CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE
CRANAE ISLAND

TWO HOURS BEFORE DEPARTURE

“…could have gotten more possibly, but the second female died from some sort of poison before anyone got to her.” Marci spoke as she handed him the data pad across the table of the conference room in the secure wing of the villa and saw him shake his head slowly. Marci knew he did not like killing women and he was one of many Lycavorian men who would avoid it if at all possible. “You didn’t kill her Andro and based on what we saw with this OSG man Andro, it’s probably better that she did die.” She spoke confidently. “Eliani healed this Brendi woman quickly, but with only two hours I wasn’t able to extract much. The drugs did not have time to fully set in and Eliani said her injuries dictated I did not press as hard as we wanted too. Lynwe agreed. I think… I think Jomann acted rashly in killing the man. We may have been able to get something from him.”

Sadi was the only one of Andro’s mates who had come to this meeting with him and she sat directly to his right as she always did, and now she was dressed in a flight version of the Mark IV ArmorPly Body Armor, her long blond hair pulled entirely over to one shoulder and wrapped in the amber and violet colored strips of satin that were the colors of Lu'ria’s Drow family.  Lynwe sat beside Marci at the table drinking a mug of Drow tea while Eliani sat on Marci’s opposite side. Jomann stood in the corner of the room, just behind Andro and to the right while Dilaen Roan sat in the corner beside the door into the corridor that led to the main room, taking everything in and remaining quiet. Androcles had told her she would be privy to information very few people would have and he was being true to his word and showing a total faith in her and Thomas. The amount of Durcunusaan that had flooded the area around Cranae Island had allowed for almost all of them to slip out of the villa relatively easily and meet up with several STRIKERS that were parked and hidden some distance away. A TYPE II Dragon Transport now occupied one bay of the SCIMITAR in orbit above them, flown up by Arrarn and Toria. Denali and Lisisa would be accompanying the attack force to the surface and they were now working with the Durcunusaan RD Team as they checked and rechecked their weapons. Bren, Devra and Arduri had accompanied them up to the SCIMITAR on the STRIKER flown by Normya. Helen and Panos had returned to Sparta while Deia had returned to the island and now sat with them in the conference room, Dutkne beside her. 

Andro lifted the pad in his hand looking at it briefly before his eyes went to Marci. “If you are expecting me to somehow place blame here Marci… I have no intention of doing so. And I certainly have no intention of reprimanding Jomann in any way for his actions. He saved Eliani’s life. Period.”


Eliani glanced over to where Jomann stood and she squeezed her palms tightly together under the table as she fought to beat down the incredible emotions she felt within her. Even in the midst of her fear about what was happening when the OSG major was holding her, ready to end her life; Eliani somehow knew it wasn’t going to happen. It wasn’t going to happen because Jomann was there and he would not let it happen. When the major had shoved her forward into his arms and Eliani felt his arm pull her tightly against his powerful body, she couldn’t help but slide her arms around his waist. It was almost instinct for her to do this and feeling the warmth of his body against hers, feeling the press of his muscular frame against hers and the force of his aura burning in the room, Eliani Leonidas had experienced a sexual rush unlike anything that had ever surged through her veins before. And that feeling, those sensations that he had caused within her… they had frightened her terribly. 

“I think we could have talked him down Andro.” Marci said quickly.


“While he held my sister by her throat, was affected by something that allowed him to snap plastisteel bindings like they were nothing and while Jomann allowed him to feel Eliani up as if she was some sort of brothel whore?” Andro said shaking his head. “If I had been in the room I would have killed them both. There is no blame to place here Marci, with Jomann or with you. He acted as any Durcunusaan would have, even as you were doing your job.”


“I know but…” Marci began to speak and stopped as she leaned forward in her chair and exhaled heavily.


Andro watched her carefully and then set the pad on the desk. “Where is she now?” He asked. 

“She’s locked down in the SCIMITAR’s medical bay under 24/7 guard. Leaving her here on Earth is taking too much of a risk. She’ll be out of it for ten to twelve hours according to Eli and then we can question her more.” Marci spoke softly. “Her gene therapy treatments were directed more to increase the efficiency of her brain, that is why she is an Intelligence Agent and not an operator like the others.” 
“Increase the efficiency of her brain by nearly fifty percent!” Eliani spoke cutting her eyes back to her brother and getting her raging hormones under control while reverting to the supremely skilled Healer that she was. “It’s incredible really Andro.”

“Her brain is fifty percent larger?” Andro asked looking at her oddly.

“No you dope!” Eliani spoke leaning forward at the table as she spoke animatedly. “She uses fifty percent more of the capacity and ability of her brain than normal humans. She can store more information, and she can process that information much quicker. She is essentially a living and breathing genius! I didn’t want the drugs affecting her adversely and that’s why I had them stop.”
“We should have pressed her harder.” Marci spoke.

“Andro… Andro I don’t think the drugs are necessary.” Eliani spoke softly. “She said some things in the room… and just before I yanked her out of the fireplace in my room. I could hear her arguing with the men that Anicetus killed in the tunnel. She said some things that make me believe she did not want to be here.”

“We can not interrogate a prisoner based on feelings Eliani.” Marci snapped softly.

“How did she get here?” Andro asked before Marci angered Eliani enough that his sister tore into her. 

“She’s been here for seven months as near as we could tell from what she gave to us so far.” Marci replied. “She goes by the name Brendi Faith, she owns a small trinket shop in the Old District of Sparta and she migrated here from Edolus. It sits on the edge of the Union’s outer border within Bontawillian space, relatively large sized settlements on the surface that are primarily human. The others have been here even longer, the longest being four years and they come from similar backgrounds. We did traces on them, which were ridiculously easy for some reason and all of them have come into the Union and here to Earth through the different human settlements inside the Union and the two within The Wilds. Primarily through Edolus and Imaneya on the Limian border. The trail on all of them ends there.”

“It doesn’t end.” Dutkne spoke now. “It begins. And it was easy to trace them because they wanted it to be. It lends credence to their background information. If they are an OSG Hit Team, and I have no reason to doubt what Devra says…” Dutkne looked at Andro and he nodded.

“Neither do I.” Andro stated immediately.

“If they are an OSG hit team then there is no way of telling how many more of them there are here on Earth and even on the many human planets you say are out there.” Dutkne finished. “They obviously have connections offworld and that is the information we need from this woman.”
“They did not just arrive in the last few days or weeks Andro.” Jomann spoke. “They knew enough to establish themselves in productive positions. They knew enough to find a way to get the plans of Cranae Island and the tunnels beneath us that even we did not know about. That only comes with months and years of patience and study.”

Andro nodded. “We know how they got the plans to the island.” He stated. “SirsanGai and Famus will take care of that problem.”

“Unfortunately…” Dutkne continued. “It also means that they may have contacts within the Union as well, as much as it burns my mida to admit that.”

“Why would you say that Dutkne?” Deia asked.

“Their number Deia.” Dutkne answered. “I can see them putting three, perhaps four of their agents here on Earth to monitor things, but fifteen men and women? That seems a bit much don’t you think?”

“Four years ago is about the time that Armetus began hearing rumors of the Kavalians working and supporting new criminal organizations within The Wilds Andro.” Marci spoke. “It is how they were able to channel funds to the Evolli and help them to fund their war effort.”

“If they have been working with the Kavalians for as long as we suspect, could they not have learned these things this way Dutkne?” Sadi asked softly. “Since all of this began we have discovered Laustinos has had his hand in many nefarious things, and it would not surprise me if he is the one who got them set up within the Union at the behest of the Kavalians.”

Marci nodded. “She has a point Andro.” Marci said. “We should not jump to conclusions about anything. Or assume anything until we are sure. I’ll have Nesa and Praylro broaden their searches to include the human settlements on Edolus and Imaneya.”
Dutkne nodded slowly. “A sound move. As you no doubt noticed they do not care for our species, and once word reaches back to the Beta Quadrant that we have destroyed one of their Hit Teams, they will not be happy.”
“He called me… us… wolfen bastards.” Jomann said now moving up closer to the table as he spoke.

Dutkne nodded. “That is a result of something my father did before I was even born.” He answered. “Two thousand years ago the OSG tried to claim a part of Protectorate space for their own. There was a small moon right on our border with the Vanari and they thought to use this moon as a base of operations for their forays into Vanari space to kidnap females. As expected my father took exception to this boldness and he led a force of three thousand of our fighters to this moon. For the next four months they did nothing but harass and attack the OSG forces there and they did so mainly in our wolf forms. It truly frightened them and that is the name they gave us. Wolfen Bastards.”

“This is why we need to press this Brendi woman harder Andro.” Marci stated as she met his eyes. “We need what is in her head. If what she gave us in just two hours is any indication, think of what she could give us under a full interrogation.”

“It will also more than likely kill her!” Eliani hissed softly. “We don’t know what our drugs will do to her! Or how they will affect her because of the gene therapy she has undergone with these OSG assholes.”

“You were there Eliani! You heard her answer the questions! They came here to kill Sadi! All of your brother’s mates if they could! They came here to kill him! To kill you!” Marci snapped. “That doesn’t mean anything to you?”

Her reaction caused Andro to lean forward now. “Marci… how long has it been since you slept?” Andro asked her.


Marci shook her head. “Thirty-six… maybe forty hours.” She answered. “I don’t have time to sleep Andro. We are trying to discover just how far Laustinos’s treachery goes, and the mass of information we are gathering takes time to go over. Everyone is working double hours, sometimes triple. Now with this happening… we…”


Andro got to his feet then. “You need to sleep!” He snapped. “And you will do so if I have to order you too.”


Marci looked at him from her chair. “Andro…”


“General Lynwe … you will insure Marci sleeps for at least a full day once we depart.” Andro said. “And that includes all of the people working for her, Nesa most of all.”


“You’re relieving me?” Marci gasped looking at him with wide eyes and coming to her feet.


Andro shook his head quickly and moved around the table to stand in front of her. “No Marci… never! You know me better than that. I’m keeping you from killing yourselves when I need you the most. Especially with what I’m going to have you do.”

Marci looked at Andro. “What… what do you mean?”


Deia inched her hover chair back and reached over to place her hand on Marci’s arm. “We want you to implement Storm Shadow Marci.” Deia said softly.


Andro watched Lynwe sit up in her chair and Marci’s eyes got large as she looked back and forth between Androcles and Deia. “Storm Shadow?” She gasped finally. Her dark eyes settled on Deia. “Prime Minister… you… you have been against that program since Armetus and I put it together. You and the King both.”


Deia nodded. “Yes… I have been.” She stated. She looked at Andro. “Recent events have brought me to the conclusion however that we need to change how we do things. It is part of why these things have happened and why we did not see them coming.”

“What… I don’t understand.” Marci said.

“I am at fault for this… both Martin and I… but more me than him.” Deia said softly as she looked down slowly at her chair and her healing legs. “I have been willing to do almost anything through the years to prove that our people can change. Even after Martin returned and began to give back to our people what I had taken away, I have always counseled him to be accommodating so that we would be seen as something other than what we are. He resisted at times, but in the end he almost always saw things my way, because I believe he wanted the same thing.” Deia looked up at Marci again. “After what has happened now… he will no longer be the man he thought he should be. Now he will be the man he is inside, the one he was before he returned and took his place as King. We are Lycavorians! We are wolves in the form of men and women! Your father told me there is so much more that we had to do together and I finally understand what he meant now.’ Deia said.

“It is why he would not let me retire when I wanted too.” Deia continued. “It is why he drove me forward. He knew this day would come… I know he did. He knew that one day I would need to decide who we are as a people and he knew I would come to the decision I have come too.”

“Tenna?” Eliani asked softly.

Deia smiled and held up her hand. “Oh… I am not going away my sweet Eliani, you who bear the name of my sister.” She said with a smile. “No… I am going to follow the instincts of our people from this day forward. The instincts Resumar and Eliani meant for us to follow. As I always should have from the beginning. No… from this day forward the Lycavorian Union will once more be the Union that Resumar intended at the very start. We will become once more what the Elves and Hadarians and the Algolian people saw when they agreed to form the Union with us in the beginning. We are who we are…” Deia said her face radiant and proud. “We are proud… we are strong and loyal to those who are our friends and we are cunning and brutal to those who would be our enemies. We are wolves… and son vada carians we are going to start acting like it again!”

Dutkne sat there with pride swelling through his chest. This is what his grandfather meant for him to be part of. This is what he knew was coming and Dutkne now thanked every god in the stars that he was here to witness and experience it all first hand.

“This is only the beginning and Panos will be announcing other changes as well at his speech tomorrow afternoon.” Deia spoke as she maneuvered her hover chair away from the table. “We are going to embrace what we are…” She looked up at Andro. “Just as you have always done without question no matter the doubts inside you Androcles.”

“Tenna… you…” Andro began.

“No. You don’t see it do you?” She spoke with a gentle smile. “It was you Androcles; it was Eliani, Denali… Lisisa, it was all of you. You have embraced who and what you are at the core and you do not question it. I am truly ashamed that so many of our people had to die for me to finally see what it is your father truly brought back to our people. What he instilled in all of you. But I intend to make sure they did not die in vain. I will appear with Panos tomorrow, he will do most of the talking, but we spoke at length last night with Helen. To think the man who should have been my deputy all these years has been so close and I did not see it…” Deia shook her head. “No more. He has agreed to help me, to help your father make sure our people achieve what it is we are suppose to achieve. In truth… we were not going to tell you until you returned… but after last night I will no longer hide or cower. We must continue with our façade that Martin is dead… I will not risk For'mya for anything… she is one part of what keeps your father in check. Until we discover what the Kavalians are up too we can not take the risk they will kill her for it will send your father and mothers over the edge. We will discover where she is and we will get her back!”

“And then?” Dutkne asked as he got to his feet.

Deia looked at him and her dark eyes filled with a coldness that reminded Dutkne of the winters on Lorent. “Then Dutkne… then I am going to turn Androcles and his father and every Spartan within the Union loose and make sure that our enemies know that we will tolerate no one that nubous with the Lycavorian Union!” 

Deia spun her chair around and left the conference room without another word.

“Oh… I really like her now Andro!” Dutkne exclaimed.

Andro took a deep breath and turned back to Marci. “Rest for a full day. All of you. And then implement Storm Shadow Marci. Deia will inform Grandfather L'tian and he will shuffle the oversight committee around and bring them up to speed.”

“Many of them… the politicians… they will not like it Andro.” Marci said.

Andro nodded. “Probably not… but they will have to live with it.” He stated. “We can no longer be the open society that we have thrived on for so long. There are others who want what we have and they will go to any lengths to achieve that as we have seen. Have Nesa continue with Laustinos… have Praylro shift to this Syndicate thing and you begin pulling files and making choices. The Krypteria is yours to run until Armetus is well enough and then you will need to run it together.”

Marci looked at him. “Storm Shadow was built around three of us Andro.” She spoke. “Three separate branches all reporting to Armetus who then reports to L'tian.”

Andro nodded. “I know.” He said. “You have Operations… Nesa has Analysts... and the third has Intel Gathering. I believe I have the perfect choice for that part. Four of them actually if you take into account they are couples.”

Marci looked at him oddly. “Who?”

Andro looked at Lynwe whose amber eyes were wide and bright. “Why don’t you let Lynwe fill you in since I’m pretty sure by the look on her face she knows exactly who I’m talking about?” He turned back to Marci. “And she can insure you follow my orders as well.”
“Andro you…” Marci began.

“No. This is too important and you need to be at your best.” Andro said. “There is a MENKLA waiting for you in Gytheio. I will contact you when we are on our way back.”

Marci stared at him for a long moment and then nodded her head. “I won’t let you down Androcles.”

“I know.” Andro spoke. “I’m going to keep this Brendi woman on the SCIMITAR for now. I want to try and see if Eli’s approach works. If it doesn’t…”

Eliani came forward. “If it doesn’t… I’ll be the one next to you Marci sticking her so that she tells us everything.”

Marci nodded as Lynwe came up to her. “We’ll be set up in the first stages by the time you get back. I promise.”

Andro nodded. “Get going!” He said. “All of you. I want a moment with Sadi before we leave for the SCIMITAR.”

Sadi’s green eyes grew puzzled as she stood up and everyone headed for the double doors out of the conference room. She moved around the table as Andro went to the door and locked it with a wave of his hand over the panel. “Andro my love what is…?”
Andro spun around, one hand going behind her neck and the other arm encircling her waist as his lips came down on hers and he crushed her body to his. Sadi was momentarily taken aback by the ferocity of his passion, but only for a split second and then she surrendered to the feelings his aura was pulsing through her. She wrapped her arms around his waist and returned his sizzling kiss with equal fervor, basking in the sensations his aura was bathing her in. She lowered all her own shields and poured her female aura at her beloved Androcles and their minds touched as he picked her up and backed up slowly to the large table where he set her firm butt down on the edge without breaking their kiss. Sadi Leonidas was almost beside herself as she clutched at him, trying to pull him closer and draw his probing tongue even deeper into her mouth. He hadn’t kissed her like this since their first night together here on Cranae Island and Sadi’s blood was beginning to burn like it had when she was in phase only a few months ago and their lovemaking had been plentiful and exquisitely zealous. She could almost feel every pulse of his mind, every beat of his heart against her chest even through the body armor they both wore, and once more Sadi could only revel in the knowledge that he was her anome. Her soulmate, no matter how many others shared their lives. It was almost as if he saw what she was thinking for he pulled his lips away quickly, Sadi trying to grab them once more as his other hand came up to take her face in his hand.
“I am your anome!” He rasped out the words and she opened her eyes with a slight gasp. His dual wolf fangs, so ferocious looking to those who did not know any better and so utterly beautiful to her, were fully extended. His azure orbs were fully changed, with the thick black ring surrounding the striking blue pupils. Sadi’s eyes changed in that instant and her own wolf fangs extended fully below her lips as she stared at him. When he had bitten her, it had made her his anome, but it also served to send the virus within his blood racing through her own veins to mix with the virus in hers. This interaction, and all the times they had made love since, all this had altered her fangs somewhat, moving her canine teeth ever so slightly so that a second, much smaller dual set of fangs appeared next to her main ones. Sadi had rejoiced when this had begun and then fully completed and she had made it a point to expose her fangs whenever she could for only the line of Leonidas or those they called wives shared this trait. She stared at his handsome face and wrapped her legs around his waist as he stood there in front of her while she sat on the table. “I… I could not go forward without you Sadi Leonidas. It is you who hold the center of my heart. All that I am. You are my KertaGai.”
Sadi drew him closer to her, reaching up with her hands and drawing his face down to hers so that she could nuzzle his cheek and neck. This she did with ardent bliss, his lavender and pines scent filling her every pore. “Why… why do you tell me something that I already know Androcles my love?” She whispered to him. “You show me this every waking moment of every day simply in the way you gaze upon me. The way your aura caresses me, the way your mind touches mine.” She drew back and looked at his dazzling azure blue eyes. “What is wrong Androcles?”
“I… I am not my father KertaGai.” He said softly. 

Sadi smiled seductively. “I know this and that is good for your father does not make me scream his name to the moon every time he takes me. Your father does not make my blood burn for him with a simple caress. He does not stimulate my mind as I swim within your thoughts. Now tell me… tell me what it is that occupies your mind Androcles.”

“I… I came close to losing you last night.” He spoke softly.

Sadi shook her head quickly. “No… it is me you are talking to now Andro. You know full well that I am very capable of protecting myself and those we love. I have been working diligently at the exercises the Feravomir gave me to focus and refine my control. Those OSG fools would not have harmed me. Or any of us. Now tell me…” Sadi saw his eyes then and she tilted her head to the side and felt her heart swell with love for him. “Oh my love… I can see it in your thoughts. You… you still struggle with all we have found. Carisia… Ne'Veha… Lu'ria and now Caliria. You still carry within you the feeling that you are betraying me because of your feelings for them? Don’t you?”
“You… you are my anome.” Andro said softly. “I don’t… I don’t understand why I feel for them what I do. Why I can not just have you?”

“But you do have me Androcles. You have every part of me.” She told him. “Andro… do you love them?” Sadi asked softly.


“Yes.” He answered softly. “Not… not in the way I love you KertaGai but yes.”


“And so do I my love. But because of who you are… the honor within you… it leaves a bad taste in your mouth that you could feel for them what you do?” She said.


“Yes.” He answered.

“We have had this discussion before my handsome mate and husband.” Sadi spoke. “I am your soulmate Androcles Leonidas… and you are mine. I could never love any man or woman as I love you. But that does not mean we can not love others if that is the plan the gods have for us. I know you feel it my love… just as I do. Do you think Carisia and Ne'Veha care about this? Do you think Lu'ria cares? Do you think Caliria will care? Having even a small part of your heart is more than any of them could have ever dreamed for. For that is how big your heart is. They know you will love them breathless… just as you love me. Just as we love you! And like your mother Aricia loves your other mothers, I love them all as well. And like your mothers… we could never feel for another man what we feel for you. We could never feel from another man what you make each of us feel. And when being in your arms is not possible, we can take solace in our love for each other and the pleasure that brings to us. Now that our Drow Mistress has come into our lives, we have become very inventive and…”


“KertaGai…” Andro began.


“No.” She spoke firmly. “You will listen to me and let these feelings you have go and you will do so now! This is what we are meant for Androcles Leonidas and we have accepted it completely. I do not harbor any feelings of misgivings because I know your love for me knows no bounds. That it never will. Just as my love for you knows no limitations. If we are meant to love others as well then that is the way of things. I will not deny what I feel for them… for all of them… because it is just as much a part of me as my devotion and love to you. It is who we are Androcles Leonidas! You are our Saradasaar Androcles and are we are the points of that beacon. Just as it is on my tattoo.” (Beacon of Light)

Andro blinked several times as what she said struck him. “That is why you got it?” He asked softly.


Sadi nodded with a dazzling smile. “I didn’t know it at the time why it struck me so… but I do now. The star is all of us together Andro; the flames are you holding us up as you do so easily.”


“And the word?” Andro asked with a smile.


Sadi leaned up and kissed him hard, their fangs clicking against one another as she did. “The word is how I feel about you fool! How I have always felt about you!” She told him pulling back after a moment. “I am malda in love with you!”


Andro pulled her up into his arms and buried his face in her long hair as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and clung to him with all of her strength. “This is what we are meant for Saradasaar… this is who we are now. Let go of these foolish feelings of dishonor you have inside you and let us go retrieve our Inamarno. Then we will be complete. All of us.” (Lady Blue)

“Elly for emanur KertaGai.” Andro whispered in her ear as he nuzzled her skin. “As my father will never forsake my mothers, I will never forsake any of you KertaGai. I promise this to you.” (Forever and Eternity)

“And we will never forsake you Androcles my love. Elly for emanur Saradasaar.” Sadi whispered back as a look of pure bliss occupied her face and she nuzzled the side of his head and cheek.

47TH SGD HEADQUARTERS

THREE KILOMETERS OUTSIDE EDEN CITY


Ne'Veha stopped in the doorway of the huge mess lounge that was filled with men and women of the 47th Spartan Ground Division. It was the unit of her grandmother Na'rnoas’s husband Jonout, and it had taken one transmission to discover where Tarren was. Now Jonout and Famus stood on either side of her as several Durcunusaan troops entered through the other two entrances into the mess lounge.


“There.” Jonout spoke pointing to a large table filled with officers on the other side of the room. “He is sitting there with two others that befriended him when he arrived.”


Ne'Veha looked up at him and her brown eyes shone from under her matte black helmet, now displaying a crested plume of her dark brown hair color that fell to the middle of her back. “Why did you bring him here Jonout?” She asked.


“By all accounts he was a good officer… if somewhat arrogant.” Jonout answered. “He needed to be removed so that you could find your way.”


“Did grandmother Na'rnoas put you up to this?” She asked him.


Jonout shook his head. “Seeing her around you Ne'Veha… it was like a light in a dark room. I love her with all that I am and what you were going through was bringing pain to her.” Jonout stated. “That I could not allow to happen. I am an old wolf and I since I have been here on Earth I have seen how the royal family is with one another. How the King treats his mates and Queens. How they view and treat him and each other. Once you made your decision, Tarren should have stayed away. He did not. I made the correct choice in my actions. You needed to discover yourself and them.”


Ne'Veha reached up on her tip toes and kissed him. “Thank you.”


“Do not thank me Ne'Veha.” Jonout said. “I should have done more if what you say has happened is true. You are certain Ne'Veha?”


“It is true General.” Famus spoke now. “I confirmed the records with the library myself.”


Jonout nodded. “Then let us get this over with.” He hissed. “I can’t abide a traitor in my unit or within the Union. We will wait in a room off the kitchen while your men collect Tarren.” He said taking her arm gently.

Tarren laughed as he shoveled another forkful of meat into his mouth and chewed. “You know… maybe we should go to Sparta tonight and hit that place Gallais’s Retreat again.” 
“Isn’t that where you lost that female elf Ne'Veha to Prince Androcles?” The man asked with a grin.

Tarren looked at him. “I didn’t lose her.” He snapped. “She was taken from me by the Prince! He didn’t act with honor!”

“Better watch what you say Tarren. You didn’t scent her… and you can’t go around and say stuff like that about Prince Androcles when it isn’t true.” The second man spoke. “It will get back to our senior officers and most of them fought with the King here on Earth and it will get back to him. And then the Prince.”
“You are scared of him?” Tarren asked surprised.

“Nubous right I’m scared of him.” The man said. “I’ve seen him training with his dragon. And I’ve read the after action reports from Alba Tau. And how many living Spartans wear the Shield of Valor Tarren? That is not an award the Union gives to just anyone! In order to receive that decoration you must have gone through some kind of hell and survived.”
“She was sharing my bed Logit.” Tarren snarled at him. “I was in her blood. Just because I hadn’t scented her yet doesn’t mean she wasn’t mine!” He stopped talking when he looked up and saw his fellow captain staring behind him. “Logit… what is wrong?” He asked.


“Durcunusaan.” The Captain answered softly.


“What? Where? Here?” Tarren gasped.

The man nodded as his eyes grew wide. “Yes… right behind you.”


Tarren sat up straighter and then his eyes grew wide when the face of the man appeared over his shoulder slightly. A man who wore the uniform of a senior Durcunusaan Commander. “Captain Tarren?” Famus asked. “Would you come with me please?”


Tarren turned as Famus stood back up and he saw the two additional Durcunusaan troops standing behind Famus. “What is this about?” He asked.


“We should probably go somewhere else Captain.” Famus said. “We have a room just outside the lounge and...”


“I just asked you a question Commander.” Tarren spoke as he came to his feet. “I expect an answer!”


“And you will have your answer Captain… if you come with us now.” Famus said with calm resolve. “Or do you wish to make a scene in front of your fellow officers? That is not something we wish to do.”


“I don’t have to go anywhere with you Commander.” Tarren spoke. “In case you haven’t noticed I do outrank you.”

Famus’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly and he stepped closer to Tarren. “Perhaps I was not clear in my words Captain Tarren.” Famus spoke softly so that only he could hear. “I am a Commander in the Durcunusaan… and what you think was a request is in fact not a request at all. It is a statement of fact. You have two choices really… do not make a scene in front of your fellow officers and come with us… or choose to make a scene. In which case I will break both your nubous legs and drag you out of here in disgrace! Sir! My patience is very thin at the moment considering recent events so make your decision now please.”


  Tarren looked at the man for a long moment before turning to Logit. “I’ll be back Logit. Keep the coffee hot.”
Tarren was steaming by the time they came to the small senior officer’s lounge off the main mess lounge. The Durcunusaan officer hadn’t responded to any of his demands for answers as they walked and he was not used to being ignored. The moment the door to the senior officer’s lounge opened the sweet scent of amaretto filled his nose. He entered quickly and saw Ne'Veha standing next to General Jonout and the fourth Durcunusaan officer. She looked delicious as he always remembered her to look, and now that she was wolf, it brought out the pungency of her scent even more. She looked physically fitter than when he had last seen her, dressed in the matte black Mark IV body armor that appeared as if she had been poured into, and her dark brown hair shiny with health and even longer than he remembered it to be. Then he saw the flowing crimson cape that adorned her shoulders, as well as the gold trim that encompassed the entire outer edge of that cape. The gold clasps that attached the fabric to her shoulders shimmered in the light where the cape was held and signified to all that she was a Princess of the Union and member of the Royal family.


“Ne… Ne'Veha?” He stammered as he moved up closer to her. 


“Surprised to see me Tarren?” She asked glaring at him with those large dark eyes.

Tarren looked at General Jonout his commanding officer as well as the Durcunusaan officer quickly before looking back to her and slowing to a stop, his anger bleeding away very quickly. “I… I suppose.” He stated.


“Yes… I’m sure.” Ne'Veha said. “Did you expect me to be dead perhaps?”


“What?” Tarren exclaimed. “Why… why would I expect something like that?”


“Tarren… I am in a hurry here and I have just a few questions to ask before I leave. You checked a book out of the library in Sparta’s Old District several days ago.” Ne'Veha told him moving closer. “A unique history book. A book that has not left the library in Sparta in roughly three thousand years. A book that you conveniently checked out. Why were you in Sparta and why did you check this book out?”

“Ne'Veha… what is going on here?” Tarren asked.

“You will address her as Princess Leonidas or Milady… Captain Tarren!” Jonout hissed. “And you will answer her questions!”

“The library at The Grand Center didn’t have the book!” Tarren replied quickly as it began to sink into his mind that there was something very wrong with this visit. “I don’t see the problem with requesting it from the library in Sparta.”

“You don’t see the problem in flying over three thousand kilometers to check out a book from the Library in Old Sparta. A book that no one has touched in all of this time and a book that had three thousand year old plans for tunnels that ran beneath our home on Cranae Island that even Androcles didn’t know about? You don’t see a problem with that?” Ne'Veha hissed softly. 
“Perhaps the Prince did not study the history of the island before he purchased it.” Tarren said his voice carrying more sarcasm than he realized.

Jonout made to step forward but Ne'Veha beat him to it. She had been fully changed less than a complete week, but the strength of the virus in Andro’s blood gave her the abilities and power and speed of a wolf who had been changed for years. Combined with her own natural elven speed and strength, Tarren never saw the slap that rocked his head back and staggered him to the side several feet. The stinging blow split his lower lip and turned his face red as he brought his hand up to cover the spot and turned back to glare at her, his eyes changed and his fangs fully extended. He did not expect what he saw looking back at him in the black ringed brown eyes or the dual wolf fangs that extended beneath her lips. This was not the Ne'Veha he remembered. This was an Alpha female and she was extremely pissed off.
“I will not play with you Tarren?” Ne'Veha snarled. “You will answer my questions or I will turn you over to the Krypteria and let them get the answers in any way they can! And that will take place after I let Famus and his Durcunusaan beat you into submission for what you have done!”

“What… what are you talking about? I haven’t done anything” He snarled at her. “I don’t have the book!”

“It was you who removed it from the library Tarren!” Ne'Veha barked angrily. “Do not lie to me! I am wolf now… turned by an alpha more powerful than you could ever hope to be… and I will smell if you are lying before the words even leave your foul lips!”

“I don’t have it!” Tarren barked right back at her. “Yes… I took it out… but I gave it to her!”
“To who anse you?” Ne'Veha screamed.

“The Netnews woman!” Tarren answered. “The human female from Channel Eighty-three! She wanted me to get it! She said…”

“What?” Ne'Veha demanded.

“She said… she told me they found out about the tunnels and they were going to use the them to install hidden cameras and mics in the villa!” Tarren growled. “So they could get all the good gossip on the Prince and…!”

Ne'Veha looked at him with contempt then. “And his mates!” Ne'Veha growled. “On us! And you went along with it Tarren? This is what you have become now? You are so arrogant and full of yourself that you agree to this because I dismissed you for a wolf who is more man than you will ever be?” She hissed at him.
“You were mine Ne'Veha!” Tarren snapped.

Ne'Veha stepped right up to him then. “I was never yours Tarren!” She growled. “Even on your best day you could not do to me what Androcles does to me! And that was even before he turned me! You are a pathetic excuse for a man compared to him Tarren!” Ne'Veha stepped closer to him still. “They used those tunnels to try and kill us Tarren!” She snarled. “They used those tunnels to infiltrate our home and attempt to kill my mate Tarren! My lovers!” She saw his face go wide in undisguised shock and she knew that was no act. “The only reason you are not lying dead in front of me is because they did not succeed!”
“Ne'Veha I…”

Her hand flashed forward again in anger and she smashed a vicious slap across his face once more. “Do not speak to me Tarren! Never speak to me again! Famus…?”

“Princess?” Famus barked stepping up to her.

“You will take Captain Tarren here and wring every bit of information from him that you can.” Ne'Veha hissed. “And when you think you have it all… question him again!”
Famus nodded. “As you order Princess.”

“Don’t resist Tarren… and don’t try to protect anyone if that is crossing your mind.” She told him. “It will only make it worse.”

“I did not know!” Tarren shouted as Famus took his arm.

“No… you did not know. You are nothing more than a perverted peeping tom looking for a cheap thrill. Did you think you would be able to see us as we moved about our home? As we made love with him and each other? You make me sick Tarren… and how I ever allowed you to take me to bed is beyond my comprehension. Be very grateful it is me here and not Androcles Tarren. If you had told him what you just told me, he would have you strung up by your entrails for what you have done! Take him out of here through the kitchen!”

Ne'Veha turned away from him as Famus led him out of the room and she looked at Jonout as he stepped up to her. She took a deep breath and looked at the man who had stolen her grandmother’s heart so many years ago, and the one who still made Na'rnoas’s elven and wolf blood burn even now after so many years as his wife and mate. “Jonout?” Ne'Veha asked softly.
Jonout shook his head. “I have no doubts that your men will get the information you want. Tarren is arrogant… but he is not stupid. The question now… what do you want done with him Ne'Veha?”
Ne'Veha looked at Jonout. “These men and women Jonout… they could have taken all that I have gained since coming here. All the love that I have found. The purpose. A new life as Andro’s mate and a female wolf. What do you think I should do?”

Jonout shook his head. “I can not answer that question for you Ne'Veha. You are still adjusting to being turned child… but by now your wolf instincts will have begun to guide your actions. You must now walk the line between the instincts of the wolf inside you and the calm intelligence of the elf inside you. What do your instincts tell you to do?”

Ne'Veha was silent for a long moment and she looked down at the floor taking long, deep breaths. Finally she looked back up and met his eyes evenly. “They… they tell me to kill him horribly.”

“And your elven half? What does this tell you?” Jonout asked.

“That he was stupid and vindictive and not aware of what he was doing. That he is an arrogant fool and nothing more! That he only did this as a way to try and embarrass us because Andro took me from him. Not that Andro had to try very hard at that.” Ne'Veha told him with an impish grin. 

Jonout nodded. “And now you face the same dilemma that every Lycavorian faces daily Ne'Veha. Do you follow your instincts in this situation, or do you follow what your mind tells you? Or do you find some middle ground? You are a Princess of the Union now Ne'Veha… and the decision is yours.”

Ne'Veha met his eyes. “Then I want you to observe the questioning of Captain Tarren.” She told him. “Find out everything you can… all of it… everything he knows. He is not willful enough to resist drugs. Once that is complete and it appears he is what I think he is, a fool who feels he has been slighted, reduce him two grades in rank and then allow him to start over and try to correct his path in life.”

“And if it is determined that he did know what they intended Ne'Veha?” Jonout asked her.

“Then insure Captain Tarren has had a filling meal, a hot shower, dress him in his finest uniform and strip his rank from him. Then execute him for treason against the Union.” Ne'Veha growled softly. “Publicly.”
Jonout nodded his head slowly. “It will be done.” He said impressed by the conviction in her voice. It was exactly what he would have done.
SCIMITAR
SECURE CONFERENCE ROOM

“… is nearly as bad as what your mother has done!” Coren barked at Nirilo as he stood by the large view window. “Your career will be over if you continue down this path Nirilo!”
“Caliria is my sister!” Nirilo barked right back at his father. “Am I just supposed to accept what has happen to her?”

“Yes!” Coren spoke. “It… it has been the way of our people for millennia! We must do this or the Orionis Syndicate will punish us!”

Nirilo shook his head. “No. I will not just accept it.” He stated. “Would you just accept it if Arduri or Naesta were taken father? Would you just accept it if Tastia was taken?”

“That… that is not the issue here!” Coren snapped.

“Isn’t it?” Nirilo spoke. “No… they have taken my sister. I will do everything I can to find and bring her back home. Her new home here. The SBR and the entire Board of Regents can kiss my ass if they think to stop me!”
“Where is your brother?” Coren demanded as he turned to look at Denali who sat at the table. “He is the one in charge here isn’t he? He has done this! He has encouraged this rebellion in my own children.”

Denali nodded with a smile. “Yes he is in charge.” Deni answered. “He and our brother Arrarn were receiving a report from our brother Resumar. He will be along shortly.” He leaned back in the chair. “Perhaps you should consider that your children have come to these decisions based on their own feelings and values.”
Denali didn’t see Arduri look at him from her seat with something akin to adoration her in eyes at his words. It was something that Lisisa noticed quickly however.

Coren looked back at his son exasperation written all over his face at the offhanded way Denali answered him. “Your time among these… these people has changed you Nirilo. You are not the son I remember.”

“It hasn’t changed me.” Nirilo said. “As with mother… it has opened my eyes!”

Coren cut his eyes to where Devra sat quietly at the large table, Bren beside her on one side and Arduri on the other. Her hand rested atop Bren’s arm on the table almost possessively and this only served to fuel Coren’s anger, for Devra had made no attempts to hide her new relationship with this Lycavorian. Denali leaned back and folded his arms across his broad chest as he watched Coren. Lisisa sat between him and Arduri, fiddling with the mug of coffee that rested in front of her, amusement showing on her face. 

“To what?” Coren snarled as he looked back to Nirilo. “You… you of all my children I thought would have used reason. You willingly share a bed with one of their females Nirilo. Do you know how much gossip and talk that generates in the capital? The questions I have to field nearly everyday because of this?”

“This is not about Jodae!” Nirilo spat. “And you will leave her out of this father for you do not know her in the least!”

Coren turned away from him exasperated. “Ardan… Tastia… please can you help me try to talk some sense into my family!”

“As you have made abundantly clear to me on several occasions since undertaking this journey Coren…” Tastia spoke with a tightly controlled anger in her voice as she looked at him. “I do not know you… therefore I am unqualified to comment either way on what your children or Regent Re Mydala are doing.”

Coren hissed softly at what she had said and looked at Ardan. “Ardan… please?”

Ardan looked at him from his seat. “While I do not…” He began to speak but the doors to the conference room opened and Andro strode in carrying a data pad, Arrarn and Sadi right behind him.

Denali and Lisisa knew immediately that something was wrong because both Andro and Arrarn’s scents were filled with underlying anger. Lisisa was the one who came to her feet, reaching out to put her hand on Deni’s shoulder as she did.

“Andro… Andro what is wrong?” Lisisa asked.

Andro met her eyes across the table. “We… we have just finished a brief report from Res.” He told her.

“And?” Lisisa demanded.

Andro looked at Arrarn whose normally handsome face was a mass of confusion and anger. “Resumar has… he has discovered where mother is.” Andro said.

Deni got to his feet slowly now. “Why don’t I like the way you just said that Andro?” He asked softly.

“She’s on Cabelir Deni.” Arrarn spoke in barely a whisper. “They took her to Cabelir.”

“No!” Lisisa exclaimed gripping Deni’s arm her eyes wide.

Devra looked at Bren as she felt his body tense and he turned his head and cursed in the Lycavorian language. She turned back to Androcles quickly and stood up. “What… where is this Cabelir?” She asked turning to Bren. “Bren?”

Andro stepped up to the table. “It is… it is the Kavalian homeworld.” He stated. “It is deep within Kavalian Federation space and…” He shook his head. “We were hoping that they… that they were holding her on a ship somewhere and…”

Sadi moved up to the table beside Devra. “In order to reach… in order to reach her Devra we would have to launch a full scale invasion of Kavalian space.” She explained gently. “Even if we threw the entire might of the Lycavorian Union at them, it would still take us several days to reach Cabelir.”

“They would kill her.” Arrarn finished. “They would kill her within hours of us crossing the border.”

Lisisa moved around the table swiftly and stepped right up to Arrarn, wrapping her arms around his waist. “Arrarn you…”

Arrarn met her eyes and pulled her close to him as he shook his head. “She is alive Lisi.” He said with firm confidence. “That is what matters. We can not do anything to put her at risk, I know this… no matter how much I want to charge across the border and get her back.”

“You will not lose hope fervon!” She told him firmly. “I won’t let you!”


“I’m not losing hope arande.” Arrarn said. “Mother is strong and she will endure. She must endure until we or father can reach her. I know this… and I will endure as well. Until we get her back, we must take things one step at a time.”

“Resumar says they may have a way to get her a message.” Andro told them. “There is a Kavalian female within the compound she is being held at. She is the sister of one who has been serving Shiria for many years. They both have. She is going to try and get a message to mother. She is under tight security but this woman has the means to reach her. Resumar says… he says this woman, Poysha is her name, she says mother looks tired and mildly bruised. She says she looks lost.”

“That has to be the static inhibitor they implanted her with Andro.” Lisisa spoke quickly. “Medwaw Dysea said that is how she felt before it was removed. Lost… unable to feel any of us, anything.”


Andro nodded. “That is what Shiria said as well.” He said. “It also means they could tell her anything and it will only serve to confuse her more since she can not feel the truth.”


Arduri looked at him. “What do you mean Andro?” She asked.


Andro looked at her. “Those of my family… we are connected deeply within Mindvoice. While we may not be able to communicate across great distances, there is always a spark of each of us within Mindvoice that the rest of us can sense. This thing that they have put inside our mother, it prevents us her from feeling us. No doubt she still truly believes father is dead, not to mention many of us. If she is unable to feel us within Mindvoice then they could be telling her anything and she would not be able to know they are lying to her, especially if they were doing other things to fool her or make her doubt.”


“I thought… I thought your wolf senses could detect if someone was lying?” Devra asked.


Ardan looked up at him from his chair. “This is a trait that our people know you have.” He said.


Andro nodded. “And they can for the most part sir.” Andro answered him respectfully which did not go unnoticed by Ardan. “But if a person is a skilled liar, one who can control their emotions very well, then it would be next to impossible to tell. And the Kavalians are naturally a very emotional and angry species, and it makes it harder to detect a lie from them in their scent.” Andro took a deep breath and looked at his brothers and sisters. “Given this new information I will understand if any of you want to remain on Earth and prepare for this meeting with the Kavalians. I need to go… Inamarno calls for me and KertaGai and the others but none of you need…”

“And what will we do?” Arrarn spoke. “Sit on our hands and wait? We can do nothing and without more information anything we do try could very well put mother at even greater risk. I am not willing to do that… and I will not remain here and do nothing but imagine what horrors they are inflicting upon her. You need us fervon… and we work better together.”


Andro looked at Denali and Lisisa. “Deni… Lisisa?”


“Arrarn is right.” Deni spoke. “Without something to do we all would be snapping at people for no reason. No… I’m in.”


Andro looked at Lisisa. “Lisi?”


“Andro of course… you know that.” She replied.


Andro nodded his head. “Zarah and Normya have already told me where to stick my suggestion that they remain if they want too.” He exhaled in relief knowing they were stronger as a family. “Then we will go and retrieve Inamarno and the other Vanari the Icalro and these OSG idiots hold.”


“This action you are going to undertake puts our people are huge risk!” Coren barked.
“It is a risk to them Coren… not us.” Ardan spoke now and he turned to look at Andro. “And I believe it is something you would do whether we were here or not correct?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

“Ardan… you heard what Devra said!” Coren hissed. “The OSG Commando saw her! You know what this could mean if the Orionis Syndicate discovers we are here working against them.”

Ardan nodded. “Yes he did see her. And the man was dead within hours of seeing her with no way to transmit this information to anyone off the island we were on.” Ardan said confidently. He looked at Andro. “Is that not also correct?”

“Unless he was some sort of magician… he did not get any kind of communications off before he was killed no.” Andro answered.
“I demand to know where my daughter Naesta is!” Coren barked now. “Why is she not here?”

“Naesta is with my father and mothers
 in a very safe location.” Androcles answered him. “She is assisting my mother Anja and my Aunt Sivana in discovering some way to eliminate this hold over the Vanari people that the Syndicate has.”
Coren’s eyes grew wider. “This is madness!” He barked loudly. “You did not even know the OSG was on your planet! In your city! How do we know that they do not know of us being on your backwater world?”

“That is quite enough Coren!” Devra barked at him.

“How do we know that even as we speak a message has not already been sent telling the OSG we are here and what you are doing?” Coren snapped. “How do we know that they are unaware of what you are attempting?”

Andro met Coren’s eyes and moved over slowly to stand in front of him. “You know sir... with all the belly aching you have done since you have been here, I am beginning to wonder if perhaps you are not helping these scum in some way.”

Coren’s eyes grew wide. “What?”

“Since you have gotten here you have done nothing but complain about the Syndicate somehow discovering you are here. What you are doing.” Andro spoke. “As a leader of your people, I would think you would be more concerned about finding a way to break free of the hold the Syndicate has over your people.”

“How dare you insinuate that I am helping them? I am far older and wiser than you boy! I will not be talked down to by an ani…” Coren hissed savagely. 
“Coren!” Ardan barked now as he came to his feet. “Enough!” 

Andro’s face remained impassive and he smiled at Coren. “By an animal?” He spoke. “Is that what you were going to say Regent Re Mydala?”

Coren glared at him. “Yes.” He stated finally.

Devra came to her feet outraged only to be stunned when Tastia’s voice filled the room from where she had also stood up. “Coren how dare you!” She snarled loudly.
Coren stared at Andro ignoring them both. “You know nothing of the Vanari people! Of our ways and what we have had to endure through the millennia at the hands of the Orionis Syndicate! The decisions we have made insure our people remain strong and continue to thrive through the decades and centuries!”

“I don’t know… but I would think that nearly fifteen thousand years as slaves to the High Coven have given my people a unique insight on freedom and the costs of that freedom in both life and history. The labor camps, the rape of our females, the murders and being used in some cases as a food source for the High Coven. I would think experiences like that would somehow give us a kinship, just as it has with the elves, the Hadarians and the Algolian people. We all have endured these things, yet we worked together through the years to finally throw off the repression of the High Coven to be once more be free.” Andro answered calmly. “But then again… we are not walking around with this chip on our shoulders declaring we are superior to you in every way. And you just might be surprised at what I know of your people sir.”

“You know nothing!” Coren snapped.

“I know of the building of Mydala City by your ancestors.” Andro spoke softly meeting his eyes. “How Ryand Re Mydala laid the first stones of what is now called Regent Center on Austrova.” Andro saw Coren’s eyes go wide. “I know how your ancestors first began to chart the stars and how they formed the Re Mydala Shipping Company. And then how your great great grandfather branched off and built the Mydala Engineering Corporation. You are the largest Engineering Corporation within the Vanari Empire now if I’m not mistaken. A family that many look up to and hold in high regard. And I know of the pride felt by your children for the name they bear.”

“How… how do you know these things?” Coren snapped.

“I know that when your older brother married Ardan’s daughter, your families became tied together forever. Just as it was when you took Devra Lan Semina as your wife. Just as it is with all Vanari who conduct the Joining Ceremony isn’t that right? Semina… that is your family retreat isn’t it Devra?” Andro turned and looked at her. “I understand it is very beautiful there in the spring.”
Even Ardan came to his feet now with wide eyes. “How… how do you know that?” He gasped. “Devra?”
Devra shook her head quickly. “I… I have never spoken of that with him.” She said quietly.
Andro smiled as he looked back at Coren. “Guess I’m not so stupid as you first thought huh?” 

“Caliria!” Devra gasped her eyes wide.

Ardan and Coren turned to her. “What? Devra… what are you saying?” Ardan asked. “Caliria is a prisoner of the Syndicate! How could he know these things?”
“These are things… these are things only a Vanari would know Ardan!” Devra told him. “These are things that only our families would know. Androcles has touched her Ardan. He has touched her within Mindvoice. These are things Caliria as shown him! With her mind!”

Andro’s eyes never left Coren’s face. “Our… my Inamarno… she wonders why her own father does not love her. She wonders why the color of her hair makes it so he has forsaken her and why he never looks upon her with pride at all she has accomplished.”

“You… you don’t know these things!” Coren snapped. “You… you are either making them up or you and your kind are working with the Syndicate and that is how you got the information!”

“Coren you fool!” Devra shouted.

Andro chuckled. “Stay tuned Regent Re Mydala… and you will see how closely I am working with the Syndicate!” He began to turn away and stopped. Tastia gasped loudly when she saw his eyes suddenly change and his wolf fangs extended fully. “There is something else you should know Regent Re Mydala.” Andro spoke turning back around.

Coren never saw the head butt coming, and he was in no way prepared for it not that it would have mattered. Andro’s forehead smashed into his cheek with enough power that it sent him reeling back into the bulkhead, savage pain lancing through his face and head and stars crisscrossing in his eyes as he slumped to a sitting position. The natural bones of a pureblood Lycavorian were much denser and harder to break than most species, including the Vanari, and the blow felt as if someone had hit him with a piece of stone or board. Coren’s hand came up to the side of his face immediately and his light blue colored blood seeped between his fingers.

“You will know this Coren Re Mydala!” Andro snarled as he stood over him. “I will go to this planet and I will take my Inamarno from them! And I will love her until it takes her breath away! We will love her until she knows nothing else! And every single individual who has had a hand in defiling her in any way will answer to me! I do not care what species they are or what color their skin is! I will find them… and I will leave them to rot in their own blood in a sewer somewhere, be they Icalro Alliance, Orionis Syndicate or even Vanari if that is what I discover!” Andro reached down and yanked Coren up by the front of his shirt, hauling him up and pinning him to the bulkhead so that he dangled six inches off the deck. “And make no mistake Coren Re Mydala, what I told that fool before I killed him I meant with every ounce of who I am!” Andro glared at him with wolf eyes as Coren tried to pry his fingers from his shirt.

“Release me!” He growled.

“You… you are a poor excuse for a father Coren Re Mydala.” Andro hissed at him. “You dismiss your own blood because of the color of her hair! What parent could dismiss their own child? Devra risks all… Arduri, Naesta and Nirilo risk all that they are to help me and all you are concerned about is yourself and how it will look if you are discovered here.”

“Androcles… please!” Devra spoke moving closer to him. “Release him please!”

Andro turned and looked at her for a short moment before turning back to Coren. “You have no conception of the strength within her Coren Re Mydala. The passion. A strength and passion she got from you! And you dismiss her!”

Devra stepped up next to him and placed her hand on his arm unafraid of him. She would never be afraid of the him, not after what she now knew. Not after falling so hopelessly in love with Bren. She would never fear them again. “Androcles… please.” She said softly. “Release him. This… this accomplishes nothing.”

Andro pulled his hand back and let Coren drop to the floor. “One day Coren Re Mydala, one day you will wake up and discover that your arrogance has robbed you of everything that you care about. And you will have no one to blame but yourself.” Andro stepped back from him and took a deep breath. “A word of advice from a lowly Lycavorian to a superior Vanari like yourself… call me or any of my people animals again Coren Re Mydala and I will show you just how insignificant you truly are.”
Andro turned and moved back to the table, Arrarn holding out the data pad to him. He took it and held it out to Ardan who stared at him with wide eyes. “Regent Vu Lamurrion, you will find all the information we obtained from our interrogation of the OSG prisoner we have on this data pad. Her injuries prevented further questioning at the time, but once she is fully healed we’ll discover more. She is locked down in our medical bay right now and if you wish, you can provide me a list of questions you might have to ask her.” Ardan watched as his eyes returned to normal and his fangs slowly retracted until they were once more normal. He reached out slowly and took the pad. “My intent is to try and take as many of these OSG midaeus that we find alive, but given the actions by the others, that may not be possible. I would advise against questioning her directly since she did not see any of you and keeping your presence here secret for now is the better tactical decision.”

“You… you are just giving this to me?” Ardan asked stunned.

“Regardless of what Regent Re Mydala may believe, we are not your enemy, nor have we ever been.” Andro told him. “Feel free to roam my ship sir. We will arrive at our destination in roughly thirty hours, and I have given you access to all but our sensitive systems. If you have any questions or you would like to talk, feel free to contact me at any time. If you will excuse me now.”

Ardan watched as Andro took Sadi’s hand and they exited the conference room without hesitation. Arrarn followed him, Deni and Lisisa right behind him. Bren had come to his feet now and he waited patiently as Devra stepped up to Coren. 

“Your… your incredible stupidity astounds me Coren.” She hissed at him angrily. “It truly astounds me.”

“As if you care about me.” Coren said softly.

“Oh I don’t Coren.” Devra popped right back. “I stopped caring about you many years ago because that is when you stopped caring about me, but if you in some way endanger this mission to get Caliria back and Androcles doesn’t kill you himself… I will!”

Coren watched her with wide eyes as she turned and reached for Bren’s outstretched hand. She grasped it tightly and moved with him out the door of the conference room. Coren watched as Nirilo shook his head and he took his sister’s hand and they followed their mother. Tastia even looked at him with contempt before she too exited the room. 

“Coren… perhaps we should talk.” Ardan spoke as he settled back into the chair.

CURILA 6

Naesta entered the research lab holding the mug of tea and feeling more rested than she had in weeks. The nights here were wonderfully quiet and pleasantly warm and comfortable. The quarters she had assigned to her allowed her to open the entire ceiling above her bedroom to the stars in the sky and she had spent the first hours here under those very stars contemplating everything that had taken place so far. She was entering her third day here and already her level of hope had risen higher than it had ever been. Anja, Sivana and Ceuma were nearly tireless in their work, and between the three of them Naesta doubted if any Vanari medical doctor could possibly compare. It helped that they had the skills they did, the metaphysical radiation that surrounded their world enabling them with incredible healing powers that they could call on demand, but their knowledge was superior to any Vanari doctor she had ever witnessed. Naesta had no doubts they were closer to finding a way to remove the hold the Orionis Syndicate had over her people than any scientist had ever been. 

At least until Caliria. 

Naesta firmly believed that she had been targeted on purpose by the OSG because she was so close to finding the answer. And if that was the case, then Caliria had been betrayed by their own people, for very few Vanari knew what she and the others had been working on and only one of them could have told the OSG. Naesta found she was not as trusting as her mother and sister, and she was far more pessimistic about the manner in which her sister had been taken. Her time here had been eye opening as well to say the least. There was a serious cloud hanging over everyone here because they all now knew that their fellow lover and Queen was being held hostage. Yet even with this cruel knowledge she could not help but be amazed at how they continued forward. She had sat with them for dinner the previous two nights, Wayonn and her listening to them speak of their children and intentionally avoid all talk of their Queen and lover For'mya. The younger children made them laugh at their antics with their dragons as they scampered about the huge dining room. She heard stories of all their children growing up, but the ones that interested her the most were the stories of Androcles and his father. As each hour passed, Naesta came to firmly believe that he would rescue Caliria no matter the cost and she would become his wife and mate. If he was anything like his father, who she had watched constantly nudge Anja and Aricia during all hours of the day and night, Naesta knew her sister would finally know true love. She knew Wayonn was spending a great deal of time with Martin Leonidas, and that he was nearly always with the men and women who had come with them to this planet. While she may have been very young by many standards, Naesta was still a Vanari Cadre Commando and her experience and knowledge told her that these men and women were training for something. And their skill and confidence far outstripped her own. They would disappear for hours on end, returning at odd hours of the night for the last two days, and this was the biggest factor in her suppositions. 

After the display they had seen when they first arrived, Naesta was taken aback by the way Martin Leonidas greeted the ebony skinned vampire clone. All the pain the vampires of the High Coven had caused him through the years, yet he greeted this one as if she was a lost sister. Their embrace was heartfelt as she watched the tears fall from the woman’s eyes and her once tense face became peaceful and sedate. Naesta knew she had much to learn still about these men and women, but now she actually looked forward to obtaining this knowledge. They gave of themselves without question and asked for nothing in return, just as Androcles had done on his ship when he first brought them to Earth. They were most definitely a different breed as her father had said once, but Naesta Re Mydala found herself coming to realize that was not such a bad thing at all. As she lifted her green eyes, she saw the two reasons why these things were becoming easier to believe every minute. 

Ceuma sat at the U shaped work station, medical computers and databanks all around her. She was talking to the tall ebony skinned Spartan who Naesta knew was her mate Joci and he was paying rapt attention to her. Naesta’s time these last two days with Ceuma had given her much pause in her thinking, for that single touch when Ceuma had pulled her close and shielded her nakedness from her husband had sent such blissful tremors through her body. She had tried to spend as much time with her as possible over these last two days to see if perhaps it had been nothing more than a fluke, yet no matter how many times Naesta had brushed against her, the same thing had occurred. What was even more startling was the fact that Ceuma’s husband only caused these feelings to increase and become stronger. His dominant presence, the confidence and possessive way he treated Ceuma made Naesta even more excited. When she sat with them for dinner, she made sure she sat beside Ceuma, but she found what she really wanted was to be sitting between them. She wanted to be sitting between them and be the focus of their attention. That she was drawn to Ceuma’s beauty was without question, and because she was Vanari, this did not bother her even though it was not something she had actively considered before coming here. What surprised her more than anything was the strong attraction she also felt for Joci. His ebony colored skin and powerful muscles were almost too much to gaze upon and just last night Naesta had begun to imagine what it would be like to be in bed with them both, something she had never done before with anyone. As she moved closer they both smelled her as she knew they would and looked up.
“Naesta!” Ceuma called. “Good morning!”

Naesta gripped her tea tightly in her hands to help in keeping her emotions under control as she walked up to them. “Good morning.” She spoke with a smile. “You… you are here very early.”

Ceuma nodded. “Joci and I went running.” She answered. “I am still learning how to do things as a wolf and I practice whenever I can.”
“And you are learning very well.” Joci told her with a smile.

Ceuma chuckled as she looked at him. “You are bias husband.” She said turning back to Naesta. “I lost my footing making a sharp turn this morning and took an unexpected bath in the river.” She said sheepishly. 

“Drying you off with my tongue was very pleasant though.” Joci said leaning over and nuzzling her cheek and neck.

Ceuma’s eyes closed briefly as she reveled in his caress and his aura. “Yes… yes it was.” She stated blissfully. “Very pleasant indeed.”

Naesta couldn’t help but smile at their interaction with each other. It was the same with the King and Anja and Aricia, and she saw it as well with Sivana and Belen and they had been together for over two decades she knew. It appeared that no matter how many years passed, it was true that Lycavorians never lost their desire for their mates or the need for physical contact with them. Naesta moved closer to Ceuma and her jade green eyes opened once more to look at her. That is when Joci detected the small spike in his mate’s basil and lime scent. His dark eyes glanced quickly at Naesta and realized that she was the cause. Her banana kiwi scent was sweet and it to was spiking as Naesta stood next to Ceuma. He felt Ceuma’s hand drop to his thigh and she squeezed tightly to try and center herself as this Vanari female moved close to them. Their combined scents were swirling around him and he had to admit, it was a very intoxicating combination.
“Anja and Sivana are not here yet?” Naesta asked surprised.

Ceuma shook her head. “Anja is with Martin and Aricia and I doubt we’ll see her today. Dysea arrived early this morning with Isabella and they went to greet them.”

“She is the elven Queen who was captured by those Immortals?” Naesta asked.

Joci nodded his head. “She was rescued by other Immortals and her children yes. They destroyed the base of the pirate scum that were holding her and she came here to be with the King and her fellow Queens. Queen Isabella is nearly eight months pregnant with the King’s son and she and Dysea are very close.”
“Sivana and Belen are spending the morning with their younger children, but she will return in a few hours.” Ceuma told her staring at her with those jade green eyes. She blinked several times and then turned to her instruments. “We had the computers running a Cellular Composition Breakdown program during the night.” She answered quickly.
“A breakdown of what?” Naesta asked.

“We are isolating the empirical formula of the different compounds in the Syndicate’s weapon.” Ceuma replied. “If we can isolate all of them, then we can determine what chemicals are best used to either negate them or destroy them completely. Once we have that, it is just a matter of devising a reverse empirical formula and making our own compound.”
Naesta looked at her. “That’s it?” She asked surprised.

Ceuma laughed. “Well… it’s not as easy as it sounds… but essentially yes. The medical equipment and computers you see here were designed by Hadarian Scientist and Engineers and they used technology from the Mindvoice ship to base their construction. Anja says that Avi, the Avatar of City Ship 41 downloaded billions of data modules into the computer cores that are under this facility. It is the most advanced medical computer anywhere in the universe and…” Ceuma’s head turned as the panel in front of her began to chime insistently. Her eyes grew wide at the information that was scrolling over the screen and she began to type furiously. “By the Gods… it did it!” She exclaimed.

Naesta’s heart nearly leaped from her chest as she pressed closer. “What?”

“It did it!” Ceuma retorted again. “It found the exact formula!”

“Formula for what?” Joci asked.

Ceuma looked at him. “The formula that we need to manufacture an antidote to counter the Orionis Syndicate weapon!” She gasped. She turned back to Naesta whose eyes were wide in disbelief. “Naesta… this…”

Naesta looked at her. “Please… Ceuma… please tell me this is not a joke.”

Ceuma shook her head. “It’s no joke!” She exclaimed. “I must get Anja and Sivana down here to confirm the data but I know I’m right! Your sister’s calculations on the mutating mitosis isotope structure of the compound is what did it… but it’s very real!”

Naesta stared at her for a long moment. “Thousands… thousands of years!” She gasped. “For thousands of years… we have suffered the fear! In… in only three days you do this?”

“Well… your sister did do quite a bit of the work and…” Ceuma’s words were cut off as Naesta stepped forward and covered her lips in a sizzling kiss. Her eyes flew open in surprise, but to Joci’s disbelief she did not pull away. Ceuma’s scent spiked incredibly and she actually felt her body become flush and extremely aroused. As Naesta deepened the kiss Ceuma’s eyes closed almost dreamily and she responded to the kiss with equal fervor. It lasted for several moments before Naesta got control of her emotions and pulled away quickly, her eyes wide in shock at what she had just done.

“Ceuma!” She gasped. “Oh… please… please forgive me!”

Ceuma’s eyes opened slowly and she looked at her while leaning back against Joci for support. She reached up to touch her lips with her fingers as she shook her head slowly. “No… it’s…” Ceuma’s hand dropped once more to Joci’s thigh and she squeezed even harder than the last time. “I should… I should call Sivana so she can… so she can verify the information.” She got up from her seat and moved across the room to the COM panel. As she entered the code for her sister, Ceuma once more reached up to touch her lips and wondered why she was feeling what she was feeling.


By the Gods this is what she had needed for so long.


Their bodies were covered in sweat, their naked flesh glistening in the sunlight that came into their room from the open ceiling. Their bed had no sheets on it; they had lost them in the first minutes of Martin carrying her into their room and stripping her uniform from her. Dysea was in phase yes, but her Nauta Melme knew what she needed, what she wanted without any words passing between them. She hadn’t even gotten completely off the ramp before she could smell him in the early morning air, twilight just beginning to creep away. Even with Anja and Aricia waiting at the end of the ramp, Dysea had shifted and was sprinting into the distance, her nose honing in on his powerful mint scent. She discovered him standing outside the door to their private home waiting for her, and in two final bounds she was in his arms and he carried her here. 

It was here that all the horror and humiliation of the pain she had endured was finally washed away. She had thought perhaps he would be different knowing what she had suffered through at Phy'iad’s touch. Dysea she have know better, for the moment his lips came down on hers; he did as he always did and he stole her breath away. Her lithe elven body was on fire for her mate and he did not hesitate for an instant and he never disappointed her. He could make her sing to the heavens with just his exquisite touch, and as his fingers and hands explored her body once more, the memories began to fade away. When he sank his wonderful cock into her completely and just held himself there, all that had happened to her disappeared, leaving only Dysea Leonidas. And then he made love to her as if his very life depended on it. The passion was beyond what she had felt in their twenty plus years together, the desire and adoration more than she could process, and exactly sixteen minutes after she arrived Dysea Leonidas was lost in a realm of pleasure only her Nauta Melme could make her feel.


Their lovemaking in the last four hours had been urgent and demanding as well as soft and so very gentle. Each massive orgasm he caused her to feel restored more and more of who she was. Each sweet kiss he gave to her, each sensual nuzzle of her elven ears; every single caress of his fingers on her skin restored her soul and her being. Cirith had been so right when she said that he was what she needed to fully be herself once more. Even Cha'talla had known this, and while Dysea never questioned it herself, she did not know how he would react. She should have known better. They had been together for too long, all of them; they had been through too much as husband and mates, as lovers and friends. Whatever fears she may have had before returning here were gone before the sensations from his first kiss had waned and the full power of his aura engulfed her in its beautiful warmth.


Dysea breathed deeply of his minty scent, his lips and nose nuzzling the hollow of her throat, his beautiful cock twitching with the final spasms of his own orgasm deeply buried within her depths. Her limbs tingled in delight, her heart and senses raced with desire, and her mind sang with love. His weight above her, her long legs wrapped around his hips, always made her feel blessedly safe and secure and that had not changed. He lifted his handsome face and stared into her emerald eyes, leaning closer to nuzzle the front ridge of her elven ear before he claimed her lips again for a kiss filled with commitment and love. When he finally pulled away he stared at her, reaching up to brush some stray strands of her platinum colored hair from her cheek.


“It has been too long Melda Min.” He spoke softly leaning his face close to nuzzle her cheek again. “Tell me what you want from me Melda Min. What can I do to…?”


Dysea took his face in her hands and kissed him hard. “You… you have already done it Nauta Melme.” She answered him with a bright smile. “Just feeling your arms around me… what you make me experience… that is what I needed.” She rasped out the words to him. “I am myself again my handsome husband and mate.”


“I have missed you Melda Min.” He said. “I have missed your scent and aura swirling around me.”


“Am I… am I still sweet to you Nauta Melme?” She asked him wanting to hear the words that always ignited bliss in her veins.


Martin smiled and used his tongue to trace the hollow of her throat once more, dragging the tip up to her chin. “As sweet as cherries in full bloom Melda Min.” He whispered back and watched her smile in happiness.


“You… you are so good to me Nauta Melme.” Dysea said. “So good to all of us.”

“You are my life Melda Min… you know that. All of you.” He told her. “Nothing could make me forsake any of you. Ever!”


“I know.” She said bringing her hand up and stroking his cheek and the scar that ran vertically over his right eye. “Kinsoaurgai lives Nauta Melme. She lives and you must never lose hope.”


Martin nodded his head. “I haven’t lost hope Melda Min. It’s troubling not being able to feel her within Mindvoice. I have… I have grown so used to having all of you within my mind and always being able to touch you. I know it’s because of these things they made… these inhibitors they put inside you and her but I…”


“What?” Dysea asked him.


“I blame myself for what has happened.” Martin told her. “I should have taken the High Coven out a long time ago. I should have taken every ship we have and finished them years ago. I should have killed my brother that day in Sparta. All of this… everything that is happening is because of the my indecision Melda Min. Because I did not do what I should have done. What my instincts called for me to do.”


“You can not blame yourself for others actions Nauta Melme.” Dysea told him. 


“I can and I do.” Martin said. “Zarah, Andro, you and now For'mya. Everything bad that has taken place is because of what I failed to do even though I knew then I should have. We have... we have raised our children to not do the one thing I have always done. I have held back. I almost killed my son Melda Min and now he alone bears the burden of what I should have done long ago. I didn’t see past the veil of darkness that Aikiro created and look what they did to our daughter. And now… I allowed a traitor to do to me what a traitor did to my father and For'mya is enduring god knows what because I failed.”


Dysea took his face in her hands firmly and stared at his delicious dark brown eyes. “You listen to me Martin Leonidas. Yes… you have made decisions in the past. Decisions that you felt were the correct path to follow. Do not doubt or second guess those decisions for they are what has made you the man you are. All we want… all we have ever wanted is to leave in peace and watch our children grow. To have more children and watch them grow as well. There are others who do not wish to leave us alone Nauta Melme. They want what we have… what we covet. You are not like them… and because you are not like them… because your Spartan blood is honorable and wise and pure, you will never be able to predict what these monsters will do.”

“That doesn’t… that doesn’t bother you Melda Min?” Martin asked.


Dysea shook her head with a smile. “Not in the least.” She answered. “For the man that claimed me so long ago and the man who still makes my elven and wolf blood scream out for him, that man is you Nauta Melme. The man you are now. The man all of us love without pause or regret. You may think you have failed, or that you are responsible in some way, but you are not. What you need to do is acknowledge this my love. Acknowledge that you are not like them and then act as the man you are. I will tell you… the man you are… that man is more cunning and savage than they could ever be, but he is also compassionate and loving and filled with wisdom. That is what gives you your strength Nauta Melme. That is the man we love… and that is the man every Spartan alive would die for.”


Martin stared at her for a long moment in silence, taking in the curve of her four inch high elven ears and the slope of her neck and the outline of her soft lips. “Carian… you are just too beautiful and smart to be my wife and mate.” He said finally.

Dysea laughed then. She laughed and it felt so very good as she wrapped her arms around his head and squeezed him tightly. He drew back after a moment and looked at her. “Who is this woman you brought with you Melda Min. A woman who I can smell quite prominently all over you.”


“Her name is Cirith.” Dysea answered. “And she is meant to be part of our lives as surely as the sun rises in the morning Nauta Melme. She carries the blood of the fifth Ruling Bloodline in her veins Martin. She… she saved me my love. She saved my sanity. Bella and I have spent the last three days discovering all there is to know about her, but we both can feel it strongly. No doubt Anja and Aricia will feel it as well. I didn’t… I didn’t know how Bella would react at first… but they have become quite close in only three days.”


“Dysea… I…” Martin lowered his forehead to her chest between the valley of her large firm breasts.


“No Nauta Melme… you will discover it in your own time, but we can not dismiss her coming into our lives now.” Dysea told him. “She has believed for so many years that she was to be your father’s second mate and wife, but when she came with her father and was finally among us she knew the truth of it. We knew what her place was. That place is with us.”

“Have I no say in this?” Martin asked looking at her.


Dysea’s emerald eyes shone back at him and she smiled brilliantly. “No.” She stated confidently.


“That is not…”


The COM panel burst into life then and Anja’s voice filled their room. “Martin… Dysea, you had better come to the SECURE conference room in the main living area.”


“What is it Red?” Martin asked.


“It’s Andro Lover.” She answered him immediately. “He’s contacting us from the Secure Conference Room on the SCIMITAR.”


“The SCIMITAR?” Martin asked looking up.


“Melyanna… it’s not Resumar or…” Dysea began.


“No… not directly. Get here as quick as you can both of you. He was going to gather some others and then reestablish the connection before they go dark.”


Martin’s combat senses came alive then. “Why are they going dark Red?” He asked.


“Something to do with the Icalro Alliance lover.” Anja answered. “And if the look on his face is any indication, I don’t think it’s going to be a vacation visit either. Someone associated with the Icalro Alliance tried to kill him and Sadi and the others on Cranae Island last night Marty. And lover… he says he has found out where For'mya is.”


Martin looked at Dysea beneath him and he began to extract himself from her arms. “Red… we’ll be there in five minutes!” He spoke quickly.

SCIMITAR

EDGE OF EARTH’S SYSTEM


“…talk to me boy! This is a big risk we are taking by talking like this.” Martin spoke from within the transmission image of the holodisc. “Where are they holding your mother?”

Outwardly the Secure Conference Room was nothing more than a smaller version of the main conference room near Andro and Sa'sur’s Ready Rooms. There were many differences however, and very few men or women knew of the real differences. The entire room was laced with dragon armor inside the walls, providing an additional layer of reinforced armor combined with the bulkhead armor. There were Mindvoice dampeners set up within the corners of the room, power dampeners in the floor, and the most sophisticated communications network that existed except for on Earth or Apo Prime. Each LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser had such a room, though only those ships that carried the Royal Family were equipped with technology added by Avi himself. Powerful emitters that were beyond most normal means carried by ships for communicating because they were actual Pralor Communications Nodes conformed to act within the holotransmission making them the most secure means of communicating anywhere in the universe. The range of these rooms was somewhat limited due to the dragon armor that encased the bulkheads surrounding it, but speaking from within Earth’s system to Curila 6 was relatively easy.


Devra and Ardan were among the people Andro had included in this transmission, much to Ardan’s surprise but not to Devra. It could seat twelve people at the table, and among those sitting down with Devra and Ardan on one side were Sadi and all of Andro’s mates. On the opposite side of the table, Arduri sat with her brother and Dutkne. She had refused to join her father at his request and instead now sat beside Normya and Tastia. Denali, Arrarn, Jomann, Bren and Tir'ut stood along the back of those sitting, all of them facing the large holo projection of Martin Leonidas and their mothers from Curila 6. They could see all of their mothers in the background, including Wayonn as well as Cirith sitting beside their mother Isabella on the couch.


Andro sat on the edge of the table directly in front of the image of his father. Devra, Ardan and Tastia were struck by how much he looked like his father, and not just the physical proportions which were nearly identical. Martin Leonidas… a man they had heard of before and a man who was supposed to be dead. At least for the moment.


“It’s a risk that needed to be taken father. Resumar and Shiria apparently have a deep contact within the Kavalian…” Andro started.


“Don’t dance with me son…” Martin said softly. “Just tell us Andro.”


Andro looked at his father. “Cabelir.” He replied. “Their contact has reported she arrived on Cabelir sometime last night their time. She appeared in good health though mildly bruised and very confused.” Andro watched as his mother Anja reached for Aricia on the couch, and his other mothers clutched each other and his grandmother Gorgo. His eyes went back to his father who did not appear to be surprised.


“We figured a ship or something within Kavalian space.” Martin said shaking his head. “Not the Kavalian homeworld.”


Andro nodded. “It took all of us by surprise as well.” He said. 


“Your brother and Athani are still secure? Shiria and Dario as well?” Martin asked.


Andro nodded. “Yes. They are proceeding with the orders I gave to them to establish a resistance. Uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa are with them as well. Jalersi, Pian, Karun and Ardis went with them. Pian’s Pride has always been on the outside of the Kavalian government, they are considered nomads and wildcards. His… his love for Jalersi and hers for him now… it has made them enemies of the KFI. His Pride stands behind him and they are ready to help build this resistance.”


“Androcles…” Wayonn began as he moved closer. “Shiria… she must be protected at all costs!”


Andro nodded. “I have already made that very clear to Res and Uncle Isra Val’istar. If anything that endangers her becomes too serious they will put her on a ship for Earth. She may not like the way they do it… but it will be done.”


“What else?” Martin asked.


“The Galactic Court is convening a special session demanded by the Kavalians.” Andro said slowly. “They intend to explain their rensibfla actions and how it is all our fault and they were only protecting themselves because we chose to train the Coven dragons.”


“That is their reasoning?” Martin asked him wide eyed.


Andro nodded. “That is part of it father… the other part I believe is so they can officially announce our uncle’s claim to the throne of the Union and Sparta now that you are supposedly dead. Eliani had a theory on this but she is currently with a prisoner and I felt that is where she was needed most.”


“What’s her theory?” Martin asked.


“We didn’t get around to discussing it.” Andro replied. “We became… preoccupied with other more pressing matters. I will ask her about it soon but Tenna Deia is going to resume her role as Prime Minister and grandfather Panos will be appointed her deputy. They…”


“Andro… that is not what we had agreed upon!” Martin spoke.


“I know… but it is the decision I have made. Given that what has happened is not what we had expected… I’m changing things around so that it better suits us. Having Tenna in her role better suits us now… especially with what she has discovered about herself.” Androcles answered his father. “Besides… when have you ever been able to tell Tenna Deia that she can not do something?”


“She’ll become a prime target!” Martin protested.


“She knows this father.” Andro told him. “As do I.”


“You’re changing the plan son!” Martin said.


“Isn’t you who taught me that contact with the enemy always changes the plan. Even the best laid ones.” Andro said. “You can not go after her father. I see it in your eyes, and you can not go after her. Not yet.”

“I know that damn it!” Martin snarled. “Don’t tell me…” Martin caught himself quickly and shook his head. “Nubou!” He swore.


“Res’s contact is going to get mother a message.” Andro said quickly trying to reassure his father. “She is a tech with access to the area of the facility where she is being held. She will get her a message and give her hope father. To tell her not to do anything to provoke our uncle or this Prefect Keleru. To let her know that things are not as she has been told. If you attempt something now, you know as well as I they will kill her.”


Andro watched as his mother Aricia stepped up to Martin and took his arm. He knew she was pulsing him with her aura, calming him as only she could as his anome. Martin looked at her for a long moment before leaning over and nuzzling the top of her head and her cheek. He pulled her to him then, reaching out to take Anja with his other arm as Dysea and Isabella moved up to them as well and pressed close. Andro gave them a moment to sooth each other and then continued. 


“Laustinos has compromised us far more than we ever anticipated being compromised father.” Andro spoke softly. “Nesa and the others of her team are working diligently to find out how deep his treachery goes… but I have… I have instituted Storm Shadow as a result.”


Martin looked up then. “Storm Shadow? Androcles Leonidas… I gave Armetus strict orders about that plan. He was to destroy it and insure it never came to light!”


“Yes… I know. However… Armetus is still recovering and Marci is in command of the Krypteria now.” Andro answered.


“It is wrong Andro!” Martin spoke.


“No father… it is not wrong. What is wrong is us believing that others will not want to take from us what is ours.” Andro spoke. “What is wrong is us doing nothing to protect all we have come to care about. Storm Shadow will take the steps towards what we should have done a long time ago and even Tenna Deia agrees with me now. Our people… the Union… they will not bat an eye because they know it is what we need to do.”


“Andro… there are those in the Netnews who will crucify you.” Martin said.


“Nubou them!” Andro snarled. “They can move to the KFI if they don’t like it that much father!”


“King Leonidas… there are already people within the Senate, even the Netnews, people who are beginning to question how this could have happened.” Sadi spoke from her seat. “I think because it has they are beginning to question how and why. I believe they will demand something be done so that this never occurs again.”

“Sadi damn it… what have I told you about doing that?” Martin snapped. “You are my son’s Anome!”


Sadi looked at Andro with bright jungle green eyes and smiled. “I’m sorry.” She finally said. “But what I speak of is true… Martin. Lu'ria has told us of whispers her mother has heard among men and women on the Senate who question how this could have happened. They all say the same thing.”


“Damn it Andro… this is how it was back then!” Martin exclaimed loudly. “This is why everything went to sibfla back then!”


Androcles nodded. “Perhaps father… but we are not the United States of America and there are far too many species within the Lycavorian Union for that to happen. There are too many checks and balances that are already in place. Besides… I have already spoken to the one person who knows what grandfather would have done in this circumstance and she told me he would do exactly what I am going to do. I did that several years ago.” 

“What?” Martin gasped as he turned to where his mother sat on the couch.


Gorgo looked up from where she sat with Retta on her lap. “He’s right Martin. This is what your father would have done and in my opinion it is long overdue.”


“Mother you are talking about…” He began to speak.


“What we are talking about is the safety and future of our Union!” Gorgo spoke. “Had your father not died at Thermopylae he would have done the same thing in Sparta because of the High Coven. We had already talked about it then and Androcles is only doing what needs to be done.”


“Papa… you said it wasn’t nice to use bad language.” Retta spoke from Gorgo’s lap. “You and Andro aren’t being very nice.”


Martin Leonidas looked at his daughter then. Like Eliani she was all Anja in looks, with the exception of her eyes. They had started out as dark green orbs and now they were turning as dark brown as his were. Retta was also showing an aptitude and interest even at ten years of age for everything that went on around her and that is why she and Mara always seemed to be present now.


“I’m sorry Retta.” Martin said finally. “We’ll try to do better.”


“Yes we will sister.” Andro said with a smile. He watched his sister cross her arms in front of her and stare at them. Even from within the transmission the glint in her eyes was very visible. 


 “Rensibfla!” Retta finally blurted out.

The burst of laughter from both ends of the communication was loud and numerous. It also served to sooth everyone as Gorgo squeezed her granddaughter tightly and whispered in her ear.

Martin turned back to his son and looked at Andro from Curila 6. “If you are going to do it… make sure you do it right boy!” He spoke.


“I intend to father.” Andro answered. “I’m also going to send a courier to you with some other changes I have made or am going to make. Since you are dead, you can’t scream at me about them until you are officially back alive… so save it for then.” He said with a smile.


“Why would I need to scream?” Martin asked.


Andro met his eyes. “Trust me father… you are going to scream to the moon.” He said with all seriousness. “But since I am ‘King’ now, I have already set things in motion… and it will do you no good.”


“Why do I get the feeling I’m not going to like these things you have set in motion?” Martin asked. “I assume it has something to do with your blue skinned guests.” Martin spoke. “The ones like Naesta?”


Ardan’s eyes grew wider. “Is that where Naesta is?” He demanded. “Is she there? Is she safe?”


Ardan watched as Naesta moved into the cone of the transmission. “I am here Regent.” She answered. “And I am perfectly safe.”


“That is part of it yes.” Andro replied to his father.


Martin ignored Ardan and maintained eye contact with Andro. “I’m guessing Wayonn’s report was completely accurate?” He said.


Andro nodded. “Disgustingly so… though more from an unexpected source to be honest with you.” He replied.


“Figures. Expect the unexpected is becoming the norm for us and it sucks!” Martin spat. “And this group… these ISG idiots… the Kavalians hired them?” Martin asked.


Androcles nodded. “That is firm.” He answered. “Marci was able to get some information from the woman we took prisoner and…”

“Wait a minute…” Martin spoke quickly. “The initial report from Famus said you had two prisoners. A man and a woman.”


Andro nodded his head. “We did. The man… well let’s just say he made some rather unsavory comments about Eliani and thought he could feel her up in the process while he was threatening her life.” Andro spoke seeing his mother Anja look at him and press closer to his father.


“Andro she…” Anja began.


“She is fine mother. Jomann showed this man the error of his ways” Andro answered motioning to Jomann.


“How did you do that?” Anja barked at him.


Jomann stepped closer to the transmission. “I asked him politely to release her Queen Anja.” He spoke harshly. “He did. Then I shot him in the face for what he had done.”


Anja’s jade green eyes grew a little wider in the transmission when she heard the force with which he answered the question and the vitriol in his tone for what this man had done to Eliani. “Cyn forn Jomann.” Anja said softly.


“Innyne my Queen.” He replied without thinking and he quickly lowered his eyes when he realized it so he didn’t see Anja’s eyes gaze at him with something more than mere gratitude.


“And these are the same scum who are holding this chemical thing over Naesta’s people? The Vanari?” Martin asked.


Andro nodded. “One and the same.”


“So now these assholes have come here. And they took a contract on you and your mates put in place by the KFI?” Martin said. “They have involved themselves in something they had no right to involve themselves in.”


“This Orionis Syndicate Group is simply a branch of this Eridiani government father.” Andro said. “A shadow branch of their government. We don’t actually know how it all works but we know this is the case.”


“I can understand why the Vanari have never done anything to counter this.” Martin said softly. “I don’t agree with their thinking but I understand it.”

“That is no longer an issue.” Anja continued from beside him. “We… Ceuma actually… she discovered a medical counter for this chemical that they use this morning. I’ll send Eliani a coded sub space transmission with the formula to replicate a viable counter until such time as we can mass produce it Andro. It should be simple enough with the medical equipment you have on the SCIMITAR, but we’ll need to talk to the Sulfar to get an ample amount of what we need.”


Devra and Ardan came to their feet slowly now both of their faces showing disbelief. “Wait… you have found… you have found a cure?” Devra asked.


Anja nodded her head. “Yes. My sister Ceuma discovered it this morning.”


“Naesta… is this true?” Ardan asked looking at her in the transmission.


Naesta nodded from where she stood. “It’s very true Regent.” She answered animatedly. “I witnessed it myself! I have seen it!”


“But how?” Devra asked. “So… so soon!”


“Your daughter Caliria discovered the final component really.” Anja said. “All we did was to bring the compounds together in a viable molecular structure once we determined what the needed ingredient was.”


“Caliria?” Devra said softly. “She discovered it?”

Anja nodded. “Looking at the information you sent me in regards to her work I have to tell you… she is a brilliant researcher Lady Devra. Brilliant! I’d work with her anytime! I’m surprised your people did not discover this much sooner.”


“This… this thing you have developed?” Ardan asked quickly. “You can mass produce it?”


Anja nodded her head. “Once all the needed components are together yes.” She answered confidently.


“How… how is that possible?” Ardan gasped.


“The how doesn’t matter.” Androcles spoke quickly now. “Mother… will Eliani be able to fabricate say two dozen doses of this?”

Anja nodded. “Relatively easily as I said. Why?”


“We’ll need that many.” Andro spoke. 


It was Naesta who spoke now as she moved forward. “You… you are going to get her aren’t you Androcles?” She said softly.


Andro nodded his head. “Yes I am Naesta… and everyone else that they hold.” He told her confidently.

Naesta’s eyes were bright. “Thank you Androcles.”


Martin looked between the two of them and then settled his eyes back on Andro. “Care to fill me in Andro?”


“It is why… it is the other part of why I needed to speak with you father.” Andro replied. “I’m about to do something else that you probably will not be happy with…”


“Sibfla… that’s nothing new!” Martin popped. He looked quickly at Retta who simply stared back at her father with an impish grin. “Sorry Retta.” He turned back to Androcles. “Hit me with it… I just love bad news.”


“Father… the Icalro Alliance has been bringing Vanari into the Alpha Quadrant through Bontawillian space for at least three years, possibly longer.” Andro told him seeing his father’s eyes narrow and darken. “Naesta’s sister… Devra’s daughter… her name is Caliria father. She is my… our Inamarno.” Andro took a deep breath. “She is… she is meant to be with me… with us. She was captured several weeks ago and they brought her here. It is how the Vanari came to be among us. They arrived with Dutkne. I didn’t… we didn’t see it until they came here father, it was then that I could finally touch her within Mindvoice, albeit only through images because of the distance involved between us.”

“Androcles… the Vanari are not able to use Mindvoice.” Wayonn spoke coming forward again. “There is no known case of a Vanari ever being able to Mindvoice. It is almost as if they are unable to feel the threads of life within Mindvoice.”

“That would be the case Val’istar, had you not touched Devra and shown her what you did of our people while she carried Caliria in her womb.” Andro answered him calmly. “That connection…”


Wayonn’s eyes were wide. “I… I only did that in the hopes that it would allow her to see us for who we were and not who they thought us to be. I never meant… Devra you must believe me I had no idea it would…” He gasped. 
Devra shook her head. “I relish that you showed me that Wayonn… without it I would not have found what I have?”

“It… it affected Caliria as well?” Wayonn asked. “While you carried her?”

Andro nodded his head. “However it happened Val'istar, because of your powerful presence within Mindvoice, your connection with Devra stirred and then formed a very strong Mindvoice ability within Caliria. That is how I have been communicating with her these last days.”


“And Devra?” Wayonn asked.


Devra looked at him and shook her head. “I don’t… I don’t have these abilities Wayonn but that touch allowed me to see beyond the surface just as you had hoped.” She looked at Bren behind her. “It has also allowed me to find un-requiting love.” She turned back to him. “I don’t regret it for a single moment!” 


Martin held up his hand in the transmission and everyone stopped talking as he looked at his son. “You are sure Andro?” He asked him. “She is to be your wife and mate? All of you are sure?”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered.


Martin Leonidas finally made that last step into the future. He shoveled that final pile of dirt onto the man he had been and completely embraced who he should have been all along. He met his oldest son’s eyes from within the transmission.

 
“Then why are we having this conversation Androcles Leonidas?” He asked finally. 


“Because I am about to do what my blood calls for me to do father.” Andro answered. “And I don’t intend to hold back father... or let you call me off like you did before. Not this time.”


Martin nodded his head. “Then don’t.” He stated bluntly. “I don’t want you to hold back son! Not one nubous iota! You go there Andro and you take back what is yours and you make that sorry collection of oxygen stealing cockbreath ronnus rue the day that they decided to cross me!” 


“Martin!” Gorgo exclaimed as she held her hands over Retta’s ears.


“Thank… thank you father.” Andro said softly.


“Don’t thank me boy!” Martin said. “You are going to piss off a whole lot of people and make yourself an even bigger target.”


Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “As if that isn’t the case already.”


“You know where this special session is going to be Andro?” Martin asked him. “The Galactic Court and I aren’t exactly on the best of terms you know. They are the largest bunch of Universe First assholes that I have ever met! Makes me sick! How I ever got talked into letting them get power is beyond me.” Martin turned to stare at his mother on the couch and she squeezed Retta tighter but then looked away sheepishly.

Andro shook his head. “Then that makes two of us father and no… we don’t know. Not yet.” He replied evenly. “I doubt very much the Kavalians will want to come into the Union. I’m guessing they will request it be held on Hadaria with the stipulation that they be allowed to enter Union space unhindered to travel there since I destroyed the Gates around the system. They will undoubtedly demand that Retta and Calyb are there as well, no doubt to show that they and the new Hadarian government are working hand in hand.”


“Hand in hand my ass!” Martin snapped. “Wherever it is, I want you hardwired Andro.” Martin spoke. “I want to see and hear everything. And they aren’t even getting a whiff of your brother and sister so you can tell them to go fuck themselves on that issue.”


“Take Duewa with you when you go Andro.” Anja spoke now. “I want Buonau to pull her raggedy old hair out of her traitorous head knowing that Duewa has found a new life with Thoti and us.”


Andro nodded. “I thought as much mother and I agree. I doubt a supernova could get her away form him now.” He said. “Father… we are almost to our Jump Point. I need to go. I will contact you when I return and I have any additional information to pass on to you.”


Martin nodded. “Good luck son.”


Andro paused for a moment. “Father… I…”


Martin stepped closer within the transmission. “No my son.” He said softly. “Don’t say it… the blame lies with me and me alone. I can not… I can’t put into words the shame I feel Andro… for what I did to you. I can only hope… I can only hope you can forgive me one day.”

Andro met his eyes and took a deep breath. “There is nothing to forgive.” He stated finally. “There is nothing to forgive because that was not my father. You are my father and you defeated the demon that was controlling you and your actions. You defeated that demon and now it is my place to destroy her and the rest of her vile children. Another loose end that I will attend to shortly as well.”


Martin looked at his son with questions in his eyes but he did not press the issue. “It does not absolve me of my sins son.” Martin said.


Andro moved closer to the transmission as well. “Aren’t you the one who once told me we all have sins father. And it is these sins and mistakes that are part of us and make us who we are as long as we move past them and learn from them?”


“I… I did say that didn’t I?” Martin said.


“Forgiveness is also what you and our mothers taught me and my brothers and sisters and it is time to forgive and move past it father.” Andro said. “Seeing you there… talking to you now, it is time father. It is time.” 


Martin nodded his head. “Yes it is.” He stated softly. “Yes it is.” He drew himself up to his full height and looked directly at Androcles. “Molōn Labe son.”


Andro nodded his head. “Molōn Labe father.”
DREAMLAND SHIPYARDS

UNION NAVAL SPECIAL PROJECTS DIVISION


Ben O'Connor moved with confident grace down the corridor of the main station facility built into the largest of the asteroids in this system. He had been busy enough the last few days insuring that those Special Projects that they were working on here and they could actually field were being ramped up and transferred to other secure facilities within the fleet to begin mass production. He had kissed Tina and Endith goodbye nearly a week ago as they took the single new STRIKER DT Mark II upgrade to Curila 6. It was Martin’s personal ship and had several features that the standards ones would not. Each STRIKER DT Mark II that went to the Royal Family had these special features and Ben didn’t doubt that the pilots in the Leonidas family would be in their glory. After they had left, Ben threw himself into his work as he always did, while he cared for the two youngest of his children with his two wives. Tatiun was his half elf half vampire five year old son with Endith and the more active of the young ones. Roland was his six year old son with Tina and he was the more cerebral of the two. His boys occupied his time when his wives were gone, and though they hated to be apart, their reunions were always very promising. They love they had nurtured and allowed to grow between the three of them was more powerful now than it had been in the beginning, another side affect of being friends with Martin Leonidas no doubt. No matter the events that had brought them here, no matter the friends they had lost and buried along the way, there was no other place Ben O'Connor would rather be than right where he was.


Ben entered the secure lounge and saw all of his department heads sitting at the table chatting back and forth as they shared coffee and Danishes since it was still very early. Ben did not stand on formality here, they all knew who he was, how close he was to their King and how laid back he was in his command style. Until you screwed up that is.


“Morning people.” Ben spoke as he entered and moved directly to the counter where he poured himself a large mug of coffee. He added cream and turned to look at the men and women. He didn’t add sweetener to his coffee anymore, not after becoming a vampire anyway; it just didn’t sit well with his taste buds. It took a long while to get used to it, but Endith and Tina had commented on how much the cut back in sugar had improved his physical stamina and appearance. After hearing that, it was gravy.


Ben moved back to the table and tossed his data scroll to the polished top. “Sorry to get everyone out of bed so early… but I spoke with Andro last night about an hour after a new group of assholes tried to take him and Sadi and his other wives out in their home. Needless to say he was not a happy camper.”


“They were not hurt I take it?” The elven female asked.


Ben shook his head. “No… but he’s not happy like I said.”


“I wouldn’t be either Ben… not with how his wives look!” A human engineer threw out the comment. “Jeez! Imagine what someone would pay for one night with just one of them. And he gets all four!”


Frank Paulson was the Electrical Engineering Developer and one of the most brilliant minds Ben knew. He had been with them on EDEN BASE, and it had actually been his plan that allowed Admiral Wallace to retake the base in the way they had. He was crude at times, used foul language quite a bit, didn’t care who he pissed off and he could get power from a rock if it was truly needed. It was his way of coping with the stress of everything and everyone knew he was fiercely in love with his half Lycavorian and half elven wife and only acted as he did to keep his friends and those he worked with from snapping. He could make anyone laugh.


“I’ll make sure I let Itr’aas know you said that.” Ben spoke with a grin. “But he does take after his father in that regard no doubt!”


The elven female at the table hissed softly and completely for show. “Frank… you are such a pig!” She spat.


Tanel’ha was the second finest weapons researcher that Ben had on his staff and she could make a kinetic cannon from bamboo reeds. She really came into her own when the person to Ben’s right joined their team. Juque was the only Evolli on Ben’s inner staff, the designer of the T19 Dragon Killer and countless other weapons. What he thought up in his mind Tanel'ha put into practical application and they made a good pair. The nineteen other Evolli scientists that had defected with Juque also worked in one department or another here in Dreamland and none of them would trade their lives now for anything. The Union had shown them mercy and then provided them a new life and security. A life free of hate and death and they were among the most tireless of designers and workers as well as some of the most fanatically loyal. They had been accepted here in Dreamland for their work and none of the one million men and women of any species who worked within Dreamland’s huge borders looked at them in any other way accept friend and colleague.


“What did Soul Slayer want Benjamin?” Juque asked softly, his amphibian features slightly damp as they always here. He had taught himself to speak perfect English as well as the ancient Lycavorian language and was a fierce lover of history. Using the name the Evolli had given Androcles during the war was a sign of the ultimate respect and honor he held for Andro and Elynth as far as he was concerned and he steadfastly refuse to speak the name in his native language for obvious reasons.


“We aren’t going to like this are we Ben?” The Lycavorian that served as Ben’s second in command spoke from his seat to Ben’s left. Star Colonel Ymus looked at Ben from his chair. He had been Ben’s second officer since the birth of Dreamland and it was exactly that to him as an officer and a propulsion expert. A dream.

“Like is such a relative term.” Ben said.


“Cut the shit Ben… what’s going on?” Frank spoke. “You didn’t pull us all out of bed this early to trade war stories.”


“No… I didn’t.” He said. “What is the status of the Block One ARIZONA-Class ships that are still here?” Ben asked.


“BISMARCK and YAMATO have returned from trials and the MISSOURI will be back in two weeks.” Ymus answered immediately. “The data will be collected and disseminated and all the quirks in the systems will be worked out. Same as the ARIZONA and the HORNET.”

Ben shook his head slowly. “No.” He said softly. “Transfer all the data received from the Captain Lorian and align the Block Ones to the exact battle parameters of the ARIZONA and the HORNET during the action at Kranek. Recall the MISSOURI and do the same. Ymus have Captains Carstairs, Lucas, and Navierre prepare to embark on the BISMARCK, YAMATO and MISSOURI respectively when they return. I want all the remaining Fighter Wing selections that are slotted for us pulled from their normal duty rotations and brought here within the next two weeks. The YAMATO will join with ARIZONA’s Attack Fleet wherever she is when the time comes while the BISMARCK and MISSOURI will form the 2nd Attack Fleet. I’ve already done the job of informing docking control at the Nodon shipyards and the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers REIGN OF FIRE and STAR’S QUEST will be departing with their Strike Wings of Block One ships in two days for Dreamland. I realize that these ships were not slated to be their permanent commands, but things have changed.”

“What has changed?” Ymus asked.


“Ben… what is going on?” Juque asked.


Ben leaned back in his chair slowly. “Andro wants the Block One ARIZONA-Class ships ready.” He said.


“Ready?” Tanel’ha asked. “Ready for what?”

“Well… knowing his father like I do… and knowing that Androcles is not very different from his old man no matter how much he tries to be. My guess… my guess is that Andro is very close to doing a tap dance on someone’s face and our ships are going to be the ones doing the dancing.” Ben replied. “How long people?”


“Seven weeks at best.” Frank answered immediately. “More like nine even if we push it.”


Ben shook his head. “You have five weeks.” He said sliding the data pad out into the center of the table and tapping it gently.


“That isn’t possible Benjamin!” Tanel’ha told him leaning forward at the table.


“Ben… there are two dozen computer cores of information that need to be uploaded to the other Block One ships just from the Kranek engagement! We have to realign half the power conduits in the starboard landing bays just to bring it into line with the ARIZONA and HORNET specs that Colonel Randall sent to us. And those are the easy tasks. The weapons calibrations and power drain factor equations will take weeks just by themselves. That doesn’t include the fine tuning of the Quantum Drive. Or the LSD coils for intersystem travel!” Frank clamored. 


Ben leaned forward in his chair. “Listen to me all of you.” He said gently. “Andro has not made me privy just yet to what he is planning but that boy is like his father in every way when it comes to tactics. Some say he is even more cunning and a whole lot less forgiving. He’ll let me know soon but whatever he is planning it will be completely off the fucking wall, it will come out of left field and you can damn well bet it’s going to kick off a war! The Kavalians bastards have taken his mother, they damn near killed another and they almost got his father. They’ve tried to kill him twice and the last time they went after his wives and mates. Androcles is way pissed folks. He hides it well but when he starts to use cuss words I have never heard of, and he does it in nine different languages, I know he is pissed. I know him people; I’ve watched him grow up! He is like a surgeon folks, and when he starts slicing and dicing I want him to have the very best!” 


“Jesus!” Frank hissed softly.


Ben nodded. “His father may have started this program… but Miranda and him are very close. This is going to be Miranda and Andro’s project from now on and I don’t doubt he’s going to turn our toys loose with glee. I’ll do what I need too… I’ll get you whatever you need to do this… but we’ll get this done in five weeks.” Ben got to his feet. “In five weeks Androcles Leonidas is going to let the hammer fall… and it isn’t going to be pretty for whoever gets hit with it. Let’s get this done!”
SCIMITAR

NINETEEN HOURS FROM ONTAHE 

Brendi Faith’s dark brown eyes fluttered open slowly, squinting against the bright lights of the room she was in. She didn’t move at first, not wanting to reveal to anyone who could be watching that she had regained consciousness. She flexed her fingers and toes, relieved that they still responded to commands from her brain and then she tried to move her legs and arms. They wouldn’t budge, feeling as if a large weight was on them.


“Don’t try and move.” The female voice said.


Brendi’s head turned to the side on the bed and she groan as pain lanced through the side of her neck. She blinked several times and saw the figure of the woman moved up next to the bed she was lying in. 


“I told you not to move.” The voice said again. Brendi saw her hand reach out and then a brief warm sensation touched her neck and the pain vanished. “I have to deactivate the restraints or you will hurt yourself more.”


Brendi remained still as the woman lifted the data pad and typed quickly onto it. Instantly she felt the weight disappear from both her arms and legs and she turned her head quickly to see the long, silky burgundy red hair of the woman who had hit her initially and knocked her out in the bedroom of the villa. Eliani Leonidas stepped back a little and looked at her. Brendi’s mind clicked and the memories of the last few hours came rushing back, this particular woman hitting her incredibly hard and then the tall Lycavorian male shooting her without blinking his large blue eyes. She tried to sit up, groaning softly at the ache that filled her upper body. It felt like she had slept in an uncomfortable position for hours.


“That is the aftereffect of the drugs.” Eliani stated evenly as she leaned against the main computer station behind her. “It will wear off in a few moments now that you are awake.”


“Where… where am I?” Brendi asked as she continued to blink and focus her thoughts.


“The SCIMITAR.” Eliani answered. “My brother’s ship?”


“Ship?” Brendi asked looking at her still lying on her back.

“You can sit up if you want.” Eliani spoke. 


Brendi did just that and was going to come off the table bed ready to defend herself. As she swung her legs over the side and sat up she saw the two Lycavorians by the door, both of them watching her with something akin to a predator watching its prey. She turned her head back and watched as Eliani stepped closer to her and lifted the medical sensor probe.


“Don’t move or the readings will be off.” Eliani stated as she lifted the probe sensor and passed it over Brendi’s upper body. The medical gown fit loosely and for some reason made Brendi very self conscious. “Good…” Eliani said. “Damn… I do good work.” She finished as she lowered the probe.


Brendi looked at her. “You’re… you’re Hadarian?” She asked softly.


Eliani met her eyes. “I’m half Hadarian.” Eliani replied to her question. “But you already knew that didn’t you?”


Brendi reached up to her shoulder where she had been shot and pulled aside the off white colored gown. There was not a mark on her from where the kinetic round had punched into her flesh with terrible agony. She turned back to Eliani as she went back to leaning against the computer station. “You healed me?” She said.


“You’re no good to us dead.” Eliani said. “Something your partner didn’t understand too well.”


“He wasn’t my partner!” Brendi snapped. “You drugged me?”


“Yes. You were questioned for several hours before I had them stop.” Eliani answered. “You needed to heal.”


Brendi met her eyes. “I am… I am trained to resist drugs!” She stated.


Eliani shook her head. “Not the drugs we use.” She said.

“Why… why didn’t you kill me?” Brendi hissed then. “Isn’t that what your people do best?”


Eliani chuckled softly. “You come to my brother’s home and try to kill him and the women he loves and you have the gall to stand there and accuse us of being killers? We didn’t even know who you were until you attacked us.”


“That wasn’t me!” Brendi snapped. “The job against your brother was not sanctioned by…”


“By your Home Council?” Eliani asked seeing Brendi's eyes go a little wider. Dark, sultry eyes that were very appealing. She smiled. “You did tell us quite a bit in the two and a half hours that Marci questioned you.” 


“You’re Eliani Leonidas.” Brendi said softly. “Your mother is Queen Anja and you are widely considered to be one of the five strongest Hadarian Healers in the entire Union. You have an attitude, a temper that is almost as famous as your mother’s, and you just recently were mated to a Lycavorian, but you returned to Earth recently without either of them. Before him you were heavily involved with a vampire female and you don’t have a problem going both ways it seems.”


“Both ways?” Eliani asked her eyes narrowing.


“You sleep with both men and women!” Brendi snapped. 

“Ahh… both ways.” Eliani said with a smile as she understood the statement. “I see. Well it does have its advantages.”


“It’s disgusting!” Brendi popped.


“Don’t knock it until you have tried it sister.” Eliani quipped right back. 


“No thank you.” Brendi spoke seeing Eliani shrug her shoulders. “Why am I here?”


“As I said… you are no good to us dead.” Eliani told her. “And you are safer here on this ship than you would be on Earth.”


“It doesn’t… it doesn’t matter.” Brendi spoke softly. “I am… I am already dead.”


“You don’t look dead to me.” Eliani said.


“Your boyfriend is a lousy shot.” Brendi spoke reaching up to rub her shoulder.


Eliani blinked several times. “He… he isn’t my boyfriend.” She answered watching as Brendi looked at her oddly. “And he hit you exactly where he was aiming.”


“Where… where is the Major?” She asked.


“No one else from your team survived.” Eliani told her. 


“They are not my team damn it!” Brendi snarled. “I am not an operator like them!”


Eliani nodded. “Yes… we know. And that is the only reason why you are still alive.” She said moving up to her and reaching out with her hand, the palm beginning to glow with a soft white light. Brendi leaned back quickly, reaching up to snatch Eliani’s wrist. She heard two clicking noises and then was staring down the barrels of two P190A3 assault rifles from ten feet away. The two Lycavorian guards had moved far quicker than she had ever seen anyone move and the look in their eyes was anything but pleasant. “Let go of me.” Eliani stated softly. “I’m going to help you. If we had wanted you dead you would already be dead.”

Brendi met the gaze of her fern green eyes and slowly removed her hand. Eliani placed her palm on Brendi’s shoulder and the throbbing ache that was still there disappeared almost instantly. She watched her step back then and pick up the data pad and she began reading. “You are in excellent physical shape…” Eliani said. “You have a tad too much salt and caffeine in your diet…” She turned looking at her. “But you are in superior health otherwise.”


Brendi looked down at the floor. “I like my bacon and coffee.” She said softly.


“Yes… so do I.” Eliani said. “Would you care to tell me why you and your cohorts tried to kill my brother and his wives?”


“You questioned me!” She snapped. “Don’t you know?”


“I would not allow them to question you for more than they did because you were injured and needed further medical attention.” Eliani explained. “Marci only asked simply questions. Most of them in regards to who you were and how long you have been on Earth. Things of that nature.”

“You wouldn’t allow?” Brendi asked.


“Well… I am a Princess of the Union and the senior Medical Officer when my mother is not on Earth.” Eliani replied. “I do have some pull.”


“And what if I choose to not answer your questions?” Brendi barked. “Are you going to kill me too?”


“No… Marci will pump you full of enough drugs that you will tell us your most intimate secrets. You will tell us everything we want to know… unfortunately when she is finished you will spend the rest of your days in a mental hospital because there will be precious little of your cognizant brain left.” Eliani answered her. “I… I heard what you were arguing about with the others just before I pulled you out of the tunnel. I saw the way you reacted before…”


“Before your boyfriend put a bullet in me?” Brendi said.


“He is my brother’s Durcunusaan Captain!” Eliani snapped. “Not my boyfriend!”


“Whoa! Touchy subject I see!” Brendi popped. “The way he reacted to how the major was feeling you up and I would have guessed he was your boyfriend. He looked like he wanted to skin the major alive.”


“It is not a touchy subject!” Eliani stammered. “He is Durcunusaan and he will act that way with any of my family!”


“If you say so.” Brendi spoke not believing her for a moment. Her training had taught her to read people very well. “So he was Durcunusaan huh? Wolves of the Blood? The most feared troops in the Lycavorian Union. Outside of those members of Mjolnir’s Hand of course.”


Eliani crossed her arms under her ample chest and smiled. “Changing the subject will not work you know.” She said. “We already know that you have been on Earth for close to seven months. We know where you live; we’ve talked to those neighbors who knew you from your apartment building. According to them you were fitting in pretty well considering that you were living in a predominantly older section of Old Sparta and the men and women who choose to live there are usually men and women who were alive when my grandfather was King. Pretty bold of you really.”


Brendi shrugged. “I’m confident in my abilities.” She said.


“But you did not agree with what your team was doing.” Eliani said.


“Jesus Christ!” Brendi snapped. “They were not my team! How many times do I have to say that?”


“You were with them.” The new voice spoke from behind her. A deep male voice and Brendi whirled around quickly gasping in fear as she saw Androcles Leonidas behind her. She hadn’t heard him come into medical bay, or sensed him come up behind her. She staggered back her eyes wide as he drew closer to her.


“Shit!” She gasped in fear as she backed herself against the bulkhead while he stepped right up to her. Brendi heard a sizzling sound and her brown eyes grew wide in terror when he lifted his right hand and she saw the eight inch long psychic knife extended from his closed fist. “Fuck… what is…” Her words died in her throat when his opposite hand snatched her slim throat in its grasp and pressed her back against the bulkhead.


Andro leaned close to her… his azure blue eyes surrounded by a solid black ring and the tips of his dual wolf fangs visible from under his upper lip. He brought the psychic knife within two inches of Brendi’s left eye and she froze in his clutches, her hands gripping his left arm which held her throat. “You were with them.” Andro said once more. “You came with them to my home to kill my mates! My wives!”


“I didn’t know what they… what they were going to do until we got into the tunnels!” Brendi almost screamed. “They pulled me out of my apartment to go with them! They almost compromised my cover! I only provide intelligence! I’m not an operator!”


Andro glared at her. “Do you want to know what will happen if I shove this into your brain?” He growled at her. “I can do one of two things really… I can make it burn as it goes in, melting the surrounding flesh and bone and then fusing a very large hole in your skull. Or… I can make it so it sears the nerve endings in your brain and it will feel as if your blood is on fire. You won’t be able to stop it or make it go away and eventually you will go insane while you peel the flesh from your own body trying to get it to stop. Which do you prefer?”


“Jesus! Neither! I’m only an intelligence gatherer and analyst!” She screamed. “I don’t do operations! I’m telling you the truth!”


“Why should I believe you?” Andro snarled. “After what you have done… I should just carve you into tiny pieces and listen to you scream.”


“I’m telling you the truth!” Brendi screamed. “Please… I don’t want to die! You have to believe me!”


Andro stared at her for a single long minute and Brendi thought for sure her life was over. In the seven months she had been living on Earth among the older men and women of the Old Sparta District she had learned many things just listening to them talk among themselves. First and foremost of what she had learned was that King Leonidas and his sons Androcles and Denali had perhaps the most sensitive sense of smell of any Lycavorian living and they could smell a liar from three kilometers away. Brendi assumed that was an exaggeration of some sort, but staring at those azure eyes, she was no longer so sure.


“My sister believes you.” Andro spoke finally, his words soft and barely heard. “And I trust my sister.” Andro released her slim throat and stepped away from her, the psychic knife disappearing like magic and he watched Brendi reach for her neck and leaned heavily against the bulkhead for support. “You have a choice to make now. Tell us what we want to know freely or I will not hesitate to have you pumped so full of drugs that you will spend the rest of your days believing you are a fairy with wings and a wand.”

Brendi looked up at him. “It doesn’t matter… I’m dead already.” She stated. “As soon as the Home Council of the OSG discovers I have been captured my life will be forfeit.”

“Why?” Eliani asked moving closer.


“I’m an Intelligence Gathering. An analyst. We are not suppose to be used for operations! Especially not for ones that aren’t sanctioned by the Home Council. We are inserted to a place and all we are supposed to do is report back on what we discover. That is all!”


“You had the weapons.” Andro spoke. “The training to make it into the tunnels beneath my home!”


“We get rudimentary assault training!” Brendi barked. “Our real training is how not to get caught! How not to be discovered! How to fit in! I was specifically trained to be able to fit in among Lycavorians! To gather information on the Union.”


“Why?” Andro asked.


“Information is power.” Brendi spoke. “It can be used in any sort of ways!”


“Yet your Major accepted a contract on me and my mates posted by the Kavalians.” Andro spoke. “Why?”


“Because he got greedy!” Brendi barked. “He wasn't satisfied with the money he was being paid to transport and then sell the slaves in The Wilds. The OSG established a working relationship with the Kavalians almost a decade ago. I don’t know how they met or began to communicate. I wasn't told any of that. It wasn't in my training. The Kavalians used us because we were unknown and we are efficient! ”


Eliani moved up next to him and touched his arm. Brendi watched him look at her and after a few seconds of some conversation she could not hear he nodded his head. Brendi knew then she had said something to him within that realm of ability that all Lycavorians seemed to possess. Androcles stepped back out of the way and Eliani held out her hand to Brendi. “Get back on the table bed Brendi.” She said softly. “Nothing is going to happen to you.”


Brendi looked at her for a long moment before reaching out and taking her hand. Eliani guided her back to the table bed and as she sat down Eliani once more pulsed her neck with a surge of healing power and took away the discomfort from having Andro’s hand on her throat.


“Your life is forfeit right now. It belongs to me. To my mates. Answer every question I or anyone asks you and perhaps you may live.” Andro told her. “As I said… the choice is yours.”

“How… how do I know you won’t kill me anyway?” Brendi snapped.


“You don’t.” Andro told her. “But if you have been on Earth as long as you have then you must know something about me? About my family?” He moved closer to the bed. “Tell me what I want to know and I give you my word that no harm will come to you.”

“You… you can’t protect me. I’m dead anyway.” Brendi said softly.

“You keep saying that.” Eliani spoke. “Why?”

“Once it is discovered that I am alive the OSG will declare me a liability. A contract will be put on my head.” Brendi spoke. “I’ll be dead in days.”

“Nice people you work for.” Eliani said.

“It wasn’t by choice I’ll tell you that!” She snapped.

Andro turned and pulled over a chair which he offered to Eliani. He turned and motioned with his head to the two Durcunusaan at the door and they exited immediately. He turned back to Brendi as Eliani was settling into the chair and saw her eyes on the door as it shut behind the two men. Andro the data pad from the nearby work station and set it on the bed next to her and activated it.

“What makes you think they will find out?” Andro asked.

“They’ll find out… they probably already know.” Brendi said.

“And how would they know that?” He asked her.

Brendi looked at him for what seemed like an eternity without saying a word. “You’re right…” She said. “I do know about you and your family. I know a lot. I know that you and your father have never broken a promise you have made. You promise me that I will be kept secure, that I will be protected and I will tell you whatever you want to know.” She spoke finally.
Andro crossed his arms over his chest. “Why should I believe that?” He asked.

“You can smell when someone is lying… I know you can. All of your people can. We may undergo gene therapy, but even the Eridiani can’t hide the adrenalin dump into our systems when we lie. Am I lying to you?” Brendi asked.
“No.” Andro answered immediately.

“Why would you make this deal?” Eliani asked reaching up to put her hand on Andro’s arm before he continued. “If you are willing to turn traitor to the Eridiani then…”

“I’m not betraying the Eridiani!” Brendi snapped back at her. “I would never betray the Eridiani! But I don’t give two shits about the Orionis Syndicate! How do you think they got to be so large? They come to your home at night… they encourage your mother and father to offer you up for service to the OSG in return for protection and support in the future. Protection and support that never comes! If you refuse they are very polite… but the next week your business or your home might be destroyed by a mysterious explosion… or someone in your family might die in an accident! It’s all very subtle and non-intrusive, but their meaning is clear. Help them or suffer the consequences.”

“And this is how you got involved?” Andro asked.

Brendi nodded. “My older brother and I both.” She said. “He was sixteen and I was ten. They took us the next day… they promised to leave our younger sisters alone if my parents did this. They were only three at the time. They took us the very next day and we went to a training facility to begin our treatments. My brother…Corbin… he embraced the life. I found it harder… I didn’t like being away from my parents. I finally showed an aptitude for Intelligence and that is where I finally ended up. I spent twelve years in training schools and another four years training to come into the Union. Another eighteen months to learn my cover and get my background established.”

“The trinket shop you run in Old Sparta?” Eliani asked.

Brendi nodded. “Yes.”

“That seems like an awful lot of work for the Syndicate.” Andro said. “Why go to so much trouble?”

Brendi looked at him. “Because of your father.” She answered. “The humans on Earth aren’t like the ones before the comet. What happened afterwards… with the High Coven and then your father discovering who he was… it has made them more cautious. And then when they elected Charles Taylor as President…”

“He’s one of the Eridiani that left isn’t he?” Andro asked.

Brendi looked at him with surprise on her face. “You know about that?” She asked.

“Dutkne and Devra told me.” He said.

“Devra? Devra Re Mydala. The Vanari Regent?” Brendi asked him. “Wait… how do you know her? She’s one of the most influential Regents on their Board, at least for the younger generation of Vanari. How do you…?” Brendi stopped quickly talking and looked back and forth between Andro and Eliani. “You’ve met her haven’t you? You’ve made contact with the Vanari haven’t you?”
Andro made a decision that would either hurt them or help them in the long run but his senses told him that it was a good call. He turned and pulled another chair over and settled into it beside his sister. “Devra’s daughter Caliria…?”

“The dark haired one?” Brendi asked.

“You know of her?” Andro asked interested.

Brendi shook her head quickly. “No not really. Just field reports from other Intel people. I know she was becoming very vocal on Austrova in regards to equal rights for the dark haired Vanari and that she had been in school for some sort of Physics research. I stopped getting those reports when I came to Earth. How do you know about her?”

“Devra and Coren Re Mydala and their three children are at this moment eight decks below you.” Androcles told her watching as her eyes grew wide. “Some of your OSG cohorts made the mistake of kidnapping Caliria Re Mydala from Vanari space and they brought her here into the Alpha Quadrant. Caliria Re Mydala is to be my last mate and wife. I’m going to get her as we speak.”

Brendi’s eyes grew even wider. “Those idiots!” She nearly shouted. “I knew there had to be more to it!”
“More to what?” Eliani asked.

Brendi looked up at them. “If you go to get her… wait… you know where she is?”

Andro nodded. “She is within Icalro Alliance space. A slave world within their borders. They violated an agreement they made with my father many years ago about bringing slaves of any kind through Union space. All the Vanari your people have brought into this quadrant have traveled through Bontawillian space. A Union member and ally.”

“If… if you go to get her… the OSG isn’t aware that you have made contact with the Vanari people.” Brendi spoke. “If you show up there to get her… they’ll automatically assume that I am alive and you got the information from me!”

“I told you I would see to it that you are protected.” Andro said. “I will.”

Brendi shook her head. “My mother and father! My sisters! The OSG will kill them! They will automatically assume I was the one who gave you this information and they will kill them!” She spoke heatedly. “The OSG Regional Commander will send a hit team after them, he’ll order them tortured for any information they have! Then he’ll have them killed! I know he will! He’s a bastard!”

“You sound like you know him.” Eliani stated.

“I do! He’s my brother Corbin!” Brendi hissed. “And he’s an evil and cruel bastard who won’t think twice about killing our parents and sisters! Especially if he thinks it was me who gave you the information! You have to pull them out!”

“I’m truly sorry… I don’t have the resources to go into the Beta Quadrant after four individuals. And I will not wait to rescue Caliria. I’ve waited too long as it is.” Andro said. “I’m sorry.”

Brendi shook her head. “They aren’t in the Beta Quadrant!” She exclaimed. “They are on Edolus! They moved there during the last months of my training so that I could spend more time within them before I entered the Union. They are part of my cover… to make it seem real! They don’t know it but it’s true!” She nearly shouted. “I won’t tell you jack shit unless you get them out of there!”

“Miss Faith… you are in no…”

“Shut up!” Brendi barked. “I’ll tell you anything you want to know! I’ll give you names! Places! Events! I’ll even give you Vanari names! Anything that I know will be yours! You just get my family off Edolus before my brother kills them! I won’t help you otherwise! You’ll have to use your drugs on me because I won’t say shit willingly! And I will use every skill I have to get away from you and escape! They are innocent! They have done nothing wrong and I will not let them be the brunt of my brother Corbin’s twisted anger!”

Andro sat there for a moment and then got to his feet slowly. Eliani looked up at him. “Andro we could…”

“We won’t arrive in Icalro Alliance space for another twenty-six hours.” Andro said. “I will let you know what I decide.” 

“Andro you…” Eliani got to her feet.

“That is my decision Eli!” Andro barked at her. He turned quickly and left the medical bay without another word. 

Eliani looked at Brendi and reached out to touch her arm. “I’ll be right back.” She said. She turned and followed Andro out into the corridor. “Andro?” She shouted as she saw him enter the next room adjacent to the medical bay and she increased her pace. She got there just before the door closed and she saw Devra and Ardan standing in the room he had entered. Eliani ignored them and began speaking to her brother. “Androcles we…”

Andro looked at her. “Eli… you really need to learn to keep your emotions in check.” He said with a smile.
“What… what is going on?” She asked coming up beside him.

Andro turned back to Devra and Ardan. “Devra? Regent Ardan?”

“If she is an Intelligence asset like she says… what she knows could be invaluable to our people.” Ardan spoke softly. “Can you do this?”

Devra looked at him. “Ardan I thought you were of the same mind as Coren?” She said.
Ardan nodded his head. “I was.” He stated. “Not anymore.”

“What… what made you shift your feelings so quickly?” She asked.

Ardan met Andro’s eyes. “You did.” He said softly. “You called us friends just before you killed that man. Even with how Coren has treated you since he arrived… even with how you know the majority of our people view Lycavorians… you called us your friends.”

“Yes I did.” He stated.

“Did you mean that young man?” Ardan asked him. “Or is it simply because you believe Caliria will be your wife?”
“Yes sir I did mean it. And it has nothing to do with Caliria. You don’t believe she feels the same thing sir?” Andro answered.

“I don’t know what to believe anymore.” Ardan spoke. “With the exception of Devra here, no Vanari female has ever become the wife of a Lycavorian. Vanari females aren’t drawn to Lycavorian males.”

Devra chuckled softly. “Ardan my friend… you must really get out of the Regent Center more. I hear our younger females talk about it all of the time. And that is just with the Embassy personnel the Protectorate has. It is consider so taboo by the SBR and other Board members that it is only mentioned in whispers. And no one knows why.”
Ardan looked at her for a moment. “Perhaps you may be right Devra.” He said softly. “But what he speaks of… fate and the preordained? We have a strong faith Androcles… but what you speak of is almost impossible to believe. Caliria has never met you, never seen you. You say that you have somehow touched her within this Mindvoice ability your people have, but I can not bring myself to believe it.”

“Let me ask you a question sir?” Andro asked him.

“Yes of course.”

“Do you believe that the possibility exists that what I am telling you is the truth.” Andro asked him. “That everything happens for a reason.”

Ardan nodded his head slowly. “I can not deny that belief with everything I have seen in my life.” He said.

Andro nodded. “Then I will open your eyes sir. As long as you have that belief… leave the rest to me. Before we return to Earth, you will acknowledge everything I have said and a new door will open before you. It will be up to you whether you choose to walk through it. Now… back to this Brendi woman.”

“What she knows… what she knows could be precious information.” Ardan said. “With the knowledge that your mother has discovered a counter, a cure for their vile hold on us… she becomes even more valuable. And if she has names of Vanari… my people… names of those who are actually helping the OSG in some way I want them!”

“As do I.” Devra growled softly.

“You can do this? Get her family off this planet Edolus?” Ardan asked.

Andro nodded. “Yes. Easily.”

Ardan nodded. “Then let us make this the official first venture between our peoples Androcles Leonidas. And know that whatever happens I will lend my full weight behind a new beginning and a new relationship between our peoples. I do not know how many minds I can change but perhaps it will be enough.”

Andro nodded his head. “Very well.” He spoke. He turned to Eliani. “She seems to relate to you better Eli. Tell her I will do what she asks.”
Eliani breathed a sigh of relief. “Who goes?” She asked. “We can’t make a lot of noise with this Op Andro? And the Durcunusaan are already stretched pretty thin.”

“I know.” He said. “Get everyone together in Astrometrics and let’s have a quick head session. Tell her first.”

“Better yet… allow her to come to it.” Devra said.

Andro looked at her and nodded. “Good idea.” He said.

“That’s a big risk brother. She would see some pretty sensitive stuff.” Eliani said.

Andro nodded. “Yes… but if she turns out to be leading us on a wild goose chase then the last thing she sees will be my face as I vent her out of an airlock myself. I won’t matter what she sees then.”

Eliani nodded. “True enough.” She said. “I’ll get her and meet you in Astrometrics.”

Andro looked at Ardan and Devra. “Follow me.” He said.

