told them. “No mind-altering drug of any kind would work; the Lycavorian healing system would purge them almost instantly.”


“The attack on the Senate Building took place shortly after the Netnews carried Martin’s death on it.” Tarifa spoke. “If this was the last thing For'mya saw… if this is all she remembers and they have one of these Static Inhibitors implanted on her somewhere, that is why she looks and act as she does. She has lost her mate, her husband, and only the gods know what else they have told her. They could tell her whatever lies they wanted and she would have to believe them at least in some fashion, especially if they present false evidence to support these lies.”


“I still do not understand why they have taken her.” Jalersi spoke softly. “What possible help could this be to Pusintin in attempting to gain the throne of the Union? By holding her he only makes people hate him more than they already do. He must see that!”

“There was nothing more on the pad that our father downloaded to you at the embassy Pian?” Athani asked coming up beside him and reaching out to place her hand on his arm. Pian looked down at her and shook his head. Athani was the one who he feared would not believe his transformation. She had escaped the horrors and fear the moment the opportunity presented itself and after becoming wife to Resumar Leonidas and then a Princess of the Union, she was the one he thought would be the most skeptical. As it turned out, this was not the case, and she was absolutely thrilled that her older sister had found what she herself had found.

Pian looked briefly at Jalersi and shook his head. “Jalersi and I spent hours trying to determine what it was they were doing. We wanted to try and stop it because we knew it would only mean death and destruction for our people.”


“All that Keleru allowed Matuarr and the others to see was the part he sent to them. Not their overall plan or how they thought it would succeed.” Jalersi told them.


“What about Jiss?” Athani asked.


Pian looked at Jalersi once more and couldn’t help but smile. “Jiss has seen little more than a dark haired Lycavorian female for the last week or more.” He answered. “A female Durcunusaan officer saved his life inside Tarifa’s home. Everyone else thought her dead from her injuries but Jiss refused to leave her behind. She was alive, and he carried her for the better part of three hours in a running fight with Puma Bane Commandos. He has sat beside her bed every day since then.”

Athani looked at him surprised. “You are serious?” She asked.


Pian nodded. “Yes.”


Jalersi laughed softly. “It is a sight to see really.” She said. “I think he is smitten by her and what she did for him. And I believe she may be interested in him as well. Time will tell really.”


“They can’t possibly hope to influence the Elven Parliament with these actions.” Tarifa stated getting them back to the topic at hand. “The elves are founding members of the Union. There is nothing that would make them turn their back on the Union. Nothing!”

“But there are Elven Ministers who privately do not agree with the policies that Dysea and For'mya have instituted. Nor do they hold the Lycavorians in very high regard anymore.” Isra spoke now. “Androcles’s SirsanGai Ne'Veha… her father is among them and he demanded Andro rescind his claim to her after the fact.”

“I take it this is significant?” Shiria asked.

Tarifa looked at her. “Demanding that a pureblood Lycavorian male rescind his claim to a female who has quite willingly become his mate is paramount to calling him several very foul names.” Tarifa said. “Ne'Veha’s father would have known this… should have known this… and to demand it of Androcles? Well… he is lucky he still has lungs to breath from. It is my understanding Ne'Veha herself called him some very choice things and then renounced him as her father right there in front of everyone in the mess lounge.”

“The Elven Delegation to the Senate is the largest behind only the Lycavorians. They hold two more seats than the Hadarian Delegation and three more than the Algolian, all of them permanent members of the Senate.” Isra spoke once more. “Perhaps he wishes to influence them in this way.”
Resumar shook his head now. “No.” He said softly. “Grandfather L'tian would never allow it to happen.” He said.

“Resumar… he is the one who made such a commotion when Dysea first came to the Union with Martin.” Tarifa said.

“His reasons for doing that were well known Tenna.” Resumar answered. “No… even since medwaw For'mya was named a Queen of the Union… even before then back to when father turned her… he has embraced her status and role. The elves role in the bigger picture. He has worked tirelessly through the years to bring us even closer together and now… now he would never do something to undermine that.”

“She is his daughter Res.” Tarifa said.

Resumar nodded. “Yes… but unlike Tenne Tareif who was raised to passionate in all that he did, grandfather L'tian was raised to believe in his station. When mother… when mother fell in love with father all that changed. When she became first concubine and then Queen… it changed even more. He saw there was more to life than just a simple station and title… that all of us serve the greater good in our actions and he has held to that conviction ever since. He will not allow anything to take place that will force the elven people away from the Lycavorians as the Kavalians have done with the Hadarians. And there are far more who believe as he does than do not.”

“Are you so sure Resumar?” Isra asked.

Resumar nodded. “Yes.”

Shiria turned to the image of Poysha. “Poysha… are you able to get close to her? Talk to her perhaps?”

Poysha shook her head quickly. “I have been placed in charge of monitoring all the electronics and devices that are monitoring the room she now occupies, but I just certified the equipment as in peak condition and it would look very odd for me to suddenly have to go and fix something.” She said. “Even if I was able… why would she believe me? Part of my cover here is my inherent hatred for Lycavorians because of what I believe they did to my parents. I must act that part to perfection for it is part of the reason I am in the position I am now Resumar Leonidas.”

Res nodded. “And I don’t want you to put yourself at risk.” He stated.

Poysha thought quickly. “Perhaps in a day or so I could insinuate a small power surge or something in one of the systems that would allow me to get close to her. Pass her a message maybe that only she would understand and allow her to believe what I tell her. A few words Resumar… words that only those who know her and love her would know. Something to make her believe me.”

Resumar looked up at her image. “You would do that?”

Poysha looked at him. “You are there now… you call a Kavalian your wife and mate. You and Mican, all of you are going to risk everything to build a resistance that will fight to free my people. Getting a message to your mother is exactly the purpose I have endured what I have up until now. So that a time would come when I could help to set my people free of what Prefect Keleru and Marshall Pusintin have done. You know what I should say?”
Resumar nodded slowly. “It is the name my father gave to her. Kinsoaurgai. Voice of my heart. My mother Aricia is Saaraurano. Light of my soul. If you… if you can somehow put these words in the same sentence it will give her pause. It will give her pause enough for you to give her a longer message.”

Poysha nodded. “Then I will come up with something to use these words while you inform your brother and others that she is here and devise your message. It must be short Resumar, for I doubt I will be alone with her for very long. She is somehow important to what Keleru and Pusintin are doing and a lowly tech will not be allowed to remain within this room for long.”
“What makes you think I’m going to tell my brother?” Resumar asked her.

“You will tell your brother to keep him from starting a war Resumar.” Poysha said. “Ckaoa has told me how you and your siblings view your parents… your family. And she has told me that the one person all of you fear more than your father is your brother. I have spoken with you these last days and I feel a trust has built between us. You will tell your brother Resumar… and then you must tell him to not act as many think he will. It could cost both of us more than we are willing to lose.”

“If you know all this Poysha then you know Andro will never put our mother at risk. Not for anything.” Resumar said.

“Then perhaps what I have heard in rumors spoken about him here is wrong.” Poysha said. “I hope so… and I will put my trust in you in that regard.” She looked at something out of the image and then turned back. “I must go now. I will find a way to tell your mother these words Resumar… trust in me. I will contact you back on our normal schedule in two days.”

The image vanished and Resumar looked at Shiria. “Do not judge her too quickly Resumar. Her life there has not been easy and she has taught herself not to trust anyone outside of Ckaoa or myself.”
“I don’t judge her.” He stated quickly. “I don’t intend to judge her! What I intend is to find a way to get her and all those others with her, including my mother, out of that vile place and away from the life my uncle forces upon them if it is the last thing I do!” Resumar snarled angrily. “I… I must speak to Andro alone. If you will excuse me now.”

They watched him stride out of the bridge area, the anger floating around his aura very easy to see even to those who were not wolf. Ckaoa stepped up to Shiria. “What does he mean Scribe Mother?” She asked softly. “How will he get Poysha and the others out of there? There is no way?”

Shiria looked at Athani and smiled before she answered. “I believe there is very little he or his siblings can not do if they put their minds to it.” Shiria spoke taking Ckaoa’s hand in her own. “Just as we need to put our minds to our task now. And that is making sure Mican, Isra and the others know every portion of the castle on Rizon Four before we move there. Come… Ckaoa.”

CRANAE ISLAND


“…did not expect us to be here.” Devra spoke. “I saw that Eridiani’s face. I heard him. He was shocked that we were here.”

The bodies were gone, the glass swept up and the doors removed completely as a swarm of Durcunusaan had descended upon Cranae Island within moments of the battle ending. The Netnews crews were screaming for information and being told that it had all been a drill to see how well they responded to anything that might happen on Cranae Island. That story was not going to wash for very long and they knew it, but they announced it to buy them the time they needed. Neither Devra or Arduri had changed out of the clothes they had been wearing when the attack began, and even Tastia was wearing only a lightweight robe over her undergarments. Coren and Ardan had been speaking within Coren’s room and while they wore clothes that had been brought to them, they had not begun to get ready for bed. Devra had shared a look with Arduri when they saw what Tastia was wearing and that told them that perhaps Tastia was not as wrapped up within Coren as everyone first thought.


Ardan looked at her. “Devra are you sure?” He asked.


Devra nodded. “Yes, absolutely.” She answered. “I was only a few meters away from him Ardan. I heard what he said.”


“What are you doing Devra?” Coren snarled at her as they sat in the main area of the villa now. 

“What do you mean Coren?” Devra asked as she sipped the large glass of tangerine juice Bren had gotten for her before moving to the Command Center with Andro and the others.

“You know very well what I am talking about!” Coren snapped. “You were with him weren’t you? We are not fools Devra and we can detect the flush in your skin! You actually laid with that animal!”
Devra’s eyes narrowed and she glared at him. “I don’t particularly care what you can or can not detect Coren Re Mydala! Perhaps you should be less concerned with who I choose to share a bed with and more concerned with the Orionis Syndicate Assassins that just attacked us here!”

“Then you did sleep with him?” Coren asked wide eyed.

“By the grace of the prophets Coren…!” Devra exclaimed. “Yes… alright… are you happy now?” She hissed viciously. “I slept with him… and if you want the details, he fucked my brains clear out of my head for over three hours! My Alkay was pouring from my body so much that it soaked the sheets in seconds! And I adored every pulsating moment of it… and I intend to continue to enjoy it as often as I wish from this night on!” 
“What?” Coren almost screamed. “You can’t be serious?” He moved closer to her. “You have compromised your objectivity by doing this!”

“I have compromised nothing!” Devra screamed back at him. Arduri reached across the couch and grasped her mother’s arm.

“Mother.” She said softly.

“No!” Devra stated getting to her feet. “For over ten millennia we have looked upon these men and women as beneath us because they are able to change their forms.” Devra spat. “We have considered them animals, nothing more than the predators they can become and in doing so we have brushed aside a friend and ally. They are more like us than you will ever know Coren, for you refuse to lift the veil of stupidity the SBR has covered your eyes with!”

“How dare you!” Coren barked at her.

“Oh… I dare!” Devra barked right back at him. “I dare because I love my daughter more than you it seems! I dare because I am willing to do whatever it takes to get my child back! I came here and I saw what we had forsaken so long ago! I came here and saw men and women wiling to help me no matter what the majority of our people thought of them! I came here and found… I found my future!” Devra snarled. “I found they are no different than us in what they desire! What they worked towards! They are just more open about how they go about getting what they want!”
“What nonsense is this?” Coren snapped. 

“You won’t see it because you are blind Coren. Blind to the future we could have for some reason!” Devra spoke. “I don’t understand why you think and act the way you do… but I will no longer be like you.”

“Devra you saw what they did here! You saw what that Prince did! He slaughtered that defenseless man! He killed him in cold blood! How can you even tolerate their presence much less share a bed with one?” Coren exclaimed. “They proved it this very night that they are no better than the animals they can change in to!”
“That man Androcles killed would have executed Sadi and the others father!” Arduri spoke now. “He would have executed all of us. What was he supposed to do? Allow these assassins to kill his mates and all of us?”

“I saw a man protecting those he calls wives.” Tastia said softly.

Coren snapped his head around and glared at her. “This has nothing to do with you Tastia Dal Vesch! I would appreciate it if you kept your council to yourself!” Tastia’s soft green eyes opened wide in shock at his statement to her, her hand lifting to her chest in amazement. Even Ardan’s face showed his shock at Coren’s treatment of her, but only Arduri really noticed the pain and sadness that filled those eyes instantly.

“Tell me Coren… where does this vitriol for a species you don’t even know come from?” Devra asked him, her eyes wide at the way he was treating a woman who shared his bed and his life. “Why do you refuse to see them for who they are?”
“I see them for exactly who they are!” Coren barked. “They are not like us! There is a reason the SBR has kept them at arm’s length Devra! They are violent and irrational! They act without thinking… they take what is not theirs!”
Devra blinked several times. “If you are referring in some offhand way to Bren I will have you know that he did not have to take me as you say Coren Re Mydala. I gave myself to him quite willingly and with far more passion that you could ever elicit from me!” She snarled and taking some perverse pleasure from the astonished look on his face at her words as she stuck the dig to him. “Your issues with the Lycavorians are your issues Coren and it is wrong for you to make others adhere to yours and the SBR’s shallow views of them. They saved our lives tonight Coren. My life! Your daughter’s life! This means nothing to you?”

“The assassins were obviously here for them… not us!” Coren snapped. “Whatever problems this Union might have with the Orionis Syndicate is not our dilemma! Our presence here is a risk our people can not afford. They will not help you Devra… they are using you! You are the one who is blinded… not me! By allowing this Lycavorian… this Bren person… by allowing him to use your body as you have; by doing this you have violated the sanctity of our species! The future of our species! Our forefathers never meant for us to go outside our own race! It is part of the reason we have built what we have!”
Devra looked at him with wide eyes, disbelief written all over her face at his words. “By the Grace of the Prophets Coren Re Mydala… I have never heard you make a more ridiculous statement!” She exclaimed. “The sanctity of our species? The Orionis Syndicate violates the sanctity of our species every day and you do nothing! The SBR does nothing! How can you… how can you even stand there with a straight face and expound these preposterous ideals to me Coren when our daughter, our flesh and blood, is violated every day by the same beasts that attacked us here? Prophets know what else she has had to endure! You and the SBR are so ingrained in your ways, so frightened of what you don’t know or understand that you dismiss anything that does not fit within your little world!”

“Enough of this!” Ardan barked loudly stepping between them. “We are not here to fight amongst ourselves!”

Devra turned to look at him. “No… we are not Ardan.” She stated. “We are also not here for the same things either it appears.” She turned back to Coren. “I have found what I have been looking for all of my life Coren. I have found it here. I will not be returning to Vanari space when you leave. I will be remaining here with my husband to build a new life for myself! My Lycavorian husband Coren! A man who worships the very ground I walk upon… and a man I now view in the same fashion!”

Coren’s eyes nearly exploded out of his head. “Your… your husband!” He screamed. “You can’t… you can’t be serious! You will return to Vanari space with us! You have much to answer for Devra!”
Devra turned and set her glass down on the table before turning to look at him once more. “You have already lost me Coren.” She stated calmly. “And as soon as Androcles Leonidas finds Caliria, you will lose her as well, or are you too dense to not realize who he meant when he spoke the words he did to that assassin before he killed him?”

“What?” Coren snapped.

“You have three other children Coren.” Devra stated calmly. “If I were you… I’d worry less about my seat on the SBR and more about whether you will lose them as well. Your track record up until now has not been very good.” Devra looked at Ardan. “Regent Ardan… if you will excuse me.”
Devra didn’t give him a chance to reply before spinning around and moving towards where the entrance to the Durcunusaan Command Center was now taking up one complete wing of the villa. 

“Devra we are not finished!” Coren barked as he began to follow her.

Two Durcunusaan troops stepped out of Devra’s way as one opened the doors for her and she passed through without question. Both of them had entire the entire conversation that had just taken place and both of them could detect Commander Bren’s scent deeply imbedded within Devra’s blood. The doors slid shut just as Coren came up and both men moved back to their original positions directly in his path. 

“Get out of my way!” Coren snapped.
There was a clicking sound and then Coren felt the barrel of a K12 placed just under his chin, and the spearhead from a half extended Nehtes pressed to his cheek.

“You will step back now Regent Re Mydala.” One of the Durcunusaan growled. “We are not in the mood for your antics.”

“That is my wife!” Coren snarled.

“Lady Devra was your wife Regent Re Mydala.” The second Durcunusaan spoke. “Was being the operative word here. She is now the wife and mate to Commander Bren… and she is untouchable to you. Untouchable to any male except her mate. Step back sir… we do not wish to hurt you but we will. You have won no friends here with your words this night.”

It was Arduri who stepped up now, taking her father’s arm and moving her body between him and the Durcunusaan, something that Ardan noticed they allowed without question as they lowered their weapons.

“Move back father.” Arduri told him gently. “You have caused enough trouble already.”

“Arduri…”

“Move back father!” Arduri snapped. “Or I will move you!”

Coren looked at her amazed at the tone of voice she had taken with him and he saw her green eyes now alive with anger. “Do not talk to me in such a tone!” He snapped at her.

“I will talk to you just as you deserve father!” Arduri stood her ground. “Mother is right you know! You are blinded by your views father… and all you will accomplish now is to get yourself hurt! Now step back!”
“So now you turn your back on me!” Coren snapped.

“No father… you turned your back on us.” Arduri answered. “You turned your back on all of us when you refused to do nothing to help us recover our sister. You turn your back on us when you refuse to acknowledge Caliria as your daughter. These men and women, they are our friends, and it is they who will help us to retrieve our sister, without your assistance father. My suggestion is to stay out of the way father, this attack by the Orionis Syndicate against Andro’s wives will not go unanswered, and you just may learn something.”

Arduri turned now and the Durcunusaan troop who held the K12 pressed his hand to the panel opening the doors for her. Arduri didn’t look back and followed her mother in the CC wing of the villa. Coren stepped back to where Ardan and Tastia stood, his anger simmering openly and he finally turned to look at Ardan.

“It was a mistake to come here Ardan.” He hissed. “I should have known better.”

Ardan met his eyes, looking at the young man he had nurtured for so long. “He called us his friends.” Ardan said softly.

“What?” Coren asked.

“Did you not hear him Coren?” Ardan asked. “He called us his friends. He told that man his actions had made our conflict with the Orionis Syndicate his conflict now for what they have done.”

“Ardan… you can’t possibly believe anything he said!” Coren gasped. “They tried to killed his women! They tried to kill him!”

Ardan nodded his head. “Yes they did. And if what Devra has told us is true… then he considers Caliria his wife as well.”

“That is nonsense!” Coren growled. “I will not allow it!”


“It would appear we have very little choice in the matter now.” Ardan spoke. “And if I am any judge of character… we are going to discover many things about the Orionis Syndicate that we did not know before this night.” He looked at Tastia. “You said they took prisoners Tastia?”

Tastia nodded her head slowly. “I heard them talking as they were cleaning up the main room here. Two of them, a woman and the man who was apparently the leader of this Syndicate Assassination Squad.”


Ardan looked back to Coren. “Prisoners Coren.” He said. “They have prisoners! Do you know what information we could obtain?”


“They will give us nothing!” Coren snapped. “They will probably use it to manipulate us into doing what they want!”


Ardan looked over to the two Durcunusaan troops by the door. “Perhaps.” He said. “I am not so sure anymore.” He said softly. All of them turned when they saw the group of men and women walk into the villa unchallenged and move right to the door into the villa’s Command Center. There were three men and four women, one of the men being incredibly tall and equally muscled with bronze like skin and what appeared to be white spurs of some sort along the edge of his jaw. Ardan watched as they approached and once more they were not challenged as the Durcunusaan opened to the doors instantly and they disappeared down that corridor. “I’m just not so sure anymore.”
“…are fine Tenna!” Andro told the image of his aunt from the SCIMITAR. “All of us.”
Four of the huge bedrooms originally built into this wing had been refurbished and since combined to establish a sophisticated Command Center along the west side of the wing. Outside the glass enclosed conference room they were in sat dozens of Durcunusaan techs at different stations. In the two hours since the attack, Jomann had ordered the C&C to be fully staffed around the clock and all command operations transferred from the base outside Sparta to here. The sixty Durcunusaan who had been staying in Gytheio until the barracks was complete were now camping out inside the unfurnished wing and would remain so from this day forward. Their bunks and other furniture would come in a matter of days while engineers finished installing different security systems in the barracks style east side of the wing. Jomann was no longer taking chances with the life of his Prince and the man who was rapidly becoming a very close friend, and he had already screamed his way up one side of a procurement officer and down the other in a fit of anger over what he perceived as laziness in obtaining items. The most advanced ground and thermal sensors, similar to those used to protect the Royal Villa Estate and the palace on Apo Prime, were now enroute to Cranae Island and would be installed before the end of the day.
“Who were they Andro?” Panos asked sitting beside Deia in the transmission, with Helen on her other side, Zarah and Lucia to her left.

“According to Devra and Arduri… they are Orionis Syndicate.” Andro answered. “A Hit Team.”

“A Hit Team?” Helen gasped.

Andro nodded his head. “Hired by the Kavalians if the surface thoughts I was able to sense are any indication Feravomir.”

“They are human Andro?” Deia spoke.

“Eridiani actually Prime Minister Deia.” Devra spoke from where she stood next to Bren now. It had amazed her to some degree that she had been ushered into this highly secure area of the villa with barely any question. When Bren had opened the door for her and Arduri, no one already in the room had even bat an eye at this action. An aide had come up and offered her more of the tangerine juice that Bren had given to her only a few hours ago, while another gave Arduri a mug of the coffee she enjoyed so much as she sat next to Carisia and Lu'ria at the huge table they all sat or stood around. Devra would come to learn over the next weeks what being Bren’s wife and mate meant, for he was one of the most senior and well respected Durcunusaan officers within the entire Union. It was knowledge that Devra would embrace completely in her new role, a role that would hold far more power and influence in the future than she had ever thought possible.

“Eridiani?” Deia asked.

“They are human yes… but they have evolved much more than those here on Earth as you know them.” Devra explained. “Well… at least the majority of them. I believe there are several you believe are Eridiani and do not know it Androcles?”

Andro nodded. “Yes… but that is a topic for another conversation.” He said. 

“You have prisoners I hope.” Deia said.

Andro nodded. “Two of them. A woman that Eliani and Anicetus captured in the tunnels and a man that Bren injured during the attack. The man appears to be the leader of this team.” He explained. “Marci flew in from Eden City with Lynwe and they will conduct the interviews. Eliani will supervise. Jomann is with them.”

“They… they were after you Andro?” Zarah asked softly.

Andro shook his head. “I was not the primary target.” He said his voice trembling with anger. “Sadi was. Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria. My uncle sent them after my wives Tenna!”

“Son vada carians!” Helen gasped. “Has he fallen so far to resort to such tactics?”

“It would appear so.” Andro growled. He felt Sadi’s hand cover his and he turned to look at her where she sat closest to him always.

“We handled ourselves quite well my love.” She stated proudly.

“Xsa ditronw udos xunus!” Lu'ria hissed from her chair. “Udos ph'naut nauxxizz!”

“No… you are not helpless Lu'ria.” Helen spoke with a gentle smile. “Far from it in fact, as your actions have shown. However… like Andro’s mothers it seems… you will need to learn you are not invulnerable. Carians… I spent ten years trying to pound it into their heads and now I must do it all over again with your wives and mates Androcles! I swear… do you and your father actually search the stars for the most obstinate females in the universe and make them your mates just to cause me sleepless nights!”

“Do you really want him to answer that question Feravomir?” The new voice spoke.

Androcles turned quickly and felt a small portion of the weight on his shoulders lifting. He stepped up to Denali in two strides and the two brothers embraced as if they hadn’t seen each other in decades. The power of their embrace could almost be felt by everyone around them, and when Andro grabbed the back of Arrarn’s head and pulled him into the embrace it became very pronounced. Arrarn reacted just as Denali had and they gripped each other with strength that would injure others. Andro brought their foreheads to his and held them there. 
[You… you don’t know how happy I am to see you both.] He spoke to them. [Mother?]
Deni nodded quickly. [On her way to father.] He answered.

Andro looked at Arrarn and squeezed the back of his neck harder. [You keep the faith fervon. We will find medwaw… and we will bring her home.]

[Promise me Andro.] Arrarn said.

[That is a promise I make with all my heart.] Andro answered without hesitation.

Arrarn nodded his head. [Then I will keep the faith.] He told him. [But when the time comes… do not expect me to show mercy or hesitate.]

[I won’t.] Andro said. [For when that day comes neither will I fervon. Neither will I. And nor will our father.]

[Avoi.]

Arrarn took a deep breath hearing these words from his older brother and he nodded his head once more. It was what he needed to hear for he knew his older brother had never broken a promise to anyone, and that was the support he needed now. 

“What happen here Andro?” Denali asked then. “We heard that there was a lock down in place when we entered the system.”

Andro nodded. “You arrived just in time to discover everything.” He said. “Grab a chair.” Andro turned and looked at Narice and Toria who stood just behind Arrarn and he leaned over to kiss both their cheeks and nuzzle then in an affectionate manner reserved for family. 

“We have much to talk about Narice.” He whispered to her. “I need your counsel on many things.”

Narice squeezed his hand and nodded. “I know… I expected as much. Whenever you are ready.”

Andro nodded. “Thank you for what you both did.” He said.

“This is our family now Androcles.” Toria spoke with a brilliant smile and bright blue eyes. “Never thank us for doing our part.”

Andro nodded and looked up, seeing Lisisa embracing Sadi and Carisia tightly. He shifted his gaze and saw Normya then, hanging back from the others beside the towering young man he now knew as Tir'ut. Andro stepped away from Narice and Toria and moved over in front of Normya while she looked up at him shyly. It became quiet in the room as everyone turned to watch. It was a natural thing within the Leonidas family… for they all knew if Andro approved of something… then more than likely their father would approve. Normya’s emerald green eyes were still hesitant as she gazed up into his face and then she saw that smile and those azure orbs glowed as he lifted her into his arm sand buried his face in her platinum colored hair and practically crushed her to him. The tears flowed easily for her then as she hugged him back with every ounce of strength she had, something she hadn’t done in nearly half a year since she left Earth. An amount of time that seemed like eternity now.

Andro pulled his face away as he looked at her, holding her off the ground now. “I see that married life agrees with you sister.”

Normya laughed and nuzzled his cheek even harder then, her fingers digging into his shoulders. “You… you are one to talk fervon.” She gasped into his ear happily. Andro set her down and looked at Tir'ut then feeling weeks of pressure and worry being swept away. Normya clung to his hand and arm as she stood next to him. “Andro… this is Tir'ut.” She spoke with conviction and joy in her voice. “He is…”

“Your Blessed Husband.” Andro finished. “Yes… I can smell that quite clearly sister.” Ando stepped closer to Tir'ut, almost eye level with his six foot four frame. “My family… we owe you a debt that can never be repaid Tir'ut. I thank you with all that I am… my father thanks you as well.”

Tir'ut glanced at Normya’s beaming face and then back to her brother. The closer they had drawn to Earth, the more nervous he had become. Androcles Leonidas had a reputation nearly as well known as his father, and it was common knowledge he was possessively protective of his siblings, especially his sisters. “There is no debt owed Androcles.” Tir'ut said. “The moment Il Kal'daka Darthirii filled my days with her beauty I was complete. The moment I tasted…”
“Tir'ut!” Normya exclaimed with wide eyes.

Andro laughed now and reached out to place his hand on Tir'ut’s shoulder. “The details we can do without… but I do get the picture.” He spoke. “It is an honor to welcome you into our family and call you fervon Tir'ut.”

Tir'ut nodded his head to Andro. “No more than it is for me.” He stated. “And when the time is right… I will abide by your customs and I will present myself to your father Androcles.”

Andro nodded. “Of that I have no doubt.” He said. “Where is your father?”

“He and Vollenth went to Dragon Mountain first Andro.” Lisisa answered as she came up and embraced him tightly. “To fulfill a promise Vollenth made to Arzoal before he left.”

Andro nodded as he squeezed her tightly. “Then we will see him in a while.” He said. “For now… we should get back to what is happening right now.”

Devra had watched the pseudo reunion with wide eyes as she clutched Bren’s arm for the level of trust and love and confidence that permeated the air between the Leonidas children was felt by everyone in the room. To Devra it felt incredible.

For Arduri Re Mydala however, it felt utterly different. 

Arduri gripped the sides of her chair when she saw them enter holding hands and her green eyes darted back and forth between the two of them. The images she had seen in no way did them justice, and from the moment she had seen their images and the way they appeared so happy and content, Arduri knew. Like her mother before her, Arduri found herself having to consciously keep from secreting her Alkay as she gazed at them. The height and incredible muscular definition of Denali and the exquisite exotic beauty of Lisisa was almost too much for her. Lisisa was not much taller than Arduri’s five foot one, yet she was built almost exactly like her with large firm breasts, a small waist and firm buttocks and legs that were encased by the ArmorPly as if it was painted on. She tried to control her breathing as Denali settled to the table two chairs away from her, his dark eyes gazing upon her for several seconds. Dark eyes that made her shiver in delight. She watched as Lisisa came up, dragging her fingers along the back of his shoulders as she settled between them at the table. When her forest green eyes turned to look at her, Arduri had to keep from gasping at the sensations that coursed through her.

“I’m Lisisa.” She spoke holding out her hand to Arduri.

Arduri almost didn’t reach for her hand afraid that her touch would cause her to excrete Alkay unwillingly, but she took a deep breath, reined in her raging emotions and gently took Lisisa’s hand.

“Ar… Arduri.” She stammered. 

Lisisa was half wolf and half vampire, but her wolf genes were the more dominant of the two and she had worked very hard to master all the skills she had. While she would never have the keen sense of smell of Denali or Andro or their father, she had a very sensitive nose and she caught the scent of vanilla almond in the air easily. A scent that teased her senses in a way that only Denali ever did. She gazed at this blue skinned female for a long moment until Andro’s voice caused her to turn back to see him move to the head of the table near the image of Deia, the Feravomir and their grandfather Panos.

“We can talk more later… all of us.” Andro spoke to his siblings. “But for now we need to continue this briefing.”


“…sure this one is the leader?” Marci asked as she looked at the OSG Major who was now tied to the chair in front of her. 

Anicetus nodded from where he stood by the door of the small room, Jomann leaning against the wall. It was meant to be used as a storage room for equipment, but for now held only a table and four chairs. The Major sat in one, his arms secured around the back of the chair with plastic bindings, his ankles also secured to the metal chairs legs. Brendi sat in the other, her ankles also secured to the chair’s legs, but her arms bound at the wrist to the arms of the chair.

“The female mentioned him several times in the tunnel as we approached. He is a major that we know of… and he was directing the others in the assault of the Prince and Princesses Master bedroom according to Bren.” He replied. “They were so intent on arguing in the tunnel that they did not sense our arrival.”

The OSG major blinked several times, surprised that he was even still alive. He glanced down to where that large Lycavorian and stabbed him with that long spear and his eyes grew wider when he realized his wounds were completely healed. He looked up once more and saw the dark haired female standing beside the much taller ebony skinned elf. He knew immediately what she was by her amber colored eyes and the flowing white hair that cascaded all around her shoulders. Another much shorter female with burgundy red hair stood to the side of the table her arms crossed over her ample chest and looking none too happy.
“I don’t think you realize the kind of situation you are in.” The dark haired female began to speak as she settled into the chair on the opposite side of the table. “We have quite a few questions for you, and how you answer the will determine whether you live or die.”

“I will tell you nothing bitch!” He snapped.

His advanced gene therapy treatments granted him the ability to see the blow coming, but whatever they had secured him to the chair with prevented him from moving to avoid it. Lynwe hit him with a straight heel strike to his jaw that rocked his head back and almost tipped him over in the chair. He snapped his head back around and looked at her with evil eyes as he spit blood onto the floor.

“That all you got elf bitch!” He snarled at her.

Lynwe grinned and allowed her vampire fangs to become exposed, watching as his smile vanished quickly when he realized what she was. “Actually… that was rather mild.” Lynwe answered him.

Marci leaned back in her chair and looked at him. “Your gene therapy treatments will not help you here.” She spoke seeing his eyes go a tad wider when she mentioned that. “Yes… we know you have undergone gene therapy to increase your endurance and strength and many of your physical skills.” She tossed the data pad onto the table. “The Princess retrieved it for us as she healed your wounds. Not without some complaining however. You see… you tried to kill her brother’s wives and mates… and that has not put you at the top of her list of good people. And straining and flexing your hands and arms will only cause the restraints to tighten. Your enhanced strength will not allow you to break the bonds sir, I assure you.”

They heard the soft groan from the female and suddenly Brendi’s head came up, her eyes wide as everything came rushing back. She groaned loudly as pain filtered through her head. The left side of her face was badly bruised from where Eliani had hit her, and the pain throbbed along her jaw and the side of her head. Her dark brown eyes focused on Marci and Lynwe and then darted to Eliani. “Oh… shit.” She hissed softly.

Marci smiled. “Oh shit doesn’t begin to cover it.” She spoke. “I’m glad both of you are awake now. It will make this much easier.”

“I demand to be treated as a prisoner of war!” The major barked.

“A prisoner of war?” Marci said. “Why would we treat you as such when we are not at war with anyone? At least not yet.” She answered.

“I know your laws!” The Major shouted. “We don’t have to tell you anything and you can’t torture us! I demand that you extradite us to the Vanari government!”

“The Vanari?” Marci asked. “Why would they accept you I wonder?”

“We are trained to resist torture!” The major spat. “You will get nothing from us so you may as well kill us now!”

Brendi looked at him with wide eyes. “Major!” She exclaimed.

“Shut up!” He snarled. “We wouldn’t be in this mess if it wasn't for you Brendi, you stupid cunt!”

“I told you not to do this!” Brendi barked at him. “You didn’t listen to me you asshole! This is your fault!” She turned back to Marci about to speak.

“Don’t say a thing bitch!” The major growled.

“Both of you shut up!” Marci shouted at them causing both of them to look at her as she got to her feet and moved around to sit on the table in front of them. “I’m going to explain your situation to you right up front.” She stated calmly. “You are in the Lycavorian Union illegally… you are agents of either some government or organization that gave you the assignment to come here and target the wives and mates of the Crown Prince… and you are also responsible for the deaths of two citizens of the Union.” She saw their eyes widen just a little. “Yes, we have found where you staged out of and the man and women you killed in their sleep in order to access the entrance to the underground tunnels beneath this villa. The rest of your men are dead and my recommendation is that one of you talk and talk quickly or you will be joining them in the most painful way that General Lynwe can imagine. And she is a Drow elf mind you; her imagination truly knows no bounds.”
“Fuck you!” The Major snarled.

Marci smiled at him and it was not a nice smile by anyone’s definition. “Yes… that is what I thought you might say.” She spoke. “General?”

The OSG Major couldn’t stop the knife in Lynwe’s hand from coming down with speed that exceeded even what he was capable of. He couldn’t stop that blade from piercing his right thigh and driving deeply into the flesh until it was buried completely in his leg. He also could not stop the wail of agony that exploded from his lips as molten fire raced up his leg and began to spread throughout his entire lower body within seconds. His eyes glared at Lynwe as she smiled and stood back up.
“The fire in your veins that is racing throughout your body right now… it is a Drow poison.” Lynwe spoke. “Very potent… and very lethal. It also has the remarkable ability to make you answer everything we ask you truthfully. The burning will fade in several moments but enjoy the pain while it lasts for…”

“No!” Brendi screamed trying to struggle against her bonds. “Stop it! Hurry! That’s what he wants! You have to stop it!”

Lynwe looked at her oddly, her amber eyes flashing to Eliani who was suddenly very alert. “What do you mean?” Lynwe barked.

“Look at him! He’s feeding off the pain! Every OSG Team is conditioned to resist any form of torture! They are injected with a serum that accelerates their body’s physical functions to incredible levels when poisoned is introduced!” Brendi shouted.

All of them turned to see the Major’s face turning a bright red, the strain on his face very evident, the veins in his neck and cheeks almost bulging outward as if they were going to explode. Eliani stepped right up to him, reaching out with her hand as it began to flare a soft white.
“NO!” Jomann screamed as he reached for her too late.

The major released a savage growl and wrenched his arms up, the two plastic bindings on his arms snapping even as they tore the skin from his wrists. Eliani’s eyes grew wide as his hand clamped on her wrist with savage pain and he pulled her to him as he ripped the bindings from his ankles and came to his feet. As he pulled Eliani towards him with one hand he lashed out with the other, catching Lynwe across the face and sending her flying across the room to crash against the wall. Jomann had his K12 in his hand and leveled at the major’s head as he stepped up even with both Marci and Anicetus. The major yanked Eliani in front of him, his hand across her throat.

“Go ahead! Shoot me!” He screamed. “I die but I take this bitch with me! I’ll tear her throat out before you shoot me!”

“Release her!” Jomann barked out moving closer to him.

“Fuck you wolfen bastard!” The major snarled.

“You have survived this day… release her and you will live even longer!” Jomann barked at him. “Harm her… harm her and I swear to you… you will spend many long hours in agony which you can not imagine before I allow you to die.”

Eliani’s jade green eyes grew wide as she looked at Jomann and what he had just said. The major laughed almost hysterically as he brought his other hand around and fondled Eliani’s right breast.

“You got the hotts for this bitch don’t you?” He snarled. “Does this piss you off wolf boy! Nice… nice and firm!” He tightened his grip on Eliani’s throat when her own anger flared and she started to struggle against his grip. “Don’t move sister… even your healing power won’t help you if I tear out your entire throat before I die!”

“Let her go!” Jomann hissed once more his K12 never wavering from its point of aim on his face.

“Shoot the intelligence cunt first!” The major barked loudly. 
“Jomann don’t!” Marci snapped.

“She knows more than me anyway! Kill her and I’ll release the Princess bitch here! It’s a win win for both of us!”

“Jomann no!” Marci screamed far too slow to stop him from altering his aim and sending a single round into Brendi’s upper body in a split second. The chair Brendi was sitting in flew backwards from the force of the round impacting and the legs shattered as she fell, rolling over as blood soaked the front of her shirt. 
Jomann shifted his aim back in another blink and looked at the man. “It is done ok.” He said. “Release her now and you will live!”

“Wow… you are either the stupidest motherfucker I have ever met, or you got the serious itch for this little bitch I am holding.” The major snarled. “Which one is it big boy?”

Jomann stared at the man his blue eyes holding nothing but painful death for this pig who held Eliani. “She… she is a Princess of the Union.” He spoke. “It is my duty… it is my duty to protect her!”

“Bullshit!” The major screamed spittle flying away from his lips. “I’m a nobody! You just whacked an OSG Intelligence Agent! She could have told you everything you wanted to know!”

“You will be alive!” Jomann spoke.

“I’m just a soldier!” He laughed. “You got nothing! I know nothing!” He shoved Eliani forward towards Jomann who caught her easily with one arm and pulled her tightly to him. “Take the bitch! You are all the same! All you Lycavorians are stupid as rocks! You killed the real prize here!”

Jomann’s arm curled tighter around Eliani and he felt her hands encircle his waist, his K12 still maintaining its spot on the major’s forehead. “Then it is a very good thing I only shot her in the shoulder!” Jomann snarled at him seeing the major’s eyes go wide. “And this is for laying your filthy hands on the Princess! You can’t feed off of anything if your brain is dead fool! Never touch her! Never!”

Jomann pulled the trigger and the single shot echoed in the soundproof room just as his first shot had. The KM round entered just above the bridge of his nose and blew the upper half of his head open, spraying the wall behind him with blood and brains. The major’s body stood there for several seconds before his legs got the message he was dead and then he appeared to fall over in slow motion. Jomann glared at his body as he fell, his legs quivering as the nerves stopped receiving signals and then were still. 
“Now who is the stupid motherfucker midaeus?” Jomann growled angrily. He turned away from the corpse and pushed Eliani away from his body and looked at her. “Eliani?” He gasped. “Are you… are you hurt?”

“I wanted him alive!” Marci barked at Jomann.
“The female still lives!” Jomann snarled back at her as Anicetus helped Lynwe to her feet and looked at him.

“Shit!” Marci spat with wide as she moved to where Brendi lay on the floor unmoving.

Jomann turned his attention back to Eliani and holstered his K12 before taking either side of her head in his hands and turning her face upwards to his. “Eliani… are you…” Jomann’s words died in his throat when he saw those jade green eyes open and focus on him. They were the most exquisite eyes he had ever seen in all his life and their brightness took his breath away. 

Until Eliani shoved him away with surprising strength and her eyes changed to an angry glare. “Marci’s right!” She spat as she backed away from him.

“He was… he would have…” Jomann gasped in shock.

Eliani pushed his hands away and stepped away from him fully. “Then you should have shot to wound him!” She growled. “It was stupid and it cost us intelligence!” She whirled away from him and moved quickly to settle next to Marci on the floor beside Brendi.

Jomann stood there for a long moment watching as she began to treat Brendi. Anicetus and Lynwe came up beside him after a few moments.
“You… you did the right thing Jomann.” Anicetus spoke softly.

Lynwe nodded her head. “If what the female said is true then yes you did.” She told him. “I must report to Andro what has happen here.”

“No.” Jomann said looking up. “I will do that.” He blinked several times and turned to Anicetus. “Insure she does not leave the island Anicetus. And post a detail around the prisoner at all times.”

“Done.” Anicetus said.

Jomann looked at Lynwe. “I will report what has happened General. You should remain with Marci and continue when the… when the Princess has healed her.”

Lynwe and Anicetus watched as he turned quickly and moved to the door.

DRAGON MOUNTAIN

“I should… I should not be here brother.” Cha'talla spoke softly as they walked side by side through the massive corridor and into the main center chamber. His eyes lifted and high above him he could see dozens of dragon hatchlings flying in the air in tight circles. “I do not… I do not deserve to be here.”


Oh… but you do. The female voice filled Cha'talla’s head and caused him to turn as the colossal flame red body of the dragon moved deftly from the side towards him and Vollenth. Very few things could frighten Cha'talla for in his years of life there was not much he had not seen. However, seeing Arzoal move towards him made him involuntarily step back, almost as if by instinct seeking the protection and defense of his Bonded Brother.


Arzoal settled to the deck in front of them and allowed her eyes to gaze upon something she never thought she would see in her lifetime. An Akruxian bonded to a dragon. It was a sight to behold really, and Martin’s words that they were headed into the unknown when they first formed Mjolnir’s Hand came back to her.

All of the newly bonded pairs come here Cha'talla of the Akruxian Immortals. Arzoal told him as she extended her snout closer to him. For this is the place here on Earth where you can come to be at peace and to study and to be safe. When Vollenth left I made him promise me that he would return when he found his true Bonded Brother and I am very happy that he has returned with such news.
“Dysea has told me much about you... Elder Mother.” Cha'talla spoke.
Arzoal’s musical tones filled his head and she blinked at him. I’m sure she has. It is my understanding that we owe you a great debt Cha'talla. For helping to return Dysea to us. And please… allow me to hear your voice inside my head.
There is no debt owed. Cha'talla spoke. If there was one it would be a debt I owe her. A debt I owe her for believing in my people and I when no one else would.

That is the past now Cha'talla. Arzoal spoke calmly. And you must leave that past behind you.

There is a reason others feel as they do Elder Mother. Cha'talla spoke. My people… we do not have the best of reputations.

Something you have already begun to change if I understand. Arzoal spoke.
I am trying. Cha'talla told her.

And now you will have more of us to help you. Arzoal spoke. You are a Bonded Pair now Cha'talla of the Akruxian people. One of us… and you will always be welcome here. Come… let me show you the world you have entered Cha'talla. 

“…all this proves is that the KFI is working with criminal organizations.” Panos spoke from the transmission. “Only they would have come after Andro again after failing the first time. And only they would specifically target Sadi and the others.”
“This is what we have assumed for quite some time now. The Kavalians have amassed far too much wealth in so short a time to not be involved in some way. Strong arming their allies and controlling criminal traffic does not surprise me.” Deia said nodding her head in agreement. “The question remains… how many and to what extent?”

“Does that matter Tenna?” Denali asked. 
“It does if we want to discover who we will need to worry about if war breaks out.” Deia answered. “Many of the criminal organizations will jump at the chance to sweep in and divide up what they consider to be Union space at the first opportunity.”
“Are any of them even large enough to pose a risk?” Lisisa asked.

“Having to protect our space from pirates and mercenaries uses up resources that would be needed in any war.” Andro said. “Tenna Deia is right… we have never really attempted to discover anything about them. Not since father scattered the Overseers.”

“And not since you and Elynth sort of danced on their heads.” Arrarn chimed in.

Andro spun in his chair and looked at Devra who had taken a seat beside Ne'Veha. “Can you tell us anything about this Orionis Syndicate Devra? Anything at all?”

“Not very much I’m afraid.” She answered with a shake of her head. “Vanari Intelligence has never been able to get anyone inside their organization for obvious reasons and the Eridiani government protects them almost religiously. We do know they have broken their organization into at least four different parts to better protect themselves. These are the parts that work with the Eridiani government individually and behind the scenes.”
“And these Eridiani protect them Devra? But why?” Deia asked.

Devra nodded. “They protect them fervently. And we don’t know why. It is also why many Vanari have begun to believe that there is no distinction between the Eridiani and the Orionis Syndicate. And part of the problem is that we continue to trade with them and allow their citizens to come and go to Austrova without any supervision or checks.”

“Are all of them involved somehow?” Helen asked now. “Do all of their people agree with how this government runs things?”

Devra shrugged her shoulders. “No one knows.” She stated. “They are very insular and even our trading ships do not go beyond markers set up just inside their borders. All equipment is traded on the outskirts and then they transport it to their planets.”

“Devra… forgive me for asking… but if they treat your people like this, why do you allow them such freedom of movement within Vanari space?” Deia asked. “Why do you trade with them and allow them to come onto your worlds.” 
“Trust me Prime Minister, if it was up to me and several other of the younger generation of Regents… things would be different.” Devra answered. “The SBR… the older Regents who reside… they are very anxious about disturbing the flow of things.” Devra looked at Bren who stood behind her. He reached out and put his hand on her shoulder and she lowered her cheek to his knuckles and basked in the touch of his skin. She looked back up at the transmission image of Deia. “It will not matter for me now.” She stated. “I will no longer have any influence within the Board of Regents. I have made my choice and it is here where I wish to be. Once Coren and Ardan return and it is discovered what I have done, the tenuous relationship between the Vanari and the Protectorate will only get worse.”
“And it won’t improve when they receive this.” Dutkne’s voice caused all of the to turn as he entered the room without fanfare.

Andro rose to his feet as Dutkne came around next to him at the table and held out the data pad he was carrying. “What’s this?” Andro asked.

Dutkne smiled. “I have just finished a communication with the Protectorate Council.” He spoke. “I have told them what is happening here… what my grandfather and I have discovered. I have never seen those bunch of political riad aulveds slobber with glee as they were doing.” He looked at Deia in the transmission. “Forgive me Prime Minister.” 

Deia shook her head with a small smile. “Trust me Dutkne… we have plenty of our own riad aulveds within the Union. What did they say?” 
Dutkne looked at Andro. “I tried to tell them to move things along slowly because events here are fluid. As usual… they did not listen to me. In two weeks time they will issue an edict dissolving the Protectorate and merging it with the Lycavorian Union.”

“Two weeks!” Andro gasped his eyes wide.

“I told you the weight your family name carries even within the Protectorate Andro. We know all the history of your ancestors before you and everyone from the Black Day after. We have always known… grandfather has just not revealed the significance of it. I decided it could no longer be kept from them.” Dutkne said. “It would have been discovered by traders or something of that nature sooner rather than later. Better that it comes from me and then us… that way we can direct and control the wave of Lycavorians who will want nothing more than to come here and see what we have only read about in our history books. I felt it needed to be done and I apologize for not telling you first.”

Andro shook his head. “No… you do not apologize to me.” He said. 
Dutkne grinned. “I will hold you to that.” He said.

Andro turned and looked at the transmission. “Tenna Deia… this… this is far outside my realm.”

Deia took a deep breath and looked at Helen briefly before turning back to Andro. “You are your father’s son Androcles Leonidas. There will come a day when you will be King for real mandri. As with your father, better that you learn it now than later. Better that you all learn it now.” Deia spoke looking at all of the Leonidas children. “The yoke of leadership is something all of you will bear for the rest of your lives because of the name you carry. Your mates and wives as well. It is not something you can dismiss any longer.”

“Andro… something is guiding what is happening all around us.” Helen spoke looking at him. “Arzoal and I have spoken of it. We have felt things… fleeting things across our senses. Everything we do now… everything… it will have a direct impact on our future. The future of us all.”

Andro looked at her and rolled his eyes. “Feravomir… if you know something why can’t you just tell us?” He gasped.

Dutkne chortled. “Where would be the lesson in that?” He muttered and saw those closest to him who heard him smirk and hide their smiles. 

“If I knew something I would tell you mandri Dutkne!” Helen barked in a stern voice as she looked at Zarah and Lucia who were trying very hard not to laugh. “It is not something we can put into words… it is merely a perception.”

Deia leaned forward. “Androcles… if we are to make this façade work? If we are to hide the fact that your father lives still… then we all need to work together. We need to work to discover what it is your uncle is planning and how he plans to do it. There can be no secrets between us. We must find out what we can so that your father can retrieve your mother as I know that is his intention. No one will deter him from that path now. I am not so old as to not realize why you sent Daniel and the others to Curila 6 Andro. They are and always have been his spear. His fist. And he intends to unleash them very soon I know.”

“What are you saying Tenna?” He asked softly.
“This attack by these Orionis Syndicate people.” Deia said gently. “There… at your home. Targeting those you and those you love dearest of all. It was meant to kill you and Sadi and the others yes… but it was also a message as well.”

“A message?” Andro spoke.

Deia nodded. “A message that they can reach you no matter where you go. Andro… about this mission you are going to conduct? The mission to retrieve Caliria. You must…”

Andro shook his head. “If you are going to ask me to not go Tenna… your request will fall on deaf ears. She is meant to be with us… with me. Part of us… just as my father and mothers are. I have tried… ever since I was a boy I have tried to be unlike my father in almost every way, yet no matter what I did… what I do… I always end up following in his footsteps without even realizing it. I fight it… and still it happens no matter what I do.” Andro turned and looked at Sadi first, then Lu'ria and Ne'Veha and Carisia. His eyes finally went to where Arduri sat next to Lisisa and then to where Devra had come to her feet gripping Bren’s hands on her shoulders. He turned back to Deia. “I have seen the pain and humiliation she has endured Tenna Deia. Almost as if it was my own.” Andro shook his head slowly. “No… I made her a promise two nights ago when I touched her…”

“You… you have spoken with her!” Devra gasped loudly, her hands going to her mouth.

Andro turned and looked at her. “I… I was able to make a very brief direct contact using a Neural Booster Devra. It was only seconds… but I made her a promise.” Andro turned back to look at his Aunt. “I told her I would come for her Tenna. I told her I would come for her and bring her home to be with us.” 
Deia nodded slowly. “I was not going to tell you not to go mandri.” Deia spoke gently. “I was going to tell you to give them a message mandri. A message that will sound throughout The Wilds. I know what you have planned Androcles. You are too much like your father for me not to know.”

“Then you know I will not be deterred.” Andro said.

Deia nodded again. “Yes. I was going to tell you to retrieve Caliria and leave nothing alive in your wake Androcles. Not for what they have done.” Deia took a deep breath. “That pig Kavalian Ambassador has contacted us through their Zaleisian lap dogs. They have requested… demanded an audience with the Union Galactic Court, the Elven Parliament and an official from the new Hadarian Arch Ministry is also sending a representative.”

“About mother?” Arrarn asked coming to his feet.

Deia nodded. “Yes… and many other things as well.” Her dark eyes bore into Andro. “You have four days mandri. Four days to retrieve her and send a message to everyone else who thinks to manipulate us! I have reached the end of my tolerance Androcles… and like your father I will not sit by any longer.”

Andro looked at her for a long moment. “And what about the Icalro Alliance Aunt Deia?” He asked.

“Jenyler vada nubous ronnus!” Deia snarled savagely. (Bury the fucking bastards!)  

