CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN

SCIMITAR

THREE HOURS FROM THE ICALRO ALLIANCE BORDER

“…don’t know fervon.” Resumar’s worried voice filled the Secure COM Room causing all of them to fidget in their seats. “Poysha said she almost didn’t react. She looked at her oddly but that was all.”


Andro turned from looking at the wall of the SECOMROM and his azure eyes fell on the crystal clear image of his brother. Eliani, Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia and Lu'ria occupied the seats around the large table with Denali, Arrarn, Narice and Toria. Jomann stood quietly to the side of the room by the door, his face still showing the fresh, two-inch long scar from the vicious blow Eliani had landed during their sparring match in her anger. He had shifted when he returned to his quarters and the scar was still pink, but healed completely. He had been standing in the same spot when Eliani entered the SECOMROM and had to force his eyes away from her when she looked at him. She was very subdued it seemed, and kept stealing glances at him even during Resumar’s report until it came to do with their mother. Then her attention was riveted to the holo image of her brother.


“Drugs?” Andro asked.


Resumar shook his head. “Poysha didn’t think so. She seemed to think it was more like she was… disconnected in a way. Lost.”

“Res… can we trust this woman?” Arrarn asked.


Resumar nodded his head instantly. “Shiria and her sister are here with me Arrarn.” He stated. “She has been working within the framework of the Kavalian High Command for several years. Shiria trusts her implicitly and she has been very forthcoming with me when I have spoken with her about odds and such. Yes… we can trust her.”


“Is there any word on whether they intend to bring her to the meeting?” Andro asked.


Resumar shook his head. “No… but you were correct in guessing that Hadaria is where they are going to insist the meeting take place.” He answered quickly. “Poysha was able to get information that confirmed they are planning on leaving tomorrow afternoon. I already passed that to Tenna Deia and she was probably going to contact you at a later time. She would have only just received it.”


“Where did she get this Intel?” Denali asked.


Resumar shifted uncomfortably in the transmission. “She is part… she is…”


All of them saw Athani stepped into the transmission now and grip his arm. “There is a small control group of females Andro. They remain within the confines of the Kavalian High Command Compound. All of them have been biogenically altered like myself and Jalersi. They do the mundane tasks that the Kavalian officers think beneath them. They also serve as…” Even Athani paused for she knew how Lycavorians regarded any kind of forced labor or sexual slaves that were used for that purpose alone. “They also serve as bed partners for those officers who are so inclined because they like the way we look.”


“I take it that is not by choice.” Andro said.


Athani shook her head. “No… in most cases the Pride they come from has given them in service to my father and his officers.”


“Athani that is…” Sadi leaned forward.


Athani nodded her head. “Yes… it’s horrible I know. Even more horrible is that they are implanted with an explosive chip that kills them should they leave the compound.”


“Poysha has been inside this group for the better part of six years now Andro.” Resumar continued. “Shiria trusts her completely.”


“Resumar… can she find out if they intend to bring mother to this meeting? We have enough people in place to pull off a snatch no matter where they are on the planet.” Andro asked.


“What if they keep her on a ship?” Arrarn quipped shaking his head. “It’s too dangerous Andro.”


Resumar shook his head. “Not without putting herself at great risk.” He stated ending the ideas forming in Andro’s head. “She acts as a technician Andro. If she starts to ask questions about mother someone will catch on. She is already planning on doing some modifications to the instruments in her room if they do take her and that is as much as I want to risk her given she is our only connection to mother right now.”


“Instruments?” Eliani asked now.


Resumar nodded. “They room they are holding her in is very spacious and completely surrounded by power inhibitors so she can not call her Shi Viska. The power inhibitors have been installed extensively throughout the building she is in. There are also countless medical monitors as well Eli. Poysha does not know why.”


“Is she injured? Sick?” Arrarn gasped.”


Resumar shook his head. “Not that Poysha can tell outwardly Arrarn no.”


Eliani glanced at Andro quickly but kept her mouth closed as what she was going to tell him on Cranae Island suddenly stormed back into her mind. She looked back to the image of her brother. “Can she find out what type of medical equipment Res?”


Resumar nodded. “That is what she is going to do next. Her next contact with us is tomorrow evening. Hopefully we’ll know more then.”


Eliani Leonidas kept her silence and wanted to speak with her mother before telling Andro, but she had a sinking feeling inside her gut she knew what the monitors were for. If that was the case, she shuddered at what the outcome would be.


Arrarn turned and looked at him. “We can’t put her at risk Andro.” He stated urgently. “We have to be certain anything we try is one hundred percent going to work!”


Andro nodded his head. “Don’t worry Arrarn. I will not risk her either.” He said as he stepped closer to the table. “Insure this Poysha does not put herself at risk fervon.” He stated evenly to Resumar. “Right now we need her where she is.”


Resumar nodded. “I have Avi and 341 working on a way to deactivate this chip in their heads. Uncle Isra and I have the rudimentary workings of a plan in place that will allow us to extract all of them including mother when the time is right, but we need to be able to deactivate these chips.”


“The status on what we talked about?” Andro asked him.


“Proceeding as planned.” Resumar answered simply causing all of them to look back and forth between the two brothers. “We have begun shuttling Mican’s resistance forces back to Rizon Four and Shiria’s fortress there. It is distant and well hidden and Pian’s tribe has been using it as a staging area. Pian and Mican are working on different plans to free more of the biogenic clones in the last years of their life and bring them into the fold. Na'lia and the other elves here can alter their DNA in such a way as to allow them to lead full lives.”

“Is that wise Resumar?” Eliani asked.

“You have not seen the settlement they have here Eli.” He answered. “Many of these biogenic clones have taken the elf researchers as their wives and husbands and mates. They have children and they are very protective of each other. Knowing that you will only live ten years and then discovering a way to extend that beyond what you were meant for is a strong motivator.” Resumar explained. “The elf researchers here are revered by the biogenic clones and they would die to protect them.”

“You sent your request to Ben like I asked?” Andro spoke.

Resumar nodded. “All of it yes. Na'lia gave me a list of medical supplies and equipment that they could use Eliani. I sent that along to Ben, but most of it is controlled and you will need to approve its release since mother and Tenna Sivana are on Curila 6 and out of the loop so to speak.”

Eliani nodded. “I’ll burst him a transmission as soon as we are done here.” She stated without question.

“The platoon of the Dragon Brigade that you sent as been working daily with the Kavalian people here and with Athani and Jalersi’s help they are losing their fear of dragons fervon.” Resumar said. “Uncle Isra and Aunt Tarifa are gaining many friends.”


Andro nodded his head slowly. “Based on the history of why that fear is there it is good that they are beginning to overcome it.” He said causing everyone to look at him once more because he obviously knew something none of them did in regards to the Kavalians and dragons and their history together. “And the more friends we have the stronger we will be.”


Arrarn leaned forward. “Res… can you have her… can you…”


Resumar looked at his brother. “She will get her a message from us Arrarn.” He stated. “I promise you she will do this.”


“Time.” Andro said softly. “We need more time to discover what it is they are planning and then we and father can act. How soon before what we discussed is ready?”


“Avi and 341 assure me they can be finished in ten days. Fourteen at the most.” Resumar answered him. “Uploading everything to the correct servers is a more tedious process than simply emptying the cores. The ACHILLES will be ready. Captain Fang already has half her engineering crew helping with the upload and the other half are installing Shroud generators on a small force of Pian’s Pride ships that arrived two days ago.”


Andro looked at him. “You made that call?” He asked.


Resumar nodded. “Yes. You must have noticed the difference in Pian when you spoke with him before he left Andro. I believe it was a wise move on our part and a sign that we are not simply going to abandon them as so often happens to resistance forces.”


Andro nodded. “True enough.” He spoke. “I won’t second guess your actions Res. We are three hours from meeting with Am'uur and finalizing our own plans. Continue with what you are doing and I will contact you before we make our way to Hadaria.”


Resumar nodded as he gripped Athani tighter to him. “Go with the gods my family.” He spoke softly.


“Cuia fas vada carians.” All of them answered immediately as Resumar’s image faded away.


Andro looked at his siblings and their wives and mates. “We have final preparations to make. Eli… be quick with mother. I do not want to get close to the Icalro border and be using our most advanced and secret communications array. Whether or not they are smart enough to detect it.”


Eliani nodded. “I’ll be quick.” She answered. “But I need to clarify some things on the counter agent she sent.”


“Let’s get to it folks.” Andro said.

EDOLUS

FIVE HOURS FROM SUNRISE


Lisisa lowered the powerful macrobinoculars from her forest green eyes and handed them to Arduri who lay beside her on the soft grass of the ridge three kilometers from the large town before them. She turned to look at Zarah and Lucia who lay on her opposite side as Arduri lifted the binos to her eyes.


“Looks quiet enough.” She stated.


Zarah looked her own field glasses. “Looks can be deceiving.” She stated matter-of-factly.


Lisisa nodded. “Tell me about it.” She whispered. “Jeth and Seyra are circling at ten thousand feet. The settlement is slightly larger than this Brendi told us, but they were able to pinpoint our target house quickly enough. It’s right where she said it would be.”


“Very little activity on the streets themselves.” Arduri spoke softly and they turned to look at her. “I see no signs of patrols or peace officers. One stretch perhaps a kilometer long that is very well lit to the west, but other than that it seems very quiet. Our approach should be very smooth.”


“That will most likely be their entertainment sector.” Lisisa replied. “Clubs. Hotels. Things of that nature. Humans are nothing if not predictable in that regard.”


Arduri lowered the glasses and looked at her. “So if there is security it is probably within this sector?”


Lisisa nodded. “More than likely.” She turned back to Zarah. “You and Lucia take point and do your scout mission.”


Zarah looked at her slightly surprised. “Lisi I…”


Lisisa leaned over and nuzzled her sister’s cheek firmly. “You are behind only father and Andro when it comes to close quarters combat Zarah. Now that you and Lucia have come together it only enhances both your natural strengths. Besides… you and she can use the shadows far better than me. Conduct the sweep and then take up position and contact us.”


Zarah looked at Lucia and then turned back to her and nodded. “Give us fourteen minutes.” She stated just before both she and Lucia wrapped the shadows around themselves and vanished into the night.


Lisisa turned back to look at Arduri who was staring at her. She felt her heart skip a beat at the intense gaze of those beautiful soft green eyes but she quickly got her emotions under wraps.


“She still harbors some doubts of her skills since what happen doesn’t she?” Arduri said softly.


“You know about that?” Lisisa asked surprised.


Arduri nodded her head slowly. “Androcles felt it necessary for us to know in case we saw behavior in her we did not understand. What he told us and the reports we reviewed from your Netnews were very vague, but we understood the implication. She is… she is remarkably strong willed to have come this far so soon.”


Lisisa nodded. “Part of that is her own determination, part of it is Andro and the biggest part is Lucia.” She answered.


Arduri nodded in agreement with her. “My mother and I have noticed how they look at one another. How they act. They are completely devoted to each other. All the Lycavorians that we have seen are extremely…”


“Passionate about their wives and mates?” Lisisa finished. “Their relationships?”


Arduri smiled slightly. “It is not something that our people as a whole have gone out of the way to discover. It is one of the reasons we have been at such odds with the Lycavorians in the Protectorate. My mother told me… she said Bren… just the way he looks at her… it makes her warm inside. To know that she is first in his thoughts always, it makes her shudder in desire for him.”


Lisisa smiled. “That is how it always is.” She stated.


“That is how it is with you and Denali?” Arduri asked looking at her.


Lisisa nodded quickly. “Yes.”


“How long have you been together?” Arduri continued to press her.


“It will be four years soon.” She answered softly. “The four most wonderful years of my entire life. He’s not always a comedian you know.” She said with a smile. “And what he makes me feel is beyond anything I ever thought I would find.”


Arduri looked away and her eyes lifted up into the sky to stare at the stars. “That is something I wish I could find.” She said wistfully.


Lisisa watched her from the darkness, her vampire and wolf eyes easily able to pick up every movement of her face. She admired the cheekbones and the shape of her lips as well as the way her jaw curved elegantly into her neck. The blue color of her skin did not hide the sensual beauty and Lisisa shook her head quickly as carnal thoughts began seeping into her head.


“You are going to be married soon aren’t you?” Lisisa asked quickly to chase away the odd feelings looking at Arduri gave to her.


Arduri gave a mirthless chuckle. “Unfortunately yes.” She answered.


“Unfortunately?” Lisisa asked her.


Arduri turned back to face her. “After seeing what I have seen in just the few weeks we have been among your people Lisisa, Cruor Ahn Vernalo in no way matches up. He is well equipped for a Vanari…” She stated bluntly and she saw Lisisa smile at the reference. “And we are compatible in order to have children, but aside from that… he does not stir me as Denali stirs you. As Sadi and the others stir your brother. Part of me has always asked why I agreed to join with him and I think it was because I was lonely.”


“Lonely?” Lisisa asked. “Somehow I don’t see you as being lonely Arduri. You are the most outspoken and open of your sisters from what I can see.”


Arduri smiled. “You have not met Caliria yet.” She said.


“It just strikes me as odd that you would be lonely.” Lisisa said. “You are… you are very beautiful Arduri. You have a figure that most Lycavorian females would kill for, not to mention our men would worship you for days on end.”


Arduri tilted her head a she looked back at her. “That is the difference between our peoples when it comes to relationships.” She said. “Once joined… the physical portions of Vanari relationships lose the excitement and luster of the Celebration of the Hundreds. It almost becomes machine like. It is the largest reason my mother and father are no longer together. She could no longer tolerate his time away from her, or his lack of interest. It is not done very often mind you, my mother was the first to end a marriage in our family in over a thousand years, but she wanted more than what father gave to her. She has found that with Bren… ten fold more than what she desired to find.”


“You will not find this with…” Lisisa asked.


“With Cruor?” Arduri said. She shook her head sadly. “No. As I said… the physical portion of the Celebration of the Hundreds with him was very pleasant. The rest of it…” She shrugged her shoulders. “I can not back out now however. I am committed.”


“If you don’t love him why go through with it?” Lisisa asked.


“It is not a matter of love now. I do not love him... that much I do know. Not in the way my mother loves Bren.” Arduri said firmly. “I have agreed to become his wife and I did so in a moment of passion thinking, hoping there would be more to come. There was not. When Vanari marry, their families are joined in more ways than you might realize. We combine financial assets as well as material belongings. It makes the families stronger. More influential. I would bring quite a bit of dishonor to my father and our family if I refused to go through with it now. It is just the way of things.”


Lisisa could detect the sadness in her voice easily and she shifted on the ground. There was far more to this Vanari woman that Lisisa had first realized. Not only was she incredibly beautiful and enticingly desirable, which was saying quite a bit since Lisisa rarely ever looked at a woman in such a way, there was far more to her inside busting to get out.


“There is no way for you to bow out of this without losing honor?” Lisisa finally asked. “It seems so unfair. Even among our people… the Lycavorians… we regard honor above all else in many ways yet we would never force someone to become married to save face. It would be considered… carians… it would be considered a crime.”


Arduri looked at her. “And that is one of the many differences between our peoples.” She said. “And one that in my opinion makes you better than us. Something the vast majority of Vanari would never admit.”


Lisisa watched her again for a long moment. Something about this woman pulled at her and she did not know what it was. She watched her as she lifted the binos to her eyes once more and decided she would discover what it was when they returned from this mission. She turned back to where the rest of the RD team waited patiently at the bottom of the ridge, her eyes falling on the man Dutkne had chosen to come with them. The tall, powerful Lycavorian was alert and his eyes kept scanning the area around them. They had discovered him in the quarters of the elf female who she had heard dropped him in the landing bay for pulsing her with his aura. Whatever he had done to get back into E’yarna’s good graces seemed to have worked, for in all her years on the SCIMITAR Lisisa had never seen E’yarna even allow a Lycavorian to court her. When they had arrived at her quarters on the SCIMITAR to collect Warem, the room smelled heavily of sex. She and Denali had watched as Warem collected his things quickly but then he stopped to draw E’yarna into his embrace and nuzzle her cheek and neck passionately, not to mention her elven ears. She had cooed out her delight in his arms, and both Lisisa and Denali could smell that she had allowed Warem to Cado Forn. It seemed he had turned into a very different man if what Andro and Dutkne told her was true. He had been a ladies man, an Alpha male wolf who enjoyed the company of females. That apparently was no longer the case as he did not even look at another female with so much as a passing interest. Dutkne had softly commented with a smile how it seemed they were discovering far more than any of them had ever hoped for since arriving within the Union. Dutkne had known Warem since they were children, and he had never seen him smitten so intensely by a female that he would scent her. It appeared E’yarna had done just that to him, and as with any Lycavorian alpha wolf, he would happily go into the future with her at his side. And it didn’t seem to bother E’yarna in the least either judging by how she gazed at him and clutched his arms.


“Lisisa?” Arduri spoke softly snapping he rout of her thoughts. “Look. There is some unusually air activity to the west of our target house.”


Lisisa turned back instantly and her combat senses came alive. She settled to the ground next to Arduri, intentionally laying close enough to her that their bodies touched without even realizing she had done this. “Where?”


For her own part, Arduri suppressed the shudder of desire that swept through her at the physical contact and handed her the binos. “One point six kilometers west of the home.” She answered.


Lisisa Leonidas lifted the binos to her eyes and didn’t even realize she had just made a very clear statement in regards to Arduri Re Mydala. A statement that would become much bolder in the weeks and months ahead and would eventually involved her beloved Denali as well. It was a statement that would alter Arduri Re Mydala’s life in a way she had never imagined and it would ultimately bring her what she most desired in all the universe. Only she would find it with two.


“Five hours until the sun comes up.” Lisisa said. “Let’s get this done and get gone from this place.

SCIMITAR

SECOMROM


“…What is this all about Eli?” Anja asked from the transmission. “You don’t normally call and question my work.” 

Eliani looked at her mother from the transmission from Curila 6. She could see that she had thrown on only a lightweight robe that covered her body, and she held a large mug of coffee in her hands, but the huge bed behind her was ruffled and appeared as if had been used recently.

“Momma… I’m not… I’m not questioning your work.” Eli answered suddenly unable to put the words together that she wanted too.

“Then I take it this is about Malic and Nyla and… Jomann.” Anja spoke with a twinkle in her jade colored eyes.

Eliani looked at her shocked. “You… you know?” She gasped.

“Eli… do you honestly believe that your brother does not talk to your father nearly every day since this all began?” Anja asked. “Do you think your father would not share with all of us what was discussed?”

“Well… no… but…”

“Androcles would do anything for you Eli. He would do anything for all of you. He has appointed himself the guardian of all his siblings for some reason that only he knows.” Anja said. “When something bothers one of you… it bothers him.”

“So… what he told me?” Eliani asked. “It’s true?”

Anja nodded as she sipped her coffee. “Yes it’s true.”

“Why… why didn’t you ever tell me? Tell us?” Eliani asked.

“What was there to tell?” Anja asked her simply. “Your uncle Danny and I shared a few months together with Julie Collins before I came to my senses and realized my blood burned for only your father. It made us closer as friends and now family since Carina and Moneus are mated.”

“Does father…”

Anja chuckled. “Yes your father knows Eli. And so do your other mothers.” Anja told her. “We don’t keep secrets from each other Eli, you know that. It was a very tumultuous time for me Eliani… my life was headed in a direction I did not want to go. When your father came back into my life after so many years it sent me into a tailspin because I loved him so. I treated him badly at first, angry at times, because I fully did not understand what it was I felt for him. Just as you have done with young Jomann I understand.” Anja looked keenly at her oldest daughter in the transmission. “Danny and Julie were there as support for me.” Anja continued. “I think we all knew it wasn’t going to last. They both knew my blood burned for your father alone. And that was even before he changed me completely.”

“But… but you were fully Hadarian before this mother.” Eli said. “How could he have such a pull over you?”

“You forget that one night we shared before we came back together. Our first night together ever.” Anja said. “It was that night that initially started to change me Eli. Enough so that my blood would only ever call for your father because that is what I wanted most of all as well. Because I utterly accepted it that night. Even your father did not know that is what he did to me… he was still trying to grasp what he was. He had no idea the effect it had on me, not until after Danny and Julie and I went our different ways.”

“Momma…?”

“Does your blood burn for him Eli?” Anja asked.

Eliani looked up at her. “Like it is lava in my veins.” She answered in a soft sincere voice that even she could barely hear.

“And Malic’s scent no longer permeates your blood?” Anja asked.

Eliani shook her head. “No. It hasn’t for days now.”

“Then you know how I felt after Danny and right up until your father changed me and claimed all that I was.” Anja said. “Took him long enough too.” She quipped playfully.

“It was the same… it was the same for you?” Eliani asked surprised.

“Eli our Hadarian blood may be strong, but your father’s blood will always be dominant.” Anja said. “I was not yet changed and I felt it burning in my veins, the desire for your father. The love I have for him. You are half Lycavorian Eli, but you have the blood of a Leonidas in your veins and because your were conceived during my first Phase, it will always be stronger than it is in your sister Retta. Any of your sisters really. I know what it feels like for you Eli because it is exactly what I feel.”

“So I… I never loved Malic?” She asked.

Anja shook her head. “No… I believe you cared for him deeply. I imagine you still do in some small way… just as I care for Danny. Like me however… you are so compassionate that many times you will mistake what you feel as love when it truly isn’t.”

“Andro… he said the same thing.” Eliani spoke. “He said I want to feel love so badly that I don’t truly know what I feel at times.”

“Your brother is wise beyond his years Eli… you know that. He’s downright frightening at times with the things he can sense. Your father is as well. Malic needed you at the time he came into your life Eli. He needed you to set him on the path he follows now. That path was to discover Nyla and that is why things happened as they did. It also set you on your path. Just as Danny needed me and I needed him at that particular time of our lives. He found Anuk and Nayeca and I rediscovered your father and mothers. Where I was always meant to be from the very beginning.”

“Mother… I… I look at him… I look at him and I want to…” Eliani stammered.

“You want to feel his arms around you.” Anja said almost wistfully and with a knowing smile. “You want to surrender all you are to him. You want to feel his aura pulsing through you unchecked and unabated. To feel his skin against yours and so much more.”

Eliani looked at her. “Yes.”

“How do you think I feel with your father Eli?” She said softly. “And it has grown even stronger since he touched me with his unshielded aura now. My blood burns even hotter for him in so many ways.”

Eliani looked at her with wide eyes. “His unshielded…”   

Anja smiled. “It was beyond glorious Eli.” She said wistfully. “And it has brought me that much closer to him. To Aricia. To Dysea. All of us together.” She sipped her coffee again. “Is he… is he handsome?”

Eliani looked at her. “He is… he is beautiful momma.” She stated softly as Jomann’s face appeared in her mind. “So tall and powerful. His eyes are like oceans of blue and he smells like sweet jasmine coffee.” 

“Then do not fight what you feel Eli.” Anja said softly. “Do not do what I did and fight the feelings inside you. Do not fight what your blood calls for you to do. As your purpose was to bring Malic and Nyla together… perhaps what happened was also intended for you to find Jomann. Because that is what fate has ordained.”

“I do not want father to be angry with me momma.” Eli said. “I know how he views you and my other mothers. How he views marriage and…”

Eliani stopped talking when she saw her father move into the transmission. He stepped up behind her mother and slipped his hands around her flat abdomen, pulling her back against him and leaning over to nuzzle Anja’s cheek and neck. She saw her mother’s eyes close in bliss and she knew. His deep brown eyes lifted to look at her in the transmission.

“You are the strongest of your sisters Eliani Leonidas.” Martin spoke to her. “Just as Andro is the strongest of your brothers. Never deny what your blood tells you because you may think I do not approve. Never. None of you have ever feared talking to me about anything Eli, and I have always cherished that. If this man calls to you as he does, if he makes your blood burn so, then I expect you to act as you have always acted Eliani Leonidas. You are my oldest and my strongest daughter and you go after what you want. If what Andro has told me is true, this man… this Jomann, he is descended from one of the original packs on Lycavore and he burns just as badly for you as well.”

“He… he said what he feels for me… it is like acid in his blood papa.” Eli said softly not afraid to tell him. He was right and she had never been afraid to tell him anything no matter what it was. None of them had and she wouldn’t start now. Tat closeness was part of the well known strength and mystique they had as a family.

Martin smiled. “Then I like him already. It tells me he will be devoted to you as no other could be. As I am to your mothers.”

“Act as your blood and your instincts call for you to act Eliani.” Anja spoke as she dropped a hand to stroke Martin’s arm. “You may be Hadarian… but like me… we are also wolf. And that calls to us even more.”

“What about Malic and Nyla?” She asked.

“I think you might be surprised.” Martin said. “Being bound to dragons as they are will always allow them to see things others can not. Do not worry about them now Eli… you must do what your blood tells you or you will be distracted and confused and it may have results you do not want. There is too much happening around us and whether he will admit it to you or not… Androcles relies on you more than any of your siblings for you are closest to him in age and temperament and what you have experienced.”

“He… he told me that.” Eliani said. “Because of when I was conceived. So soon after him and what happened during that time.”

Martin and Anja nodded together. “Yes.” Martin said softly. “I had always thought he would be closer to Denali… but it seems you and Zarah know him in a way that his brothers do not. At least not yet. That will shift in the future somewhat I think… but you will always need each other.” Eliani watched him lean over again and firmly nuzzle her mother’s neck and cheek, whispering to her before he released her and left the transmission. Anja looked at her after a moment and moved closer. 

“Do not deny what you so desire Eli.” She stated softly. “That would be a crime.”

Eliani Leonidas smiled slightly as she felt her spirits lift higher than they had in several days. “I won’t mother.” She stated confidently. “I promise you I won’t.”

“Good. You have a mission to go on, but I want you to contact me when you return.” Anja said. “I want all the steamy details. About everything.”

Eliani chuckled gently feeling a weight lifting from her shoulders and her heart. “You always want the steamy details mother.” She stated.

“Of course! Those are the best kind!” Anja declared. “I love you Eli. We all do.”

“I love you too mother. All of you.” She answered. “SCIMITAR out.” Eliani waited until the transmission had faded before taking a deep breath and feeling acceptance and peace at what she felt. She knew what she had to do now, for Jomann’s sake as well as hers. She could not let anything happen to him because of her, because he was distracted.

Eliani Leonidas turned and headed out of the SECOMROM on a mission. And she would not be denied.


She looked miniscule compared to the SCIMITAR, but VLOS VELVE had teeth of her own and everyone knew it. She was tucked under the port side of the much larger ship and many crew members had moved to one of the dual port observation lounges to get a look at her because so few of them had been built and they were known to be a powerful ship for their class and envied by many for their speed and ability to disappear.


Am'uur hugged his younger sister in the other lounge adjacent to the one crowded with crew of the SCIMITAR; admiring the incredible strength she squeezed him with. Something he knew he new wolf blood gave to her. Lu'ria looked far more radiant than he had ever seen her, and he also was quick to notice that Sadi, Ne'Veha and even Carisia had strips of satin in their hair that matched the color of their Drow family. This signified that they were the lovers of their Drow Mistress, but seeing their beauty and how they entered the room had still struck him. He pulled back from Lu'ria and held her at arm’s length for a log moment staring at her amber eyes and beautiful face.


“I have… I have never seen you so happy and vibrant sister.” He spoke softly.


Lu'ria smiled at him brilliantly. “You have… you have no idea Am'uur.” She stated softly as she squeezed him. “I wish to tell you so much... but it needs to wait for now.”


Am’uur nodded his head as he looked up and saw Androcles entering the lounge with the two Lycavorians beside him and two blue skinned females behind him with two blue skinned males. These were the Vanari he knew. He watched as Andro came right up to him, leaning over to nuzzle Lu’ria’s cheek. He saw his sister’s eyes close in delight and he smiled to himself as Andro looked at him.


“Am’uur.” He spoke.


“Milord… it is an honor.” Am'uur answered.


Andro chuckled. “Please Am'uur… you are Lu'ria’s brother and family. We do not stand on formality with family.”


Am'uur smiled even wider. “Did you tell our father that sire?”


Andro nodded his head. “I tried too. I don’t think I convinced him.” He replied with a grin.


Am'uur smiled as well. “Good luck with that.” He stated.


“So what do we have?” Andro asked.


Am'uur turned to the large table in the center of the lounge, the bow section of VLOS VELVE just barely visible in the large window. “We have a layout of the base and where we think the prisoners are being held according to the information from the pirate scum that we captured.” He spoke as he moved over to the table. A portable holodisc had been set up and the schematics of the mercenary base were slowly rotating in a circular motion. “We have some new information that we received just before we left that may allow us entry into the base unopposed.”


“New information?” Andro asked him as he studied the holo image of the base, no one but Jomann paying attention as Eliani came into the room late.


Am'uur waited until they had all gathered around the table and his amber colored eyes shifted quickly when he saw the Vanari female he had defended in the earlier transmission. He kept his face neutral, but Lu'ria and Andro detected the spike in his scent immediately when he looked at Tastia. She was standing beside Devra, her incredible green eyes focused entirely on him.


For her part Tastia Dal Vesch had never seen eyes that were so striking. The amber color was slightly different from his sister, a lighter amber shade, and they glinted in the direct light of the overheads that shone down on them. Tastia had not gotten a good look at this man in the transmission before, knowing only that he had stuck up for her when Coren had snapped at her. Regardless of that, he was an incredibly captivating man in her eyes, the likes of which she had never seen before. His ebony skin was the color of dark umber, and from what she could see it was stretched over a tall and powerfully built lean body. His white hair was long, well past his shoulders, but it looked exquisitely soft and was tied tightly with several strips of the same soft amethyst colored cloth that she saw Sadi and the others wearing. Tastia found she could not tear her eyes from this man, his four-inch high elven ears curved to points and slanted back towards his head, the tips just poking out from under the hair. 


Am'uur tore his own eyes away from her and looked at Andro with a nod. “Yes. The three executives from AEC that we reported? It appears they are not there for the reasons we thought.”


“Explain?” Andro said.


Am'uur motioned with his hand to the side of the table and they all watched as the Lycavorian plugged a data pad into the control slot on the table and the images of the three came up in separate holoimages. “All of them are AEC internal Security Andro.” He stated. “Our mother has done business with AEC in the past and she developed a relationship with the President through their dealings for advanced inertia capacitors for Drow field generators. I thought perhaps she might be able to help, perhaps determine why these men and women were there, so I contacted her on the way here. She in turn made contact with the President of AEC and discovered that they were AEC Internal Security and they are undercover acting as AEC executives willing to sell new technology to the highest bidder. It appears they have been investigating another individual employee for many months and they were coming to meet him or her to discuss terms of a large transaction.”


“How does that help us Am'uur?” Lu'ria asked now.


“Just before we left Icalro space the senior agent sent a coded transmission to my COM unit.” Am'uur answered. “The only way he could have got it is through mother. She would never have given it out unless she trusted the information the President of AEC gave to her.” Am'uur rotated the schematic of the mercenary base around and pointed to the main landing bay. “You have a MENKLA transport correct?”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“The AEC agents have set it up that we are an independent mercenary team of former Union soldiers working for them and that we will be bringing in a shipment of experimental weapons and shields for the traitor to use as selling points.” Am'uur said. “Twelve of us total.”


“This Overseer is just going to allow this?” Andro asked.


“When he is getting forty percent of the initial profits… yes Milord.” Am'uur spoke.


“Forty percent?” Lu'ria gasped.


Am'uur nodded. “That was his stipulation. Any future contacts or transactions and he will accept only three percent to cover his overhead. The man who runs this base is not a fool.” Am'uur looked at him. “He’s also an Unsaur.” 


Andro’s eyes grew a little wider. “The one that escaped my father’s purge?” He asked. “The one who was responsible for putting the hit on Tenna Sivana?” 


Am'uur nodded. “Cyngi is his name. And yes… we believe it is the same individual. If what the AEC operatives are telling us is the truth.” 


“How do you know any of this is true?” Coren barked from where he stood next to Ardan. “Everything they told you could be a lie! A trap!”


Am'uur stared at him from across the table, the distaste in his amber eyes obvious. “I do not know how the Vanari treat each other Regent Re Mydala… but for the most part, there are very few Lycavorians or elves that work as mercenaries or that betray the Union. Any of the founding races actually. They simply do not need too since they can achieve whatever it is they want with hard work and patience. A trait that runs very deep in both of our species. Those Lycavorians or elves who do choose to become mercenary scum do so for the love of violence and death and because they do not care. These are traits that the vast majority of us do not possess.”


“Don’t possess?” Coren spoke with wide eyes. “I have seen firsthand the violence you say your people don’t possess!”


“I said a love for violence and death Regent. No species is perfect and we have our bad apples as well as the next species. But Lycavorian and elf mercenaries are very rare, even within The Wilds. If you are referring to the attack on the Prince and Princesses that you were witness too Regent Re Mydala…” Am'uur continued. “Then you saw first hand how we value our lives and the lives of our loved ones. We will do what is necessary to defend those we love and those not able to defend themselves.”


“And what do you propose?” Coren asked. “That we simply waltz right in the front door of this supposed base?”


Am'uur smiled. “That is exactly what we are going to do.” He stated turning back to Andro. “One of the other AEC operatives will meet the RD Team here at the refuse hatch.” He explained pointing to the large vent like structure near the top of the mountain. “He will bring them in through the ventilation system to this point on level four. It is where the majority of the Vanari are being held.”


“The majority?” Tastia asked now. “They are not altogether?”

Am'uur shook his head. “Normally yes… but when high profile clients arrive several of the are chosen to provide…” Am'uur looked at Andro. “Personal attention.” 

“Personal attention?” Lu'ria snarled barely able to keep the anger and contempt from her voice.

“It is part of what our young females learn as they grow Lu'ria.” Devra said completely unashamed. “The many arts of pleasure. All of them do so willingly for it leads to better unions when they discover their husbands during the Celebration of the Hundreds. It is not something we shy away from.”

“I can vouch for that.” Bren whispered as he leaned over and nuzzled Devra’s cheek.

Everyone saw her blush a darker blue, but she pushed back against him without any hesitation. “Hush Bren.” She whispered back with a wistful smile.

Andro’s eyes narrowed somewhat at the expression of disgust on Coren’s face at this display of true affection and love from his former wife and Am'uur saw Lu'ria stiffen slightly beside him but he looked back to him and nodded. “Continue Am'uur.”

“They are brought to his personal chambers here on level five. Just above the east side of the landing bay.” Am'uur spoke. “His chambers take up a large portion of this section of the base and access is severely limited but this is where he entertains the most important clients.”

“How did we get all this information Am'uur?” Lu'ria asked moving closer to her brother.

“Some of it came from the pirate scum that we interrogated, but most of it comes from the senior AEC operative.” He answered. “This is his third time here in the last four months trying to close this deal with the AEC traitor.”

Andro stepped closer to the table. “My mother Isabella knows the AEC president as well Am'uur.” He spoke. “Once inside the base we will allow their operatives to secure him and return him for whatever it is they plan? The AEC president will not let his traitorous actions go unpunished.” 

“We don’t know which group she will be among, but these are the only two locations where they will be.” Am'uur spoke. “The Unsaur keeps them under very tight control because of their obvious abilities.”

“You mean the Alkay we secret from our pores.” Devra said.

Am'uur looked almost ashamed but nodded his head. “Yes.”

Andro looked at Devra. “I’m still somewhat confused how that helps them if you can control it Devra.” He spoke.

“Do not tell them!” Coren spoke quickly looking at his former wife. “It only gives them the advantage over us Devra!”

Devra rolled her eyes and was about to reply when Tastia beat her to it. “The chemical that they use to break Vanari females… it makes us very susceptible to outside stimuli. Any kind of stimuli. Normally we can control it just as other species do… but once this chemical is in our bloodstream we will react to the environment around us. If it is one of a sexual nature… then we will release our Alkay regardless of whether we want to or not.”

“Tastia be silent!” Coren snapped.

“It takes away our ability to control how much we release and it will essentially drain our bodies of everything just to produce the Alkay.” Devra stated softly looking at him and completely ignoring her former husband. “It is also the reason if the females are not treated quickly the chemical causes them to go insane and lose their minds. They become shells of who they once were.”

Andro turned quickly and looked at Eliani. “Eli?” He asked.

“I have thirty-nine doses already prepped.” She answered. “Based on everything mother sent to me, as long as there is even a minute amount of Alkay still within their bodies, it will negate the effects of the chemicals the OSG use and begin to allow their bodies to rebuild their immunities.” She looked at Devra. “It will begin working almost instantly, those who have been held prisoner longer will take longer to react, but they will eventually return to who they were.”

“What of those who have been held for many months or even years?” Ardan asked hopefully.

Eliani turned to him. “My mothers and Aunts are still doing analysis of the compounds Naesta and Lady Devra provided to them. If they have been held for less than a year then I can say with complete accuracy that we can cure them. Longer than that I don’t know but they continue to work on it.”

Andro looked at Ardan now. “How many Vanari females have been taken in the last year Regent Ardan?” He asked.

“Eighty-nine.” Ardan answered instantly.

“How many are here Am'uur?” Andro asked. “Besides Caliria.”

“If we are to believe what we have been told, at least thirty.” Am'uur answered. “We will not know exactly until we reach them and discover this.”

Andro nodded slowly and looked at the holoimages of the base again. “Very well… I will lead the first team. Jomann and his personal team, Denali, Bren, Carisia, Lu'ria, Narice, Eli and Devra. Sadi will fly the MENKLA with Ne’Veha and one of the RD Team acting as engineer. Arrarn… you will have the new STRIKER DT Mark II with Elynth, Anthar, Aradace, Thaura, Majeir and Deneth orbiting the base once you drop the second team. Once I signal you that we have all the prisoners I want you and Toria to blast yourselves an entrance along the west side of the landing bay here. The layers of rock are only two meters thick and the actual doors are thin.”

Arrarn nodded. “Two missiles should do a nice job.” He answered immediately. “The Mark II STRIKERS are six meters longer Andro so once inside I’m going to spin her in midair and set down with our nose facing out. We’ll drop the ramp and that will allow Elynth and the others to provide support if needed.”

Andro nodded. “Works for me. I will have Devra lead the prisoners back from our group with Narice and Bren providing security. Tastia can lead the others back from their objective with Am'uur and his team as security. The rest of us will cover their evac to the ships in the landing bay.” He said. “Dutkne… I want you to lead the second team with Am'uur.”

Dutkne looked at him. “Understood.” He nodded his head unsure as to why.

Andro tapped the side of his head. “Next to my mates and Jomann, you and I have the strongest possible connection within Mindvoice and I don’t want to use radios unless absolutely necessary.” Andro continued explaining his reasoning. “We’ll try and keep all communications between teams via Mindvoice. I know you can fight Dutkne, and very well. Zarah and Lucia told me.”

Dutkne looked at him sheepishly. “They told you about that huh?”

Andro nodded. “Yes.”

Dutkne shrugged and nodded. “It makes sense.” He spoke. “Then they won’t actually know how many teams are assaulting them.”

“Tastia… you and Nirilo will be with Dutkne’s team and you will need to get a handle on any prisoners quickly.” Andro said. “We don’t know what kind of condition they will be in, but if we have to carry them all out we will, I just don’t want you to spend a whole lot of time trying to either console or calm them. We can do that when we are clear.”

Tastia and Nirilo nodded. “I don’t think we will have many issues.” She said confidently. “The OSG chemicals alter the balance of our Alkay… but it doesn’t strip away our senses until much later. I doubt we will have any trouble convincing them it’s best to leave.”

“I agree.” Nirilo said. 

“I wish to go on this mission.” Coren stated bluntly looking across the table to where Andro stood. No one spoke as Andro lifted his eyes and looked at him keenly. Androcles Leonidas was very nearly the equal to his father when it came to being able to use his sense of smell, and it was widely known that his father’s sense of smell was unlike any Lycavorian ever born. Andro could detect no adrenalin dump into Coren’s bloodstream from a lie, not even a miniscule one, but his nose told him that Coren was holding back. He knew something that he was not sharing with everyone else, not even his good friend Ardan and that made Coren a wildcard Andro could not predict. A circumstance he did not like.

“Why?” Andro finally asked him. “You have done nothing but berate this mission from the outset. You seem more concerned about political blowback among your fellow Regents even though this has nothing to do with the Vanari Empire. Why the sudden interest Regent Re Mydala?”

“Caliria is my daughter as well!” Coren snapped.

Andro’s azure eyes narrowed slightly and everyone in the room who had even a small portion of Lycavorian blood in them took notice of Andro’s defensive body language. “You will forgive me if that is not a good enough reason to allow this given your actions these last few days and what you obviously feel for our species.” Andro told him. “As early as yesterday you were dead set against us even conducting this mission. Caliria was still your daughter then. I question your motives now.”

Coren’s face looked as if it was about to explode in anger and he stepped closer to the table. “Why you arrogant young…” He began to speak.

“I do as well.” Devra spoke then cutting off his statement and looking at him before he finished his sentence and found himself on the receiving end of Androcles Leonidas’s temper. It was something Bren had told her Coren did not want to be on the receiving end of.

“I am her father!” Coren barked.

Devra took a deep breath and shook her head. “You have never been a father to her Coren Re Mydala.” She stated plainly and completely without fear of reprisal. Coren’s famous temper no longer gave her pause because what she had found here in the Lycavorian Union with Bren surpassed anything she had ever had with Coren. “You have been against this from the very beginning! You were content to just let Caliria become a statistic for the sake of politics and policy! Now you wish us to believe you actually care what happens to her?”

“I have been trying to look out for the best interests of our people Devra!” He popped right back at her. “Something that you and our other children no longer seem to care about.”

“You are wrong Coren.” Tastia spoke now before Devra could reply. “We have suffered under the OSG and their actions for millennia and you and the others on the Board of Regents, specifically the SBR, have done nothing to stop it.” She shook her head. “We have a chance here and now to change all that and you are against it. We have an opportunity to break the hold they have on our people and you resist. The SBR resists…” Tastia looked at Ardan. “Forgive me Regent Ardan… all but you it seems. But that is because you are here and you have seen what Androcles and his people have done for the Vanari. In less than a week… less than a week Coren… they have given us the means to break the chains around our feet! And they have asked for nothing in return! Nothing!”

“He is going to take my daughter!” Coren barked loudly thrusting his hand at Androcles. “What is that Tastia? So instead of her being with slavers… she is with him! What is the damn difference I ask you?”

“The difference is that you do not have faith!” Devra spoke. “The difference is that you do not know your own daughter! She and Androcles were meant to be together! She is meant to be part of his life! Of Sadi’s life! Lu'ria… all of them! You are just too blind to see it!”

“What I see is my daughter going from one life of slavery to the other!” Coren snapped. “All of you speak as if this is somehow preordained! What if she does not want this? What if she does not wish to be the plaything to a Lycavorian and his women? Have you thought of that Devra? Any of you?”

“This is not the time to speak of this Coren.” Ardan spoke now.

“Why not?” Coren snapped looking at him. “I can not believe you actually are going along with this Ardan. I thought we were friends? I thought we were of like minds?”

Ardan nodded. “And we were until I came here and saw what I have seen.” He answered. “All the centuries we have considered them beneath us… inferior to us… look what they have built Coren. A Union twice the size of the Vanari Empire with hundreds of different species who all live in harmony! They advance in leaps and bounds, not only in a technological sense but a morality sense, while we remain stagnant. They are accepting of others without question and…”

“They are extremely violent and have no qualms about unleashing that violence on those who do not agree with them!” Coren barked.

“Why do you fear my people so much Regent Re Mydala?” Andro’s voice broke into the exchange once more. His question caused every head to turn to him. “Dutkne has shown me everything that took place between our peoples all those years ago… and he did so from both perspectives. From your very own history scrolls even. We reached out to you in friendship and your people stabbed us in the back, and then denied it all.”

“We did no…” Coren began to answer.

“Do not think you can change history to suit your views Regent Re Mydala.” Dutkne snapped at him. “The Vanari feared us even then and to this day we do not know why. We trade with you… extend the hand of friendship to you and you turn your noses at us unless it suits the needs of the Vanari people. Or do you wish to deny that is exactly what the SBR does when it comes to the trade agreements. We…”

“Dutkne?” Andro interrupted him, waiting for him to turn and look at him. “Now is not the time as Regent Ardan has said.” He said softly. He turned back to Coren. “I do not know what it is that drives you to hate my people so… and to be honest I don’t really care. You can suffer with your hate as far as I am concerned. We will rescue those Vanari females that these mercenary scum hold. Once they are free… once Caliria is among us… you can see the decision she makes all for yourself Coren Re Mydala. We will certainly not hold her against her will if she does not wish to be with us, regardless of what you may think.” Andro moved around the table slowly until he was standing in front of Coren and looking at him. “Very well sir… I will allow you to accompany us on this mission. You will remain on the STRIKER with Regent Ardan, Arrarn, Toria and the support team. I will not allow you to endanger the mission by being part of one of the ground teams. Once Arrarn has landed and is standing by within the mercenary base, if you do anything that endangers them, those on the STRIKER, or either of the ground teams I will have Elynth burn your body to ash where you stand.”

“Now you threaten me as well?” Coren hissed softly.

Andro shook his head. “Not at all. I’m simply stating fact sir. Elynth will decide if your actions put anyone at risk and then she will act.” 

“So you put a beast in judgment of my decisions?” Coren barked.

“Elynth is far wiser and more patient than me Coren Re Mydala.” Andro stated. “Be lucky that is what I’m doing… she will at least pause to consider things before cooking your flesh from your bones. I would simply kill you at the first sign of betrayal.” He turned away from Coren before he could respond and looked at the others. 

“We have ninety minutes before we reach orbit. Once our attack begins, Manda will bring the Icalro Alliance to an end. Grab a combat nap or some extra food now. We will not have the opportunity once we arrive in orbit.” Andro finished.

They watched him walk out of the room, Lu'ria following close behind. There was silence among everyone until Devra turned to Denali and Arrarn. “Who is Manda?” She asked softly. “What does he mean that he will bring the Icalro Alliance to an end?”

Denali’s grin looked almost feral in nature and he met her eyes. “Manda is a she… Miranda Lorian… someone who is close to our age and lived with us for a time during a rough period in her life. She is now the commanding officer of the most advanced warships in the Union fleet. And it means just what he said Devra. Once this day is done, the Icalro Alliance will no longer exist as a working entity.”

SCIMITAR

PORT LANDING BAY


Eliani shifted her medical bag on her shoulder as she watched him securing a large crate with Nusa and Anicetus while Lysandra was strapping another to the floor of the MENKLA inside. She could smell him so prominently, her blood burning even now as she watched him, his jasmine coffee scent filtering to every portion of her mind. Her mother had been right of course, Andro had been right. What her body was telling her about what she wanted was far beyond anything that she had ever felt for Malic or Nyla. Her father’s blood within her was far more potent than it was in either Resumar or Arrarn or any of her half breed siblings. It had been like this from the very first day when she had dropped on him in that tunnel. It had taken her mind this long to comes to terms with it however, come to terms with the fact that he was the one that she was meant for. It may have seemed odd or wrong to some species, how many Lycavorians chose their mates, but when their wolf blood called for another as Eliani’s did for Jomann there was no resisting it for very long. The desire and passion that coursed through her held more love in it than she had ever felt before and she needed to curb that burning. She needed to make him know she was sorry and that she wanted him just as terribly as she knew he wanted her. She had hurt him Eliani knew and she did not know how he would react now. She had to do this though… she could no longer wait… for she feared she would lose him forever if she did. 


Jomann stood up slowly and ran the portable scanner over the crate. “We want to make sure they are heavy enough to make others believe they are full of weapons.” He nodded his head as the scanner chirped several times. “Excellent. Two hundred kilos and the small jammers are working. They won’t be able to see it’s just junk metal.” 


Anicetus nodded his head as he too stood up fully. “I wish we could drop these crates on some of those ronnus.” He hissed. “That would be nice.”


Jomann chuckled. “I have noticed since joining my team that your violent nature has become more prominent Anicetus.” He stated.


Anicetus shrugged his broad shoulders. “Perhaps the Vanari Coren is right.” He stated with a smile as he mocked the man’s statement from earlier. “We are all violent creatures after all.” Anicetus turned his head when he saw Jomann’s body stiffen slightly and his eyes came up from the scanner. He saw and smelled the reason why just as quickly as Eliani Leonidas stepped up behind Jomann. Anicetus was an old wolf and he breathed a sigh of relief when he sensed her female aura pulsing madly as she stood behind Jomann. As it was in the gym, the scent of her desire for Jomann was saturating the area around them, only now it was much clearer and pronounced and without any doubts. She had accepted what her body and heart were telling her completely. 

Finally. Anicetus thought to himself. Perhaps now we can go forward without all the hormones filling the air.

Jomann finally turned slowly and looked down into her face, her willow and peach scent maddening in every way to him. “What… what can I do for you Princess?” He stammered out the question.


Eliani knew after what she had done and what she had spoken to him she would have to be the one to act. He still believed she was mated to Malic and Nyla even though his scent no longer touched her blood in any way and while that was true, she did still have ties to them as far as property and such. None of that mattered to her right now… all she wanted was to feel his aura wrapped around her, pulsing through her. She tossed her bag to the ground at his feet.


“Would you load my bag for me Captain?” She asked in a voice that carried just a touch of arrogance in it. Enough though that it caused Jomann to react exactly as she hoped he would. Eliani had always been a good actress.


Jomann looked down at her bag as his anger grew. “I am not you personal…” He began speaking as he returned his gaze to her. His words were cut off as at that very moment as Eliani Leonidas unleashed every bit of her powerful female wolf aura right at him. Jomann acted as if he had been slapped in the face and he staggered back a step his eyes wide as Eliani leaped into his arms and covered his lips with her own while wrapping her arms around his shoulders.


The instant her lips touched his Eliani Leonidas lost the battle that had been raging inside her and she surrendered to what she felt so deeply. She had cut loose with every portion of her considerable female aura directing it completely at him and the effect had been so very telling. The instant his body reacted as it did Eliani knew what she had always desired to find, what she had thought she found with Malic, it was standing right in front of her. At the exact moment she felt his male aura respond Eliani jumped into his arms and kissed him. It was completely and utterly instinctive, the first time in her young life where she had ever allowed her instincts to rule her actions so prominently. As she felt his lips against hers and she stabbed her four inch long Hadarian tongue between his lips demanding entry, Eliani knew. Her blood surged with heat and desire unlike anything she had ever felt as his arms closed around her in reaction to her display. She could feel his aura hesitantly, unsure of what was happening, but wanting to wrap around her tightly. She pulled her head back then, realizing that he was holding her off the deck of the ship, still holding back because he was fearful and unsure and she looked into those wide, ocean blue eyes. Eliani whimpered in unrestrained bliss when she saw those eyes. So deeply blue and filled with a burning need and desire. A need and desire for her and for her alone. Eliani brought her hand forward and placed it on his cheek, over the top of the new scar she had given him, and in a single moment her hand flared a soft white and the scar was gone forever.


“For… forgive me Jomann.” She gasped softly.


“Princess… Princess what are you…” Jomann stammered unable to even form coherent sentences it seemed. His own blood was raging out of control now, feeling her body against his, her aura swirling around him.


Eliani shook her head and placed a finger to his lips stopping his words. “I am not… I am not mated Jomann.” She whispered to him so that only he could hear her words. “I know you can smell that. I was never meant for Malic and Nyla. I was… I was meant for you. I know you can smell how my blood burns for you, for I can smell your blood burning for me. I have… I have never felt this way before. My… my blood has never called for a man as it calls for you. I can’t stop it… I can’t control it.”


“Eliani…” He whispered trying to speak.


She shook her head quickly. “No. Listen to me. I am willful… I am stubborn and I have a sharp tongue! I have never… I have never desired a man as I desire you Jomann. It… it scared me to death! I have treated you… I have berated you and hurt you because I did not know what I felt scorching my veins. I know what it is now and I don’t want to ever lose that. I don’t want to lose you… I don’t…”


The growl that escaped his throat didn’t frighten her so much as surprise her. She felt his arms crush her body to his and then his lips came down on hers and silenced her words. When his tongue slipped past her soft lips Eliani Leonidas knew what it meant to be loved. She then tightened her grip on his shoulders and met his kiss with every ounce of fervor in her lithe body and her mind exploded with bright lights and passion. She felt him spin her around, felt them tripping over the crate and falling to the deck of the ship, but she didn’t care. He cushioned their fall as she knew instinctively that he would. And then he was rolling over on the deck, pulling her with him until he was above her and then Jomann stole her very essence with the ferocity of his kiss. His aura, so staggering in its intensity to her, wrapped around her entire being like a thick blanket. Her leg curled up along the side of his hip, one arm around his broad shoulders, the other hand pressed tightly to his handsome face. He was tentative for a split second realizing just how long her tongue truly was, but that quickly turned to dominance. His arms pulled her close to him, one hand going under her head to keep from banging her skull against the hard deck, the other dropping to her hip and her firm ass drawing her ever closer to him. 


It was a kiss unlike anything Eliani Leonidas had ever experienced and it caused the fire in her blood to burn all the hotter. Every nerve ending in her body had come alive, every single pleasure receptor firing all at the same time. It caused her to become moist at her center, her pungent scent driving Jomann to deepen their kiss even more. No man had ever done this to her, and Eliani’s mind was screaming out its delight. He was an alpha wolf, almost on a par with her father and brother as far as Eliani was concerned, and he was making her his. It seemed like hours before he pulled his lips away slowly, Eliani trying to keep them fastened on hers and she felt his nose and soft lips drop to the side of her neck and just behind her ear to nuzzle her skin firmly. The area behind the ear was one of the most prominent scent glands on the body of a Lycavorian or anyone who had been turned and he was inhaling deeply as he burned her scent into his brain. This caused even more sensations of cascading delight to rock her senses and she gasped loudly as he lifted his face once more to stare into her fern green eyes. His fangs were fully extended now, his ocean blue eyes changed and instantly this caused Eliani to change as well, the wolf in her surging forth as her dual fangs extended and her eyes shifted to their wolf nature. His eyes captured her, held her frozen in their gaze and she basked in their beauty as she lifted her hands to either side of his face.


“Wow! Oh… wow!” She gasped softly her eyes wide.


“You… you are a vision to me Eliani Leonidas.” Jomann whispered as he brought a hand up and used his fingers to push some of her red hair from her face. “I will… I will love you as you have never been loved before.”


Eliani’s natural born defiance reared forth playfully and she stroked his cheeks with her fingers. “You… you think you can handle me?” She asked him softly with a brilliant smile of adoration on her face.


Jomann growled again in his throat and it sent vibrations of delight through her body as his eyes flared possessively. “I will tame you Eliani. But not completely. I will claim you here and now if that is your wish!” He rasped, leaning over to kiss her softly, their fangs keeping them from fully kissing as they banged together gently, but the sensations and feelings were no less ardent.


Eliani couldn’t help but smile as her body hummed in response to his words. “Now that sounds inviting.” She cooed out the words as her arms wrapped around his back and tried to pull him even tighter. “And kinky.”


“Ahem!” The deep voice they both recognized broke into their reverie and Jomann lifted his head quickly as they shifted and turned on the deck looking up and behind them.


Androcles stood behind them, Sadi and Ne'Veha leaning up against his sides, with Carisia and Lu'ria on either side of them. Devra and Bren and all the others were standing around as well looking at them with knowing smiles on their faces.


“Milord!” Jomann gasped.


“While the thought of watching you claim my sister in the landing bay is not one I care to imagine… perhaps you could wait until the mission is over and you two are someplace more private.” Andro stated very calmly as he looked at them trying to hold back the smile that was forcing its way onto his face.


“I don’t know fervon.” Denali spoke with a huge smile stepping up next to him. “It might be worth it. He’s the only one who has ever gotten her to shut up like that.”


Jomann climbed quickly to his feet, unashamed of his actions as he pulled Eliani up and drew her close to him. Eliani pressed against him very tightly, equally unashamed of their actions and her beautiful face beaming, even as her aura swirled around him announcing to every Lycavorian female in the landing bay that he belonged to her now just as Jomann’s aura did the same to any nearby male. They stood there looking at Andro, neither of them allowing their wolf fangs to retract which was a clear sign to Andro of their feelings for each other and their intent.


“Forgive me Milord.” Jomann spoke quickly. 


Andro chuckled. “Don’t ask me for forgiveness.” He stated. “As long as I can order you to kiss her whenever she starts to run off at the mouth and annoy everyone.”


“Piss off Andro!” Eliani barked at him.


“See!” Denali barked. 


Andro looked at Sadi. “Oh… this is going to interesting.” He said. “Eliani Leonidas has finally met her match.”


Sadi’s green eyes narrowed slightly. “I don’t know Andro my love… on the deck in the landing bay with a crowd watching sounds rather exciting. Perhaps we should…” She told him. Eliani burst out laughing at the look on her brother’s face and it served to relax everyone at least to some degree. Yes they were going on a very dangerous mission, but they were prepared and exceptionally well trained and ready. The laughter simply accomplished removing the last of the butterflies from everyone’s emotions. They watched as Andro chased Sadi up into the MENKLA transport, her voice yelping in surprise as they all followed. 

ONTAHE    


We are coming Inamarno. Be strong… we are coming for you and you will be with us. Soon Inamarno.



Caliria Re Mydala smiled in her sleep as those beautiful azure eyes blinked and began to fade along with the deep voice. She didn’t want them to go; she didn’t want those sea green orbs, those amber colored eyes or those stunning brown and maya blue sets of eyes to disappear as they always did. She never wanted them to fade away. She found such solace and love in those eyes and every time she dreamed of them she woke feeling just a little better. At least until her reality settle in.


Caliria Re Mydala was three hundred and twenty-two years old and nothing in her life had ever been easy. She was the outcast daughter of a very powerful Vanari politician father and a very popular Vanari politician mother. She had been born with what had been considered a genetic defect among the Vanari people for millennia. She had been born with long, silky raven black hair. This fact alone instantly made her an outcast among her own people in many ways. Vanari females born with black hair were considered second class citizens, unable to hold political office of any kind and in some parts of the Vanari Empire, unable to go into particular shops and even restaurants. Her name at least had made it easier in some ways for her, as well as the love shown to her by her mother and siblings. None of them had ever done anything to adhere to the normal practice among the Vanari when it came to dark haired females, and she knew this angered many of their people as well as her father. Her mother Devra and her siblings didn’t care, and they would often join her for lunch or shopping or just about anything one would do with a daughter or sister. She had even traveled to the Protectorate homeworld to visit her brother and she met the Lycavorian female that held his attention so completely. They had always supported her in any endeavor she chose to undertake, even going so far as to publicly show that support at rallies Caliria had arranged and attended. She was a vocal proponent of fighting to get equal rights for all Vanari females with dark hair, for the medical evidence was very clear that it was not a defect in any way. The only thing she lacked… the one thing she had always wanted more than anything… was the love and support of her father. 

She had gone through the Vanari Cadre Commando training and served nearly three decades in their service, finally leaving them with a stellar record and many decorations for outstanding work and loyalty. She had gone back to school three different times now for one degree or another, all in the hopes that her father would recognize her accomplishments and at least show her that he cared for her even a little bit. That support and love never came, even privately, and above all else that is what hurt the most.  

Now however, now she would never know that again. She would never see her family again and she would live out the remainder of her days as a whore for aliens who only wanted to use her for their sadistic pleasure. She remembered clearly the day she had been taken, led into a trap by a man she thought actually cared for who she was and not what she looked like. She should have known better the moment the Eridiani male began to show interest in her that it was not real. She had gotten too close with her research to discovering how to counter the Orionis Syndicate’s hold over her people with their chemical agent. She should have known right away he was only there to discover what she had found. Instead, she so desired to be wanted by someone that she let him inside the walls she usually kept around her heart and mind and he betrayed her. He led her right into the trap that got her captured and taken prisoner and then turned into what she was now. Her dreams were all she had left now, and they were such exquisite dreams. A beautiful man, with short black hair and breathtaking azure blue eyes, a stunning blond woman with sea green eyes and a delicious tattoo over her luscious center. An ebony skinned female elf with shimmering white hair and another elf female with long, flowing brown hair and a diminutive raven haired female with maya blue eyes. She had dreamed of them so vividly these last weeks, being with them, sharing in their love and lives. She had seen so many things when she was with them in her dreams, heard their voices and shared so many images from her mind. She didn’t know who they were, figments of her imagination most likely, but they were all she wanted to see anymore and she went through each day solely to return to her dreams in the night. She…

“Caliria!” The female voice broke into her thoughts suddenly and Caliria’s stunning honeydew green eyes popped open as she came fully awake in an instant. “Caliria wake up!”

Caliria Re Mydala blinked several times as her eyes focused on the blond haired Vanari female in front of her kneeling next to the hard bed. She groaned softly and drew the back of her hand across her face.

“Yssyla?” Caliria spoke softly. “What is it?”

“You were… you were speaking in your sleep.” The young woman answered. “I thought maybe something was wrong.”

Caliria focused her eyes clearly and shook her head as she slowly sat up. The soft yellow wrap barely covered her supple five foot seven, hundred and twenty pound figure. Her breasts were of above average medium size and exceptionally firm, her nipples small but very rigid. Her long blue legs curved slightly to encompass slender hips and an incredibly firm ass. Her skin was like satin in its texture, the cornflower blue color soft and contrasting greatly with her raven black hair.

Caliria shook her head and smiled slightly as she looked at the young woman. “No.” She answered. “They were only… they were only dreams Yssyla. Wonderful dreams… but dreams nonetheless.”

“They must have been more than wonderful… you have goosebumps all over your body Caliria.” Yssyla told her.

Caliria smiled and looked at her arm seeing the goosebumps as they were beginning to fade. “Yes… they were.” She said finally. She looked at her again. “Is something wrong? You are awake earlier than normal.”

“I heard the guards talking Caliria.” Yssyla spoke. “The ugly ones. They said there are some powerful people coming soon. They said we would be the ones to entertain them and they would be coming to take us to the… to his personal quarters. They were very vulgar. They said they wanted to watch as the daughter of a powerful Vanari Regent was…”

Caliria took her hands and squeezed them. “They have said these things before Yssyla.” She stated.

Caliria had fallen into a role of sorts since coming here only weeks ago. She was by far the oldest female to be here, though age really did not matter to the Vanari since they lived for thousands of years, but her name was what garnered the respect the other twenty-nine females showed to her. All of them were dark haired Vanari with the exception of Yssyla and two other young females. Three of the females were very nearly lost to them forever, their minds all but destroyed by continued use of the chemicals that the slavers used to force them to excrete their Alkay. They had been here the longest, two of them over a year, and Caliria was surprised they had lasted this long. She had only been here in this place for just short of two weeks, prior to that on an OSG slaver ship where she had been broken and used by the Eridiani men there. The first day she had arrived here the other females had begun turning to her for comfort and any kind of support. She was well known among the dark haired Vanari females and all of them had seen her face at some point on the Vidnews channels within the Empire. It was almost natural that they turn to her now and Caliria did her best to comfort them as much as she could and to remain positive though she knew their lives would never be the same again. She had lost count of the men who had used her since she had been taken, but she remained strong despite what they did to her and forced her to do. Twice now she and Yssyla had been forced to pleasure each other in front of paying customers, and while the men or sometimes women who witnessed this got their sick gratification from these acts, Caliria and the others also took comfort from how they could make each other feel. Yssyla Bon Tiarr was a stunning young woman of only twenty-one years old, her father a powerful businessman and member of the lower Board of Regents. She had been here for three months now and she was using the sexual favors she had to perform or endure as a means to keep her sanity. Caliria determined this after the first time they were forced to pleasure each other in front of customers. While the other Vanari females had gone out of their way to avoid her, thinking she was just whoring herself out to gain favor, Caliria knew differently and had become very close friends with her. 

“It is different this time Caliria.” Yssyla said softly. “They are very nervous about these new people.”

Caliria looked at her. “Nervous? Why?”

“I heard them talking outside the door. The people coming here are Lycavorians from this Union that they so fear.” Yssyla told her.

“If they are coming here Yssyla then they are not like those who are in the majority.” She told her. “Vanari Intelligence and my brother have told me they do not abide slavery of any kind in this Union. If these Lycavorians are from the Union then they are no better than the others who have forced us to do what they want.”

“We can always hope.” Yssyla said. “I always thought many of those who worked at the embassy on Austrova were very handsome. They would make strong husbands. I have heard they worship their wives like they are goddesses.”

Caliria smiled gently at her. “Yes I have heard that too.” She said reaching up to stroke Yssyla’s long blond hair. “But even if you were not here… you know as well as I your father… your entire family would never approve of that. You know how our people view Lycavorians and your family as well as mine have much political influence. They would never… your father would never allow it.”

Yssyla looked at her evenly. “After… after what we have been made to do here Caliria… if by the grace of the Prophets we ever do return home… I will not care what my family or my father wants. I will do as I wish.” She spoke firmly.

“Then hold onto that hope.” Caliria said.

“At least it will be with you.” Yssyla said softly moving to sit next to her on the bed and pressing close. “Many of the others simply go through the motions. At least with you we can take whatever pleasure we can gain from what we have to do and share it.”

Caliria nodded. “Yes we can. It will help to keep us strong and sane.” She answered.

“Do… do you think we will ever see home again Caliria?” Yssyla asked her as she took her arm and snuggled closer.

Caliria looked at her. “I have spent my life fighting odds…” She replied. “There is always hope Yssyla. There is always hope as long as we keep it alive.”

They both turned as the door to the large room unlocked and the rat faced Bo'yak guard pushed his way into the room with the same feral disgusting look on his face as he always had. Caliria sincerely hoped none of them would ever have to tolerate the attentions of these vile creatures.

“Time to go bitches!” He snarled at them. “You are going to entertain some Lycavorians this night, and all of them are hung like bulls! It will be fun to hear you squeal!”

Caliria rose to her feet and kept hold of Yssyla’s hand. “Be strong.” She whispered. “Be strong.”

They didn’t look at the grinning Bo'yak mercenary as they moved into the hallway and began to follow the second one down the steel gray corridor.

MENKLA TRANSPORT

TWENTY-TWO MINUTES FROM LANDING  


“Eli… are you sure?” Andro asked her.


They stood apart from the others on the ship, Jomann standing behind Eliani, his body pressing against her back to provide support to her, and Eliani leaning back against him as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do. Sadi stood next to Andro with a look of horror on her face at what Eliani had just told them. Andro had called her from the cockpit only moments ago when she felt his emotions spike. They were standing towards the front of the transport; away from the others who occupied the passenger section of the MENKLA. The false crates were loaded and secured near the end of the ramp that would drop when they were on the ground.


Eliani nodded her head slowly. “I tried to tell you a few nights ago… just before the OSG assholes attacked.” She stated softly. “And then after we talked to Resumar but with everything that was happening I forgot all about it. I’m sorry Andro. It is only a theory… it may very well be nothing at all.”


“Do not be sorry arande.” Andro told her gently. “You were unfocused and confused for a time as you sorted out your feelings. And you are right, it is only a theory, but it is the most feasible one I have heard or have been able to come up with myself and I have been making them up and tossing them out for over a week now within my head. Son vada carians… if it is true father will fly into an uncontrollable rage! He’ll want to kill every Kavalian within the universe.”


“It’s not the Kavalians who would do it my love.” Sadi spoke clutching his arm. “This is… this is your uncle.” 


Andro looked at her then. “You… you are right KertaGai. They are just a tool he is using to fulfill his perverse desires.”


“Andro… could this be what they have been working towards all along?” Eliani asked softly. “If you think about it, and I have, trying to kill all of us… believing that they have killed father? And then sanctioning an attack on you by Brendi’s OSG people. Why do that unless this is something like what they were planning all along.”


“Why use your mother Eliani?” Jomann asked now. “He has the blood of a Leonidas in his veins. Why would he need your mother to do this? If it is true.”


Andro looked at Eliani, their eyes meeting for a long moment of silence and then she turned her head and looked up into his eyes. “She is the only remaining female heir to the last Elven King. The only remaining blood of original elven royalty.” Eliani said finally.


“Yes… but your mother… Anja is also royalty Eli.” Sadi spoke quickly. 


Andro nodded his head. “But she is capable of insuring that it never happens because of her healing abilities and other skills.” He said looking at Sadi. “And she does not harbor the same inbred morality that all female elves do. Since the time they first became a species under the Elder Mother’s gaze.”


“What… what do you mean Andro?” Jomann asked.


“It is one of the things that the Elder Mother showed me recently that even I did not know at the time.” Andro said. “It is part of her history and it goes all the way back to when the elves first came into being on Elear. They were embroiled in a conflict with another species on Elear and that is where it was born in the beginning.”


“What was born?” Jomann asked softly.


“The overpowering instinct to never take the life of a child growing within you.” Eliani said softly as she leaned back against him even more in sorrow and looked at Andro. “This is when it started Andro?” She asked.

Andro nodded his head. “Arzoal… let’s just say that Elynth and I are now privy to a part of the Elder Mother’s history that no one has ever known. And it confirms some things that elven historians have been saying for decades. The elven people as a species have not been around as long as everyone thinks.” He looked at them. “Throughout elven history this instinct has always been the case, and this is why so many species have taken elven females prisoner during the many millennia they have existed as a species. They knew they would never destroy a life that was also part of them. The elves that Walter created on Earth would not have this inbred instinct because it was something they never experienced and Walter only used the gene sequences and DNA that the Coven had which was completely pure, with no emotional connection.”


Jomann’s face grew dark as realization of what Eliani and Andro were saying came to him and he looked at Andro. “Your uncle is a Lycavorian!” He growled. “He would resort to this… this vile action?” He asked with savage anger in his voice.


Andro met Jomann’s eyes. “My uncle stopped being Lycavorian the moment he betrayed his people. His own blood. Athani and Jalersi have already said he is willing to do anything to achieve his goals. Their father as well. Eli is right… as depraved as it is… I can not… I can’t put it past him. It all makes sense as horrible as it sounds. It is why he would take Medwaw For'mya and not any other. He could combined the royal bloodlines of two founding members of the Union.”


“But Arrarn and Byron… they already have done that. They are the sons of your father and For'mya. They have already sealed that bond of blood.” Sadi spoke. 


Andro nodded. “Which means my uncle may have found a way to use this and bypass whatever laws regarding ascension are in place already.” He said.


“Trying to kill Andro…” Eliani said shaking her head slowly from side to side. “The oldest and next in line if father ever was killed. Trying to kill all of us… it would only make it easier to do what he wants to accomplish. That is the list we saw in Tenna’s hospital room Andro.”


Andro nodded. “Yes.” He hissed softly. “I… I can’t believe I didn’t see this before now!” Andro rasped louder. 


“There is no way you could have imagined this Saradasaar.” Said spoke grabbing his arm. “You don’t think that way… in such despicable manner.”


“Sadi is right Andro.” Eliani said softly.


“Jomann… initiate a SecureCom to Earth! I have to speak with Tenna Deia or the Feravomir!” Andro said.


“Andro… the transmission disc is in the passenger area.” Jomann spoke. “Everyone will be able to see it.”


Andro looked at him. “It doesn’t matter now! I need to speak with one of them quickly! They must know this! They have to find out what it is my uncle is going to do! It is the only way to…”


“Andro… we don’t even know for sure that this is true.” Eliani stated.


Andro looked at her with wide eyes. “It is true arande! It has to be! Why else would she act in the manner as this Poysha says? Like she is without hope! Like she is lost! He must have done something to her… drugged her or something to get her to go along with this!”


“Regardless… what he did it is still rape! Your father still lives!” Jomann hissed quite viciously. “It would never stand up or be recognized!”


Andro looked at him. “Not if she believes all of us are dead!” He stated. “He can control everything she sees and hears!” Andro’s eyes grew wide all of a sudden. “That’s it! That is why he had the Immortals take Medwaw Dysea! He didn’t want to give her to Laustinos as a prize… he was using her as leverage against Medwaw For'mya! A reason to submit to him if she thought father and all of us were dead! If she did it thinking she was saving medwaw Dysea… if she did it willingly… then it is not rape!”


Eliani’s hand came up to cover her mouth as she gasped. “Andro no!” She stammered as she realized exactly what he was saying now. “If she… if she thought we were all dead. If she thought father was dead. She would do anything to keep mother from becoming a slave to Immortals! To protect those she loves! She held this dearest to her heart!”


“And he knew that!” Andro snarled savagely, his fangs bursting from his gums in barely controlled rage as he spun around and slammed a large fist into the unyielding bulkhead of the ship. “He knew that… and he must have discovered about the elven morality of never taking a life growing within you! He used it against her!” He turned to Jomann. “I need that uplink now!” He snapped.


Jomann nodded without hesitation and moved into the passenger area of the MENKLA as everyone’s eyes began to turn towards where they had been standing, Lu'ria and Carisia sensing  the emotions from both Eliani and Andro rising. Denali turned from where he was talking with Bren and looked at his brother and sister as Jomann began to stab his fingers down on the control panel for the communications array. He turned and began moving towards them quickly knowing that something was wrong.


Something was very wrong.

EARTH

SPARTA

ROYAL ESTATE VILLA


“…can not be serious Androcles!” Deia exclaimed.


Colonel Fache had woken her and Helen in an urgent haste and ushered them half dressed to the secure communications room in the King’s office.


“I am deadly serious Tenna.” Andro replied. “The more I run it through my head, the more it makes perfect sense. It fits exactly with everything they have done.” He shook his head in the transmission, Deia and Helen both able to see nearly everyone in the background of the transmission, all of them watching intently. “Take out the Drow outposts so they can not warn us what is coming or discover the connections he had made with the Immortal scum acting as his mercenaries. With the contacts many of the Drow leaders had made, they would never have been able to get so many ships close to Kranek without us knowing about it. Laustinos told them to remove our eyes and ears first to make things easier. With the Drow eliminated, if it had gone as they must have planned, they could have killed us all and no one would have been the wiser for several days at least. Then there is Laustinos helping their agents there on Earth. Setting the explosives in the Senate Building. How did they know mother was with you in your office Tenna? They have had people watching her since they came up with this twisted plan! It is the only plausible explanation. They knew exactly where she was when they began their attack on father. Killing father was only part of their plan. Taking mother and killing you was the other!”


“They have contacted us about where the meeting is to take place Andro!” Deia said suddenly unable to truly believe what her nephew was saying.


“It’s on Hadaria isn’t it?” Andro asked her seeing her eyes grow wide.


“Yes. How did… how did you know that?” Deia asked.


“Because that is also part of their plan and Resumar’s contact informed him. He told me the last time we spoke.” Andro spoke. “Usurping mother from her rightful place and installing a government favorable to them was always their intention. A government that would give them a foothold within Union space. Their actions on Hadaria have been well thought out for some time. They were patient and they provided only peripheral support to that bitch Buonau until the time to act was upon them. I do not know how long the plan with mother has been in place. Several months at least.”


“We have been going through the Ascension laws already Androcles.” Helen spoke now. “We have found nothing that could help him so far. Nothing. Even if he has done what you think.”


“He has done this! I can feel it within me Feravomir!” He looked at her. “There has to be something Feravomir! A simple word or sentence… a single paragraph buried in the mundane.” Andro told her. “There are seventeen Chronicles of Lycavorian Law! Each of them is nearly a thousand pages! There must be something!”


Deia rose slowly to her feet, steadying herself with the arm of the couch and Fache moving closer to assist if she needed him to. “Mandri… you are alive.” She spoke. “After you there is Eli and then Resumar. Then Denali. All of you are still alive. That is the order of Ascension should anything happen to your father and mothers. That is written in the Chronicles. There is no way he could accomplish this with all of you still alive.”


“And that is why he has tried to kill us Tenna.” Eliani spoke now. “Andro twice now! But even though he has failed in that he is still pressing forward so there must be something he is going to use!”


Helen stepped closer to the transmission. “Have you told Arrarn?” She asked.


“Feravomir… I will keep nothing from my brothers and sisters!” Andro stated. “This is not something I could keep from him even if I wanted too. And I don’t want too. He would see it… he would see it in my eyes. You know this.”


“Arrarn Leonidas!” Helen spoke louder.


There was a long pause before Arrarn’s voice came into the transmission from the Mark II STRIKER he and Toria were flying shrouded right next to the MENKLA. “I am… I am here Feravomir.” The rage in his voice was nearly a palpable thing and everyone could feel it. You didn’t need to be Lycavorian to sense that.


“Arrarn… I can hear the hate in your voice.” Helen spoke gently. “The rage and the need for vengeance.”


“What… what am I supposed to feel Feravomir?” He asked. “She is… she is my mother! Our mother! I will carve a path of death across the Kavalian Empire if this is true Feravomir. I will not stop until he is dead. Until everyone behind this is as dead as dead gets!”


“I will be beside him Feravomir. Without pause or question.” Andro spoke.


“As will I.” Denali spoke coming up next to him. 


“Me as well.” Eliani chimed in. “All of us Feravomir! You know this!”


“This is not what your mother would want!” Deia snapped moving closer as well. “Your father will be bad enough… if it is true, once he discovers this he will be uncontrollable! We can not have the entire Leonidas family seeking blood retribution! We have a entire Union to think of and…” 

Deia stopped talking on her own as her words echoed in her head. What she was saying clashed with everything that was burning in her own Lycavorian blood. Her mind filled with the images she had seen while she faded in and out of consciousness buried beneath that building. She had shared them with no one… not even her beloved mate… they were images and voices that were so very near and dear to her heart. Faces and voices she had not seen in millennia and that she had missed terribly for so long. She turned and looked at the much younger Helen, a woman not even close to her in age, but a woman that held the hopes and values of thousands upon thousands of years within her because of the memories and values of Canth. The two words she heard most prominently were two words that a man had spoken to her and others nearly four thousand years ago. Two words that had reverberated throughout all of them at the time and two words that now filled her mind. Spoken by a man who she had come to adore and respect as not only King, but the beloved mate of her beautiful sister.

“No more.” Deia whispered looking at Helen.

“Tenna?” Andro questioned from within the transmission.

Helen moved closer to her. “I remember them as well Deia. He remembers them.” She spoke softly.

“No more.” Deia spoke more firmly as she looked to her Mandri’s oldest and strongest child. Fate had taken so much from her, from all of them throughout the many years, but fate had returned what it had taken ten fold with the young man standing in that transmission, his brothers and sisters and their father and mothers. “No more!” She hissed out the words now. “No more!”

“Tenna?” Andro asked again.

“We will react no more!” Deia barked. “It is not our way! It is not the Spartan way! We are done reacting!”

Helen nodded her head in agreement and turned to look at Andro in the transmission. “It begins now Androcles.” She stated. “It begins now!”

“Feravomir we can not… father must…” Andro began to speak but stopped when she shook her head.

“Listen to me young Androcles Leonidas! Pain and fear comprise the forge in which the finest living weapons are created. This holds true for both wolves and dragons. You and Elynth have survived this crucible Androcles Leonidas. Alba Tau was where you were truly born and forged. And it is where your father almost lost himself. He has left you to carry on in his stead for now, for he knows this will not be the war the decides the fate of us all.”

“Feravomir…” Andro began.

“Now it is the time to turn the weapon you and your bonded sister have become loose. And woe unto those who stand in your way.” Helen said.

“Feravomir… what you and Tenna are saying. It…”

“No more!” Helen spoke firmly. “Two words spoken by your grandfather when he made the decision we would no longer suffer under the oppression of the High Coven. No more!” She moved closer to the transmission now, almost touching it. “Do you truly believe that you and your father could hide what you have learned and taught yourselves from Arzoal and I young Androcles? What you have learned and then taught your siblings and your Bonded brothers and sisters? What you have taught all those with the purest of blood that surround you? Your father has rediscovered himself once more Androcles… rediscovered the man he was and he burns brighter within Mindvoice than he ever did. Just as you now do. You and your father, Elynth, Torma, all of you have obtained a level of power and ability that Arzoal and I could never hope to match or achieve. You have done so in secret, teaching each other. Learning from each other. And you have passed this knowledge on to your family. This is not something you could hide from us for very long Androcles.”

“Feravomir we…”

“You must hide it no longer! You, your father, your siblings! Now you must unleash it!” Helen snapped. “No More Androcles! It begins now! It begins with the actions you are about to take part in! And the actions your father will begin in a matter of days! This is what your grandfather Resumar deemed necessary and it is what is necessary now. The Kavalians… the Icalro scum… everyone in the galaxy must now be made to know we will not stand by any longer! No more Androcles! No more!”

“Do what your blood calls for Androcles!” Deia spoke again. “Be as ruthless as death itself and make them see! No mercy! No retreat! Helen and I will do what we must here! We will find what it is your uncle is going to use. And if what you believe has happened is indeed true… if it is true… then I expect… your father and grandfather will expect… our people will expect you to unleash the Sirogus rie Jorbhe itself! And burn the vileness clean!”

Andro stood there for a long moment in silence staring at them in the transmission. His head canted slightly to the side and he was undoubtedly speaking with Elynth in the STRIKER. His azure eyes grew a little brighter and then he turned those orbs back on them. 

“So be it.” He said simply.

The transmission ended abruptly and Helen gripped Deia’s arm as she turned to Fache. “Colonel… call everyone here now! Everyone! We must discover what Pusintin is going to do before Andro goes to Hadaria!”

Fache nodded his head without question and sprinted from the room as Helen turned back to Deia.

“Will he do it Helen?” Deia asked her.

“Deia… we have just removed the chains of bondage from the two most powerful forces of nature to ever exist in our combined lifetimes.” Helen said softly. “It is no longer a matter of if Androcles or Martin will do it. Now it is a matter of what will remain when they are finally finished.” She moved closer and took much of Deia’s weight from her still very weak legs onto her side. “Come… we must find what it is Andro believes Pusintin has found that he is going to use when they arrive on Hadaria.”

“Martin will… Martin will go into a berserker rage Helen. If it is true he…” Deia said as they began moving across the room. “She is his Kinsoaurgai.” 

Helen shook her head. “No. Martin has transcended that now Deia. I know you have seen it. If this is true… if it is true you will see a different Martin I believe. You will see… you will see the cold, calculating and savagely lethal warrior that his father could become. The man I saw on so many occasions. That is what we will see Deia. And nothing will stand between him, nothing will stand between Aricia, Anja, Dysea and Isabella until For'mya is once more back within their arms. Androcles is the anvil… his father the hammer. Nothing between them will survive when the hammer falls and strikes the anvil. Nothing.”


“…so be it.”


The transmission ended and left Androcles Leonidas standing there in silence. Not one set of eyes on the MENKLA removed themselves from where he stood. Even Devra, who had only truly just come into her own when she had come to this place and discovered all that she had, was riveted in place and unable to move. The emotions wafting from Androcles were so very easy to detect. The only one brave enough to move was Sadi. She stepped right up to him, pressing her body tightly to his front, Lu'ria and Carisia quickly following suit and pressing against his sides. They all watched as their heads touched together, only Ne'Veha missing because she was still flying the ship, but with them in that moment nonetheless via Mindvoice. It was easy enough for them to hear Elynth’s voice as it filled Andro’s mind lie musical chimes in the wind.


[The Feravomir is right my beautiful Bonded Brother. Events are happening so fast… and we can no longer hide what we have become. None of us can.]


[We knew this day would come didn’t we sister?] Andro spoke as is arms curled around Lu'ria and Carisia bringing them closer against him as his lips brushed against Sadi’s cheek.


[Yes we did.] Elynth spoke. [We can no longer deny it Andro. Alba Tau is where we were truly born! Just as the Feravomir has said. We can not let what happened to our fathers happen to us. We have never tried to deny what we are and it has always made us stronger. Our fathers Andro… they are once more themselves my Bonded Brother… and they are stronger for it. As strong as we are now. Our brothers and sisters are stronger. The Feravomir and Deia are right Androcles. No more.]


Andro stared into Sadi’s jungle green eyes more deeply than he had ever looked into them before. He could see into his SirsanGai’s eyes even as she flew the ship. He turned his head slightly to stare into amber and maya blue eyes for brief seconds. Those sets of eyes, so utterly beautiful to him, they filled him with purpose and love. And soon the final set of eyes would be with them, part of them, honeydew green and full of life and love.


Andro took a deep breath and stepped back from the women he loved slowly. They nodded their heads and immediately Sadi moved back for the cockpit. Andro looked at Jomann and nodded his head. Jomann turned quickly and grabbed Anicetus’s arm. “Come Anicetus… you are going to get your wish.” He stammered.


Andro wanted everyone to hear what he was about to say and he tapped the implant on his jaw to activate his COM. On two ships ear implants came alive and got everyone’s attention.


“Arrarn. Am'uur. Dutkne.” He spoke clearly and without a hint of hesitation. “Be advised we are moving to Plan B. We are moving to Plan B. Adjust load out and time table and inform me when you are ready. Am'uur… let your contacts on Ontahe know and have them arrest the traitor and hold him in a secure location outside the LZ.”


“Understood.” Am'uur’s voice echoed.


“Andro…” Dutkne’s voice broke in. “Rules?”


Andro paused for a moment remembering that Dutkne had not been among them for very long even though he was now one of his closest and most trusted friends. “Spartan rules Dutkne my friend.” He answered. “We fight and we succeed. Period.”


Andro heard him chuckle. “Ahh… I am going to have to do some serious history review about these Spartans and your grandfather. I’m beginning to like their mentality more and more.”


Andro moved to the small window on the side of the MENKLA and even though he could not see the STRIKER flying next to them five hundred meters away, he could almost sense it there. “Arrarn… switch to secure Three.”


“Switching.” Arrarn’s voice answered.


Andro tapped his jaw once and the chatter from the background was gone as the two brothers linked into a single secure channel. “Arrarn?”


“I’m here.”


“Arrarn I…” Ando paused for a moment looking at the stars outside. “You are not alone Arrarn. We may not be completely blood brothers… but she is my… our mother too. We have never viewed her in any other way fervon. Not even for an instant. You are not alone.”


“I know Andro.” Arrarn spoke softly in reply.


“No matter what has happened… whether it be true or not… we will not forsake her Arrarn. She is part of me… part of all of us.” Andro spoke. “Our father will… he will retrieve her Arrarn. She is part of him as well. Part of all our mothers.”


“I have never doubted this Andro.” Arrarn said.


“But you do now.” Androcles said. “I can hear it in your voice fervon.”


“I… I hurt Andro.” Arrarn spoke. 


“You think we do not?” Androcles said quickly. “That is not how our family survives Arrarn. You know this as well as I. We are all one. Whether we have different mothers or the same. We all feel it just as you do. It is why we are so strong.” Andro heard him sigh over the COM. “Is Toria there?”


“I sent her back to check on the turrets.” Arrarn answered.


“Have I ever broken a promise to you Arrarn?” Andro asked him. “Have I ever broken a promise to any of you?”


“No.” Arrarn answered instantly.


“Then hear me now Arrarn… no matter what happens fervon… no matter what it takes… I give you my solemn word as your brother that whoever has taken part in this action, if it turns out to be true, they will die by our hands. Yours and mine. Father will rescue her… he will find her and bring her home to us… but I swear to you as your brother and a Spartan… not one of them will escape our justice Arrarn. A son’s justice. Not a single one will live a moment longer than necessary for what they have done to our mother.” Andro looked across the stars and placed his hand on the glass in front of him almost as if he could see Arrarn gazing out of the window of the STRIKER at him. “That is my oath to you.”


“Then let’s hit these midaeus where it truly hurts, get your mate, and then leave.” Arrarn said. “I want to go to Curila 6 and see father before he leaves.”


Andro nodded. “You can remain with him if you wish fervon. I would understand if you did.”


“No.” Arrarn spoke. “Narice has told me what you spoke of with her Andro.”


“I know. I told her to share it with you.” He said.


“She will need me. I am her husband. Her mate. And we both love and need Toria with us as well.” Arrarn spoke. “No… you will need me more fervon.”


“Then let’s get this done so when can return that much sooner.” Andro spoke.


“Androcles…” Arrarn actually was looking out of the window of his STRIKER though he knew Andro could not see him. He placed his hand against the glass of his pilot’s window and nodded his head, just barely able to see his brother’s outline across the distance. “Thank you fervon.” He said in a whisper. “Your words mean more to me than you will ever know because I know they come from your heart.”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes they do.” He spoke. “Break formation now and proceed to your first DZ. I will meet you on the inside of this mercenary hanger in thirty-seven minutes.”


“I’ll be there.” Arrarn said.


Andro watched for a moment longer imagining the STRIKER peeling off and diving for the planet that was rapidly become larger and larger below them. 


Devra watched from her seat as Androcles moved away from the window and made his way forward into the cockpit. She had heard nearly all of his side of the conversation and she realized he did not know this. His words had made her shudder inside at the heartfelt emotions in them, but they also made her cringe thinking of the men who had pulled these words from this young man. Devra knew at that moment, more than anything else that had happened up until now, she knew her daughter Caliria would never be safer than when she was with him and those who loved her. He would move worlds for her, for any of them she knew, just as he was prepared to bring down a government to take Caliria back. She turned quickly once he was out of sight and looked at Bren as he was making adjustments to their weapons and equipment. “Bren?” She spoke softly causing him to pause and look up at her with his gorgeous eyes.


“My wife and mate?” He answered with just a touch of pride in his voice. He could not remember the last time he felt this type of happiness in him and he knew it was because of what he felt for this breathtaking blue skinned woman who was now forever his.


“Bren… forgive me… but what is this Plan B?” Devra asked. “Will it… will it effect getting Caliria back?”


Bren stopped what he was doing and inched closer to her on the deck. He held up the K12 KM she would be carrying as well as the new Pulse Lance that all of them now carried in holsters on their thighs. The first of many new ‘toys’ that Admiral O'Connor had begun covertly shipping to them from the wizards at Dreamland. The N71 Nehtes II was its official designation Bren had discovered, but most of those Spartans of the Durcunusaan who had been using them for the last week in secret training facilities had nicknamed them Stilettos because they were so thin and exceedingly lethal.


“No.” He answered her. “There will be little change to what our part of the plan is.”


Devra looked at him. “I saw what they told him Bren.” She spoke lifting her hand and placing it on his handsome face. “I am your mate and wife now Bren… you do not need to keep anything from me because you think it will horrify me in some way. I have no intention of ever leaving you. Not after what you have made me feel and what I know we can have together. What is Plan B?”


Bren took a deep breath. “As I said… there will be little change to what our part of the plan is.” He told her. “We will follow Androcles and the others and hold position in the landing bay while one team moves to the second location of where they are holding Vanari females and Andro retrieves Caliria.”


“Now tell me the difference Bren.” Devra said.


Bren met her eyes now. “Before we would have tried to remain unnoticed for as long as possible. Now however… now we will be the diversion while Am'uur and Dutkne’s team enters the base and moves to the main location. We will pull as much of their security force as we are able to us allowing the others to move more freely and with less resistance.”


“How?” Devra asked.


Bren smiled despite himself. “Though it goes against everything I have been trained for as a Durcunusaan officer, it’s really quite simple. We exit the transport… Andro walks up to whoever greets us, reveals who he is, and then kills him.” He saw her eyes go a little wider at this news. “It should set off a sufficient chain reaction of events that Dutkne and Am'uur can sneak right in while we push towards the second location which is much closer to the landing bay.”


“But… won’t they… won’t they kill their prisoners?” Devra asked.


Bren shook his head. “They will not know why we are here Devra my love.” He said. “They will believe Andro is there to continue his rampage from many years ago. They will be trying their level best to kill him… not kill their means of income.”


“Bren… that sounds so suicidal.” Devra said finally.


He smiled. “That’s why it will work.” He stated.


His name was Cyngi.


The only surviving Overseer of The Wilds. The only one of six Overseers that had escaped the wrath of King Leonidas over twenty years ago. Part of that was his skill at disappearing and manipulating people and events, but the larger part he knew was completely luck. He had been in the right place at the right time when King Leonidas attacked his personal estate, and that had been nowhere near his home. He had been on business in Icalro Alliance space when he received word that the Union King was rampaging through The Wilds searching for the six men who had condemned his Hadarian mate’s sister to death. They had agreed in part that they would leave her alone after she was finally taken by Union forces, but one of them had gotten greedy and given the High Coven knowledge of where she was and then facilitated the members of the assassination team that had gone after her. They had failed in their mission and it had sent the Union King into a rage. One of them had brought their entire operation in The Wilds down with his greed. Luckily… he had been the first Leonidas killed. 


Cyngi had escaped here. He had escaped and rebuilt his holdings in the following twenty years. Rebuilt them better and stronger than they had been back then. At least he thought they were. Safely within the Icalro Alliance he had been able to secure this deserted base, expand it and then turn it into one of the largest slaver and smuggling centers in the galaxy, and he did not have to worry about Union interference in the least. The Icalro Alliance made sure of that, giving him protection and support for a very modest monthly credit transfer. Credits that he made up within three days of paying them. His profits had only grown with his expansion into the Beta Quadrant using these Orionis Syndicate people and the blue skinned females they brought to him. Vanari they were called, trained in the arts of pleasure and able to make any man or woman talk just by excreting a simple oil from the pores of their skin. He had twenty-nine of these females in his stables, and he charged hideously high amounts for their services. Services that were very well received and very much in demand. In the year since he had begun using them in his harem he had been able to secure mounds of information and favors that he never would have gotten without them. Most of this information he kept in a hidden vault so that he could use it in the future, some he had used already to garner protection and profit from many different individuals within the many different governments across the Alpha Quadrant. Species of all types came to him to indulge in their twisted sexual fantasies, their errant attempts at Black Marketing and dozens of different reasons. He even had contacts within the Lycavorian Union itself, though he used them very sparingly. He had witnessed the wrath of the Lycavorian King once, and he was no fool. He did not want to see it again. 


He stood just behind the four Lycavorians now as their eyes were on the two Vanari females who danced slowly and quite erotically on the small stage in his private office and quarters. The Lycavorian male paying the most attention to the females and sporting a sexual excitement that even the Unsaur could detect it was his main contact. The other three were AEC executives that he had thoroughly checked out before allowing onto his base. With these three men and one woman he would secure himself some of the most advanced hand weaponry that was available in the known Universe and take it right from the people who made it for the Union. That would be a victory in itself since Cyngi still harbored a deep and abiding hatred for the Lycavorian King and what he had done. For hundreds of years The Wilds had worked one way, assassination, the lucrative slavery of elven females, all of it regulated and endorsed or ignored by the governments that existed at the time. Even the Union did nothing as long as it remained outside their borders. Then this upstart Lycavorian King arrives and takes power and gets upset over a simple business decision to conduct an assassination of one of his Queen’s sister, and he goes on a rampage of revenge destroying a foundation that had been in place for centuries. Destroying Cyngi’s base of power and influence. It was not something he would soon forget, and using these fools who worked for AEC to get back at him was almost poetic in a way.


Cyngi turned his head from the show when his Kochab Lieutenant moved quietly into the room and stepped up to him. “The Lycavorian MENKLA transport is landing.” He reported.


Cyngi nodded. “The men are in position?” He asked.


“Yes. I have two dozen in various positions throughout the landing bay. Are we really going to take the prototype weapons by force Cyngi?” The Kochab asked.


“Only if the Lycavorians don’t keep their bargain.” Cyngi answered quickly. He turned back to see his contact enraptured by the Vanari females even still, the others seemingly intent on their actions as well. “He could not lie under the influence of their oil… so there should be no issues. It never hurts to be prepared though.”


“No sir it doesn’t.” The man spoke.


“Have Captain Kre’al greet our guests and insure they follow the rules we have in place.” Cyngi spoke. “I don’t want a dozen or more Lycavorians running around my base unmonitored and unchecked.”


“As you order.”


Cyngi watched his lieutenant depart and he turned back to the four Lycavorians in front of him. He stepped forward, towering over them at over seven foot in height. “Your ship has arrived.” He spoke. “May I suggest that we complete our transaction and then you may return here to finish the show?”


They all looked at him and he saw the looks of amazement on their faces at what they were witnessing. The woman was the one who spoke first. “Of… of course” She stammered obviously excited by what she had seen.


Cyngi smiled a false smile, making his reptilian features even more imposing. If he could get additional information or leverage over these other three AEC executives, he could rapidly build himself the most powerful non-government army in the galaxy. It was an enticing thought as he motioned with his hand towards the door.


Kre’al was a Kochab warrior through and through and had been a mercenary for the better part of his four hundred and nineteen years of life. The scars he bore on his face from a plasma grenade fighting Bo'yak scum, the four times he had been shot by Lycavorian soldiers on raids within Union space, all these attested to his experience and skill. No one challenged him anymore for he was as devious as he was skilled. Since taking this job two decades ago he had lived a good life, all the credits and females of any species he wanted. A secure place to live and not keep running from one patrol or the other… this is what he had worked for all of his life and now finally achieved.


As the ramp to the MENKLA transport began to lower and he saw the combat boots of the individuals waiting to walk down he knew something was wrong. His hardened instincts had not deserted him as they had done to so many of his fellow mercenaries. His dark slit eyes narrowed even more when he realized all of them wore dark cloaks over their Union issue Mark IV ArmorPly body armor. It was without a doubt the finest body armor made anywhere in the galaxy and a rare find indeed outside Union borders. He counted six figures in front, all of them with the cowls of their cloaks drawn up around their heads hiding their faces. They wanted to remain anonymous no doubt, this he understood for traitors to the Lycavorian Union were treated no better than rodents in the streets, if they were not killed outright. He could see five additional figures behind the first six, all of them dressed in a similar fashion as well and standing beside one of four large metal containers he saw on the deck of the transport. They were being careful he figured; wanting no one to know who they were or that they were selling Union weapons technology to known mercenaries and criminals. Two of those in the front rank he determined to be females based on their height and their slighter dimensions. This was also not surprising since the females in the Union military were equally as lethal as the men. He took a step back as the ramp touched the floor of the landing bay and they began coming down the incline. The second rank followed and the first of the four crates with them on hover bars and gliding between their figures.


As Kre’al watched them, his sense of foreboding grew by leaps and bounds. Whoever these Lycavorians were, they were not acting as they should have been. He expected them to be looking in all directions for threats of any kind or those who could turn them in to Union authorities. What he saw were men and women not concerned with who saw them and this did nothing to settle his concern. He caught glimpses of the jaws of the two lead men, seeing the facial hair of one. Each step brought them closer and the alarms in his head began to grow louder. His experience told him this was natural and they had been cleared by Cyngi himself. His instincts were telling him something was very wrong and his life was in severe danger. He watched as they reached the bottom of the ramp and began to spread out, not like they were looking for threats, but as if they were getting ready to attack. That could not be… no one would be foolish enough to enter their base and start something. With nearly three hundred and fifty security personnel alone all over the base, any attack would be suicidal from within the base itself. He watched as one of the figures broke away from the others and crossed the ten steps to where he stood. He was slightly taller than Kre’al and this did not give him good feelings. Every nerve in his body was actually screaming for him to attack, but whether he would admit it or not, this life had dulled his finely tuned survival instincts just enough to hold himself in check.


He would never know that it would not have mattered either way.


Kre’al looked at the hooded figured. “You… you brought the crates I see. Excellent.” He stated. “I have been instructed to tell you that we will take possession of the weapons now and that you will be restricted to one section of the entertainment rotunda. You…”


“Where is our contact?” The voice asked firmly interrupting his prepared statement.


Kre’al blinked several times in surprise. “The Overseer Cyngi is bringing them down from his personal quarters.” He answered.


“So the Unsaur Cyngi is the man behind this operation?” The voice asked. 


Kre’al nodded as the others directed the four crates to the side of the ship and parked them alongside one another. “Yes. He escaped the purge by the dog of a Lycavorian King and came here to rebuild.”


“And the Icalro Alliance knows he is the one in charge here?” The voice asked.


“Of course they do.” Kre’al snapped. “Why…” He stopped talking and lowered his hand to where he wore his sidearm. “Remove your hoods… all of you!”


“Is there a problem Kochab?” The voice snarled.


Kre’al pulled his weapon from the holster, his men suddenly on edge as they watched their commander bring his weapon out of its place and hold it at the deck. “I told you to remove your hoods! Do it now! All of you! You will not be allowed to proceed further if you do not!”


“If that is your wish.” The voice answered.


Kre’al watched him turn slightly and motion with his hand. Kre’al watched as the red haired female lowered her hood followed by several other men and women, among them a female Drow elf and a vampire female with raven black hair. In a moment only two stood without their hoods down and Kre'al turned back to the obvious leader who was one of them.


“I said all of you!” Kre'al spat. “Do it now!”


“Devra?” The voice spoke the name turning slightly.


Kre'al’s eyes cut to the figure in the back and grew even wider when he saw the silver blond hair and incredible blue skin revealed as the Vanari female lowered her hood and stood there unafraid. He glanced back to the leader once more.


“You have… you have a Vanari! How is that… how is that possible? I thought…” He exclaimed in shock his eyes going even wider as Androcles lifted his hands and tossed back his cowl revealing his face. “Soul Slayer!” He hissed in revulsion.


“That dog of a Lycavorian King is my father!” Andro snarled viciously as his fangs burst forth and his eyes changed. “And I have a message for Cyngi from him little man!” Andro’s right hand dropped in the blink of an eye and a Stiletto appeared in his fist. He jammed the end of the pulse lance into the Kochab’s midsection with little regard and less finesse. The air left Kre'al’s lungs in a single rush and his wide eyes looked up at Andro’s face. “My father never forgets!” Androcles hissed before his thumb depressed the button.


Kre'al never saw or felt the lance of energy for it sliced right through his abdomen sending a bloody spray out the middle of his back, along with large bits of flesh and most of his spine, before launching his body into the air and sending it sailing through the air from the force of the concentrated blast of energy. Andro looked at the pulse lance in his hand with wide azure eyes as Denali and the others began to move.


“Saoi sibfla!” Andro hissed in shock looking at the lance. “I like this weapon!” 


“Andro!” Jomann’s screaming voice shook him out of his stance and he turned just as dozens of Kochab, Bo'yak and Evolli mercenaries began to bring their weapons up. 


Andro dove behind the closest crate they had brought out of the MENKLA landing next to Jomann and his brother just as weapons fire began to erupt towards them, as well as screaming voices. He put his back to the crate and looked into the rear of the MENKLA. Now SirsanGai! Now!

In the cockpit of the MENKLA Ne'Veha stabbed her finger down on the control panel to her right and from the nose of the MENKLA dropped an ominous looking gray single barreled cannon. It swiveled on the turret it was attached to and sent one extremely large kinetically charged slug the size of a man’s fist whistling off into the distance. Ne'Veha had targeted the cannon perfectly of course, and that single slug punched into the control panel on the opposite side of the landing bay after passing through a fuel container and two very unlucky landing bay security guards blowing their bodies into small pieces in the process. The control panel that operated the oversized landing bay doors facing the east side of the mountain. The single round succeeded in obliterating the entire control panel as well as punch through the exterior of the steel wall behind it. The cannon was meant to target warships and the side of the mountain base was really no match for it. Her action also served its major purpose and the huge doors began to open.


The four crates were large enough to provide cover for them as weapons fire slammed into the reinforced containers not really doing any damage in the least. Andro sat on his butt, his back to the container and holding the pulse lance, Denali and Jomann looking at him as he counted off something in his head.


“Now?” Deni screamed.


Andro shook his head quickly. “Not yet!”


“We can nubous kiss them as it is!” Deni screamed again.


“He has a point Andro!” Jomann barked.


“Not yet!” Andro snapped.


Eliani turned her head from where she cowered on the opposite side of Jomann. “Hey… lug head! They are moving closer!” She shouted. “I don’t want to swap spit with these scum!”


Andro turned his head and looked at his sister. “Perish the thought arande!”


“Now… now would be a very good time for you to do whatever it is you are going to do Androcles!” Bren shouted from where he crouched behind another crate only meters away.


“A few seconds more!” Andro shouted.


“Saradasaar… this is insanity!” Lu'ria barked from where she sat on the opposite side of Eliani.


All of them heard the roar of engines then and they turned to see the STRIKER DT Mark II rise into view. Andro grinned. “Now!” He screamed as he rose up and lifted his left arm, launching his Shi Viska in a single blink while bringing the pulse lance to bear. The others followed suit without hesitation just as the STRIKER drifted expertly into the massive landing bay, the heavy chain gun under its nose beginning to spew out death.


“Toria! Port thrusters!” 

Arrarn barked out the command as he yanked the DT into a hairpin one hundred and eighty degree turn, his finger still mashed down on the firing button of the chain cannon. Toria had already read his mind in that regard and before the order had left his lips completely, she was stabbing her control panel and engaging the port docking thrusters. The added power caused the STRIKER to turn that much quicker and Arrarn reached over, taking his hand off the cannon control and slapped the controls for the DT’s main ramp. Arrarn didn’t turn his head from his instruments but he took a deep breath and shouted out what six fully grown dragons had been waiting to hear.

“Elynth! Ramp coming down!”

We are ready Arrarn! Her voice responded in his head and Arrarn Leonidas grinned a cruel grin.

“Time to open the hurt locker you nubous ronnus!” He spat out loud.

Toria Leonidas smiled from her co-pilot’s seat and could only shake her head. No doubt about it, life with Narice and their new half elf half Lycavorian husband was going to be so very interesting and fulfilling.


Elynth and Anthar hit the steel floor first, before Arrarn had even dropped the STRIKER completely to the deck. With roars of rage and glee, both of them cut loose with dual streams of death as they snapped their wings to the side with bone shattering claps of thunder like noise and moved to the side. A stream of three thousand degree, flame tinged super heated breath and pure scorching flame caught a full squad of Kochab and Evolli mercenaries just as half of them were reloading their weapons. None of them survived the skin melting heat or charring flame. Deneth and Aradace were the next off the STRIKER and with a flick of her huge head Aradace snatched up two Bo'yak scum and sent them hurtling back towards where Deneth was just unfolding his wings. He snapped his right wing forward with bone crunching power and speed and the two Bo'yak mercenaries collided with that rigid front, steel like cartilage, the sound of their bones shattering audible even over the din of weapons fire and the screaming that was echoing around the landing bay. Majeir and Tharua were last off the DT and they broke to the left just as they were instructed. Majeir’s green scales and Tharua’s copper color skin was brilliant in the light of the landing bay, and the two dragon sisters stood side by side like the majestic creatures of numerous legend and unleashed twin streams of searing flame directly into the control room of the landing bay. The combined streams melted the glass that separated the control room from the bay itself and within seconds, the five mercenaries inside the control room were screaming in agony as they ran back and forth within the confines of the small room, their bodies pyres of flaming death.


Elynth snapped her head around to where Andro and the others waited.


Go my Bonded Brother! Go now Andro! We will hold them! 


Do it sister! Andro’s voice echoed.


As beautifully choreographed as any dance move in a grand ballet, six dragons reached out to their bonded ones, snatched them up in the embrace of their powerful psychic power and proceeded to throw them through the air directly at the catwalk running along the side of the landing bay that led to the upper levels. None of the mercenaries were prepared for this maneuver and fully half could only stand there and gawk as three men and four women were launched into the air over their heads, one of the men with a look of utter horror on his face.


“Here we go!” Andro screamed out to the others.


Denali, Carisia, Lu'ria, Eliani, Narice and Andro relaxed their bodies and were lifted into the air instantly. Jomann’s eyes grew wide when he rose with them, and he flailed somewhat as he had not been prepared for this. His eyes were wide as he suddenly found himself rocketing across the top of the mercenaries below him, following closely behind Andro and the others. Given Carisia’s diminutive size, it was a simple enough exercise for Elynth and Anthar her dragon mate to combined their skills together and throw all three of them through the air just as Androcles had planned. Andro detected their surprise at how easily they had done this and he smiled as he guided his body right where he wanted to go, feeling Jomann’s anxiety and shock filling him clearly. His Durcunusaan Captain adjusted almost immediately as he knew Jomann would and as Andro saw the five mercenaries look at them from the catwalk below with stunned expressions he rotated and drove his booted feet down into the face of the Evolli scum beneath him with all two hundred and twenty plus pounds of muscle and bone. His wolf ears detected the snapping of bone as Denali landed next to him in much the same way, driving the Kochab beneath him and killing him instantly as his head was smashed into the floor.


Andro turned immediately even as he dropped into a combat squat, just in time to see Jomann land somewhat awkwardly next to him, his armored knee fracturing the skull of the Kochab mercenary and sending him sprawling heavily into the wall. Carisia and Lu'ria made short work of another mercenary, their lithe frames working in tandem as Drow Mistress and Slave as they landed cat like, both of their blades flashing in the light of the landing bay. A single shot rang out from a K14 KM and Andro saw the last mercenary’s head practically implode from the near point blank shot of Eliani’s hand weapon as she nimbly landed on the opposite side of Jomann, Narice beside her, fighting knives already out and preparing for battle.


Jomann got to his feet instantly and whirled on Andro with wide changed eyes and his fangs exposed. “Nubous warn me next time mideaus!” He screamed at his Prince in shock and feigned anger. It had been a thrilling experience to say the least and not something that Andro had taught him in their training sessions over the last few days.


“No time!” Andro shouted back his eyes and fangs also changed now. He spun around lifting his arm as his Shi Viska came whizzing back from the distance to become reseated on his arm and looked at Denali, who was already moving to the door on that level that would take them into the interior of the base and to the Unsaur’s personal quarters. “Deni!”


“Clear! Let’s move!” He barked back lifting the Stiletto pulse lance and ducking into the corridor. 


Andro followed his younger brother immediately, Lu'ria and Carisia right behind him with smiles on their faces and blood dripping from their blades. Narice moved next with Eliani pushing past Jomann and making it a point to bump her firm ass cheek against his broad shoulder. 


“If you keep up I’ll let you have your way with me when this is over!” She barked at him pausing to lean over quickly and nibble his ear with her wolf fangs as she moved past.


Jomann couldn’t help but smile and growl at her obvious invitation and willingness to make it known she desired him so much and he didn’t hesitate in following her. Deia had told him serving as Andro’s Captain would be the most interesting and taxing time of his life. He shook his head at what he had just done and now her words echoed so truthfully in his head.


Damned if he wouldn’t have it any other way though.


Cyngi stopped walking at the first sounds of gunfire and then the screaming began. His head whipped around instantly and he opened his mouth to order his guards to kill the four Lycavorians but he stopped when he saw three of them holding weapons on him and his men. Instantly one of the men and the female fired at almost point blank range, their rounds impacting the Kochab lieutenant and the second Kochab who had joined them as they walked. The third man was dragging their contact back down the corridor unceremoniously, his opposite hand filled with a large hand weapon.


“You have betrayed me!” Cyngi hissed savagely.


The man and woman leveled their weapons at him as more explosions shook the base. “I’d say you have a problem Unsaur.” The man snarled… wolf fangs exposed and his eyes changed.


“We’ll take the traitor thank you very much.” The woman echoed.


Cyngi took a step towards them but froze once more when they both drew down on him. He was an Unsaur yes, but even he could not defeat two fully grown Lycavorians in a stand up fight.


“His son is here Unsaur!” The woman snapped. “And I think he’s here to collect on a debt you owe his father from twenty years ago.”


Cyngi’s eyes grew wide. “The son?” He hissed.


“If I was you… I be making my way to my emergency ship.” The male spoke as they began to move back down the corridor. “If you want to live of course.”


“You think you will escape here?” Cyngi growled.


“Oh… we’ll escape. The question is… will you be alive to see it.” He answered. 


Cyngi’s wrist communications band began to crackle with the shouting voices of dozens of his security forces. He turned away from them without hesitation and lifted his wrist. He looked at his two dead security men and then began walking towards the landing bay. “This is Cyngi… all security personnel head for the landing bay!” He barked. “Overwhelm them!”


“They have dragons in the base!” A voice screamed. “They’re burning us down!”


“Use heavy weapons damn it!” Cyngi screamed. “Where is Kre’al?”


“He’s dead!” The voice responded. “Soul Slayer killed him first!”


Cyngi stopped and turned back around to see an empty corridor. “Soul Slayer is here?” He stammered.


“Upper levels!”


“Have half a dozen men meet me by the armory!” Cyngi barked. “Now! Move! And get the heavy cannons set up on the upper catwalks to fire down into the bay! Do it now!”


The entrance to the refuse room was never guarded even though it had a main junction of tunnels that led out to the icy mountain and plains within it. Cyngi wrongly determined that no one in their right mind would slug through half a kilometer of bodily feces and week old garbage to reach inside the base. The tunnel exit was on a plateau that you could only reach by air, and he never expected the Union to use a Shrouded ship to drop troops there. He was an excellent criminal mind, but a very poor military planner. The control room for the refuse center was now filled with Dutkne, Am'uur and the others, stripped out of their hazard suits to survive the walk through the tunnels and protect their senses. 


Tastia was a fully trained Cadre Commando with several missions under her belt, but never had she seen such precision and training than she was witnessing now. She stood very close to Am'uur now, as his amber eyes searched the corridor outside the main door down one direction and Dutkne stood on the opposite side of the doorway looking in the other direction. This Drow elf male had not released her hand as they moved through the mangle of refuse and garbage, twice keeping her from falling headfirst into the sludge and vile liquid. She found herself staring at his chest now as they stood by the door waiting for the signal to exit and move to the main chambers where they were keeping the Vanari females hostage. The body armor she wore was identical to what the others wore and quite a marvel of construction in her opinion. The Vanari had nothing like these combat suits and even their heavy troops were not so well protected. Standing close to him as she was, she could see the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest under the body armor, as he was a good seven inches taller than her own five foot five frame. His long white hair was pulled into a tight pony tail, and draped over one shoulder, similar in fashion to the other two Drow who had accompanied them. Tastia looked up at his face and took in the contours of his jaw and cheek and how his elven ears curved elegantly inward. He had spoken up for her when Coren tried to shout her down, and since first meeting him only ours ago, Tastia found herself captured by his eyes. She looked away quickly when he turned his head to glance at Dutkne, but didn’t back up from her position of almost touching him with her body as she too looked out the glass partition.


“Get ready.” Dutkne said softly. His eyes were seemingly off in some far away land, but there was a distinct smile on his face. “He does not believe in being subtle.”


Am'uur snorted with a smile of his own. “Subtle to Prince Androcles is asking what you want written on your tomb. Before he sends you to the gods.”


Dutkne turned and looked at Nirilo Re Mydala. “Nirilo?” He asked.


Nirilo looked at the portable sensor console he wore on his right forearm. “Once we exit this room… sixty meters down the corridor to the right and take a left. Another twenty meters and we’ll be at main chamber where the Vanari are held.”


Dutkne looked at the first few members of the RD team that waited patiently. “Once we get the signal… four of you break first. If it is not wearing one of our uniforms then kill it.” He ordered. “Be watchful for other Lycavorians. They are working for this AEC and will be in civilian clothes. They are friendly.”


“As you order Val’istar.” The lead RD officer replied without question. Word had spread quickly among the Durcunusaan that this Dutkne now held a position to Prince Andro similar to that of the Feravomir for his father. A spiritual and political advisor with little equal. It also was moving among their ranks from those who participated in the mission to free Lady Janae that he seemed very interested in Princess Zarah and Princes Lucia, and that no matter what she had said to him, the interest from them for him was there as well.


“What is the signal?” Tastia asked looking at Dutkne. “Will we know it?”


Dutkne was about to answer when a massive explosion shook the base and the floor vibrated beneath their feet. He couldn’t help but grin. “Ah… I think that is our cue.” He stated. “Go! Go!”


Four of the RD team rushed forward and exited the room, Dutkne and Nirilo right on their heels. Am'uur looked at Tastia. “Remain attached to my hip Tastia Dal Vesch… I am sworn to protect you and I will.” He stated. “Move with me and do not hesitate. Hesitation is death right now.”

Regardless of their situation, his words to her were sincere and heartfelt and Tastia found herself looking at him in a whole other light as he reached down and took her hand in his before following Dutkne and Nirilo. The remainder of the RD team fell in right behind them without hesitation.


The main chamber where the Vanari females were kept was actually very large, though not very well kept. It was the Vanari females themselves who managed to keep it as clean as they were able and in some manner of neatness. Their different cots were spread out in the room, which served as not only their living area but also an auction like area. Cyngi had brought potential customers walking through the room to gaze at them and allow them to choose which Vanari they wanted to entertain them. There was a self feeding water fountain in the center of the room and several layers of thin material that hung from the ceilings and walls to provide at least some manner of privacy when they slept. At the moment, all of them were pressed close together in a small group around the two females who were nearly gone. Though the chemical that broke them also made them docile, they still retained their senses enough to know that something was happening outside of their chamber. Caliria and Yssyla had been taken two hours before, and while they missed her encouraging words and inner strength, they still were in this together.


Four Kochab and two Bo'yak mercenaries were in the room with them, all of them standing nervously by the main double doors into their chambers as another much softer explosion echoed and made the floor shudder. They were chattering to themselves about what was happening and trying to determine what it was from the frantic transmission on their COM units. Their attention was focused solely on that and for several seconds none of them even realized that the double doors had someone been bypassed and slid open. Five Vanari females were closer than the others and trying to listen to what the mercenaries were saying as well as pick up what was coming over their wrist COM units.


“Dragons?” One of them spoke softly looking at her fellow prisoners, all of whom had begun referring to each other as sister. “Such beasts do not exist! They can not exist.”


“They sound as if they are terrified.” Another spoke.


“Why would Lycavorians be attacking them?” Yet another asked causing the others to look at her. “They have never shown favor to the Vanari… the Protectorate would not come all this way to attack them.”


“She’s right… it doesn’t make any sense.” Another spoke. “What…”


All of them grew silent as the main double doors sparked and sizzled from an electrical power override of some sort. The Kochab and Bo’yak mercenaries began turning far too late as the door slid open. They could only watch in unmitigated awe as four figures burst into the room with wicked looking weapons and dressed all in black. The two Bo'yak died first as two members of the RD team shifted direction instantly upon clearing the doorway and brought their P190A5s up as extensions of their bodies. The integrated silencers built into the shorter model of the main assault weapon of Union forces coughed out death in quiet snorts. The Bo'yak mercenaries both died in a hail of fire that pulverized both their chest cavities into a mess of mangled flesh and blood. Even as the Kochab were turning and reacting, Am'uur and two other RD members fell upon them with lethal results. Like his younger sister Lu'ria, Am'uur preferred bladed weapons to bulky firearms, but his time in the Drow Queen’s Elite Guardforce had taught him the value of being proficient with firearms as well. His right hand filled with a new K14 KM that had been fitted with a silencer as well. The kinetic rounds flew from the barrel of his weapon punching into the throat and chest of the nearest Kochab and physically tossing his body back from the powerful force of the weapon at such close range. In that single instant Am'uur also brought the wicked looking Drow fighting knife up in a vicious cross body slash. The seven-inch blade bit into the unarmored chest of the Kochab mercenary and sliced open his chest and abdomen from groin to sternum. His suddenly numb fingers could not even pull the trigger on his weapon as it dropped from his grasp and the horrific pain reach his brain and he began to scream as he fell. His hands tried futilely to hold his internal organs inside his chest cavity, but it was a losing battle as he fell backwards and dropped to the floor.


The three RD troops took things a little easier and dispatched the remaining two Kochab with fatal bursts of fire from their weapons until both joined their comrades on the floor. Tastia burst into the room right behind Am'uur, Nirilo right on her heels as was the plan, all of the Vanari females being held prisoner seeing them immediately and coming to their feet in stunned shock. Tastia moved forward to the small group that was closest without hesitation.


“I am Tastia Dal Vesch. This is Nirilo Re Mydala!” She hissed. “We are friends and we have come to get you out of here and take you home.”


Many of the females turned to look at Nirilo in shock. “Re Mydala?” One of them stammered. “You are… you are Caliria’s older brother?” 


Nirilo nodded as he dropped the small pack he was carrying to the floor. “Yes. Another team is going to secure her.”


“They… they are Lycavorians!” One of the females gasped softly as Dutkne and more of the RD team began to secure the entrance.


Dutkne came up to them and smiled. “Ladies… I’m very happy we have found you.”


“General Director Dutkne!” One of them gasped. “You… the Protectorate has… you are working with the Vanari?”


“It’s a very long story I assure you.” Dutkne said as Nirilo handed him and Tastia several injector guns and three small clips apiece. “At the moment so you are not surprised…. we are not in Protectorate or Vanari space.”


“We… we assumed as much.” One of them said. “We do not know these species.” She motioned with her hand to the now dead Kochab and Bo'yak.


“As I said… it is a long story. One which you will discover I’m sure… but right now we need to inject you with a cure for the OSG chemical and then get you out of here.” Dutkne told them. “Tastia… tell them.”


Tastia nodded and held up the injector gun. “We have enough for all of you.” She stated confidently. “It will counteract any symptoms or side effects of the Syndicate control drug and begin working instantly. It will also begin to restore your body’s Alkay and return your basic hormonal levels and balance to normal. Which of you has been here the longest? We need to treat you in that order and quickly.”


“Sama and Norena!” One of them gasped. “They have been here over a year and both are too weak to even rise from their beds! Over here!”


Nirilo held up his injector. “Dutkne and I will begin injecting the rest of you. We must move quickly, so once we have done that gather only what you can carry. If you have anything at all. We need to make our way to the main landing bay where you hear the explosions coming from. That is our ride out of here.”


Am'uur stepped up to Tastia as she finished injecting the comatose dark haired female and turned to inject the other. She looked at him and despite the situation felt her body react to the way his eyes gazed upon her. The sensations were exceptionally pleasant to her.


“Tastia we must be quick and silent.” He told her quickly. “The less attention we draw to ourselves as we depart the better. I fear many of them look at me in fear because of my ears and my eyes. Tell them they must remain as silent as possible. At least until we get close enough to landing bay that my sister and their bonded ones can cover us.”


“I will tell them.” Tastia spoke quickly. She reached out and took his arm. “I never… I never thanked you for defending me in the transmission before.” She stammered.


“You are very welcome… but now is not the time.” Am'uur answered.


Tastia then did something she had done only once before in her life. She took a leap of faith. Fortunately for her… this time the leap of faith would pay blissful dividends to her for centuries to come. “Am'uur… I find your ears delicious.” She stated quite plainly. “And I would very much like to explore them more intimately.”


Am'uur’s amber eyes glimmered in the light of the room, almost as if they were alive and Tastia saw his lips curl into a smile. “I believe I would like that as well Tastia Dal Vesch. As long as I am able to return the favor.” He leaned over next to her and dropped his nose to her cheek. “Let us work on that when we return.”


Tastia shivered in delight at the way his words danced across her flesh and she nodded. “I look forward to that.” She stated.


“Good. Let me know when you think they are ready to move.” Am'uur spoke. “We should begin to head to the landing bay as soon as possible.”


Caliria and Yssyla huddled on the floor behind the large stage as another explosion shook the room they were in. The first, much larger explosion had caused many of the more expensive items in the room to teeter and fall over shattering into hundreds of pieces. Caliria knew how cruel this Cyngi could be and it was something he would hold against them when he returned. 


“Caliria… I am frightened.” Yssyla stammered softly gripping her arm as they huddled on the floor. 


“As am I.” Caliria told her with real fear on her lips.


“What is happening?” Yssyla exclaimed.


“I don’t know… I think someone is attacking the base and…”


They both turned when they heard the door open and three Bo'yak mercenaries came rushing into the room. These foul creatures had always been the ones who were most demented with her and the others, forcing them to bed with them on several occasions. They were vile beasts and smelled horribly, and while their equipment was below average in size, they made up for this lack of manliness by being violent and brutal with many of the girls. They did not go so far as to mark them in any way, for their leader would have flayed them alive for that, but they managed to hurt many of the girls and not leave any signs physically. 


“Find them!” The first Bo'yak into the room snarled. “They have to be in here!”


“Cyngi will skin us alive if he finds out!” Another snapped.


“The dark haired bitch almost bit my cock off!” The leader growled. “I want to make her pay! Fuck Cyngi!”


Caliria’s honeydew green eyes grew wide at this. The Bo'yak all looked similar to her, but she did remember this one. He had been particularly harsh with her and she had lost control of her anger as he abused her and had almost cleaved his tiny cock from his body with her teeth. He had spent three days in the infirmary and then Cyngi had docked his pay for mistreating her to begin with. Apparently he was going to use this time now to take his revenge. She pulled Yssyla closer, trying to make themselves smaller against the back of the stage and shaking her head slightly. They watched the three Bo'yak split up and begin to move around the room, leaving the door open in the process. Caliria’s eyes grew wide at this and she gripped Yssyla’s arm tighter.


“The door!” She whispered to her. “We must run for the door!”


Yssyla nodded without question. “Yes.”


“Now! Go!” Caliria hissed pushing her to her feet and following her. 


They had made it halfway across the expanse of the main room before the Bo'yak reacted. In normal times, they could never have compared to the reflexes and speed of a Vanari Cadre Commando, but these were not normal times. The OSG chemicals dulled not only their senses but their physical reactions as well.


“There!” A male voice rang out.


A shot thundered in the room and Caliria heard Yssyla cry out and then tumble over as a single round punched through her thigh. Vermillion colored blood splashed on the floor as Yssyla dragged her down unwilling to release her hand. Caliria turned and saw her blood covering the floor, Yssyla’s tears filling her eyes as she clutched at her leg. She didn’t hesitate and dropped to her knees, trying to help staunch the flow of blood.


“Leave me!” Yssyla screamed. “Caliria go!”


“No!” Caliria snapped.


“Damn you go!” Yssyla barked. “He will kill you! Please… go!”


“Never!” She barked right back.


“I got you now bitch!” The Bo'yak voice broke into their minds and they looked up and saw the mercenary Caliria had injured leaping over the stage and moving towards them with rage and hate in his eyes.


It was a futile gesture she knew but Caliria curled her arms under Yssyla’s armpits and began to try and drag her into the corridor. At least in the corridor they might be seen and other security people would stop what she knew this Bo'yak would do to her. Yssyla screamed in pain and Caliria was only able to take two staggering steps before she slammed into something quite unyielding and dropped to her bottom off balance. Her head whipped around and her eyes grew wide in stunned shock when she saw the huge form of the black clad figure behind her. There was a strange sound then, almost like a heavy box hitting the ground and sending clouds of dust and dirt into the air, and something that looked almost like blue flame burst from this figure’s entire body. She barely noticed others dressed in a similar manner as they were darting into the room, captivated by the dominatingly powerful male in front of her. She watched him reach out with one hand and instantly a bluish orb of some kind of energy formed and launched from his hand in that split second.


Their ordeal on Alba Tau had opened a doorway for Androcles and Elynth. A doorway to a power and skill that only their fathers knew about for it happened to them as well. Their bond was so deep and their very thoughts and minds so intertwined as one that it provided them the launching point for what they had been teaching each other and learning by experimenting for the last three years. They had deemed if Andro could form psychic knives from his fists, and he could toss psychic diamonds from his hands while Elynth could toss things about with just her mind, then there was much more for them to learn and be able to do. All they had to do was concentrate enough to delve past the barriers that only their minds put in their way. Alba Tau had opened that doorway, and their constant training and belief in each other is what finally broke down the barriers completely, just as it had with their fathers.


It could no longer be called Mindvoicing and still be accurate in any sense of the word. They had evolved far beyond simple communications with their minds. Martin had coined the phrase Psychokinesis as a humorous explanation, calling themselves psycho, but it actually went very well with the term some of them already used in the PK or TK power. At it’s peak, they could wrap themselves in a shimmering blue field of PK power not unlike the psychic shield that surrounded them when they flew and draw from the powerful bonds with their dragons to do so many new and wonderful things. It was no longer just being able to toss about psychic diamonds anymore; they had far outgrown that. Now they could manipulate their PK power in such a way as to use it as a weapon in every meaning and definition of the word. It was not something they had intended, but it was how the discovery had finally been brought to fruition. It was not something they would let slip them by. After a solid two years of learning and teaching themselves what they could do, Martin and Andro turned and began to school all those who meant more to them than anything in the universe. Though many of them were half breeds, they all still bore the blood of a Leonidas in their veins and it was dominant above all else. The purer the blood, the more powerful they were, and the entire Leonidas family took to these new skills like fish to water. To all of them it was a unique blessing and a gift that they would not let go to waste.


That orb of energy engulfed the Bo'yak mercenary completely and lifted him into the air as if he was a rag doll, his eyes wide in shock. As Caliria’s wide eyes watched in utter awe and amazement, another ball of the bluish energy formed almost before the first one was gone, and then it too went sailing forth from his opposite hand with lightning like speed and reflexes. Her head whipped around and she saw the Bo'yak mercenary now suspended upside down in the air, encased in that first ball of energy when the second struck him center mass of his chest. His body was propelled with bone crushing speed across the room to impact the far wall of the room hard enough for her to hear his bones splinter and crack from across the twenty-meter distance. As the Bo'yak’s body dropped limply to the floor Caliria’s head turned back around and she looked up into the wonderfully handsome face of this overwhelming man and saw the stunning azure blue orbs from her dreams staring back at her. 

It was at that single moment when Caliria Re Mydala’s heart found its center and her purpose in this life was revealed to her in one tidal wave of feeling and emotions she could not deny and only embrace. Something she did without question or pause.

Caliria was so focused on those eyes that she did not see the second Lycavorian male, so similar in looks to the first, his body also encased in that bluish flame as he sent a shuddering tremor of blue energy skipping across the floor like a relentless landslide towards the second and third Bo'yak mercenaries. They were both frozen in place, horrified as that all-powerful shockwave reached them, lifting their bodies into the air like porcelain dolls and shattering bone and cartilage with the concussive force. Two single, thunderous shots rang out then and Jomann lowered his P190A3 from its firing position, two neat holes through the backs of the two Bo'yak scum, both rounds shattering whatever remained of their spinal columns and killing them both instantly. She didn’t see the burgundy red haired female dart around her to kneel next to Yssyla, nor did she notice the other three females take up defensive positions around the small group. All she could focus on were those incredible azure blue orbs, the most divinely handsome face she had ever seen and the ferocious looking dual fangs that protruded from beneath his lips. She shivered in blessed anticipation as Andro lowered himself to one knee in front of her waiting for the word she had heard so many times in her dreams.

“I told you we would come for you Inamarno.” Andro said with a smile.

Caliria reached up with her hands then, which were shaking horribly to say the least, her honeydew green eyes wide in disbelief at his magical words to her. She was holding her breath, unable to believe what he had said; still believing this was all some kind of horrible joke on her. Tears were beginning to roll down her cheeks as she gazed at him wanting desperately to touch his face but afraid it would disappear as it always had. 

“You… you are in my dreams.” She stammered out the single sentence. “You… you can not be… you can not be real.”

Andro lifted his hands and covered hers, bringing her palms to his cheeks and covering the backs of her hands with his. He heard her gasp in shock once more and he smiled. “Does this feel like a dream to you Inamarno?” He asked. “Can a dream do this?”

Caliria didn’t resist in the least when he pulled her tightly to him and covered her soft light violet lips with his own. Her eyes grew wide for a single instant and then the truth of the reality hit her and what she was feeling became so very genuine. His hands dropped to her waist and he deepened the kiss, Caliria practically melting into his arms as her eyes closed in utter bliss and every nerve ending in her body sang out its unabashed delight. Her eyes sprang open when she felt other hands and arms grip her and she tore her lips unwillingly from his and turned her head quickly to see the amber and maya colored eyes from her dreams as well as the long white hair and the raven blacks locks. 
Carisia leaned closed and brushed her lips against Caliria’s cheek first. “We have waited a long time for you to join us Inamarno.” She spoke softly.

“Far too long.” Lu'ria agreed leaning close as well.

Caliria could not keep the brilliant smile from her face or the outpouring of emotion from her heart. She glanced back to Andro whose eyes were still focused on her. “By the grace of the Prophets… you are real! It is… what I feel is real!”

“It certainly is.” Andro told her. “And now we must get you out of here. KertaGai and SirsanGai wait for us in the landing bay.”

Caliria felt warmth fill her as those names sounded in her head. “Sadi. Ne'Veha.” She spoke softly. She looked at Carisia and Lu'ria tears streaming down her cheeks unchecked. “Carisia. Lu'ria. Our… our Drow Mistress. I have seen all of you… been with all of you in my dreams! You are real!” Caliria didn’t hesitate and laid a blistering kiss on first Carisia and then Lu'ria as if not believing anything until she felt it physically. Each searing kiss was filled with newfound passion and incredible desire and Carisia and Lu'ria responded just as ardently as they did with each other as well as Sadi and Ne'Veha.

Caliria’s heart was ready to burst as she pulled away from Lu'ria’s delicious soft pink lips and she felt the fervent need pulsing through all of them. A simple strand of salvia connected their lips for a split second before Androcles took her face in his hands and kissed her again, causing her to whimper in shameless enchantment.

He pulled away once more, long before she wanted him too; her breath coming in short delighted gasps and saw him turn his head. “Eli?”

Eliani turned from where she was holding Yssyla’s upper thigh in between both her hands, the blond haired Vanari staring at her in shocked silence as she felt her leg healing and knitting itself back together right there in front of her.

“Thirty seconds.” Eliani told him. “I’m still adjusting to the slight adjustments in their metabolisms and it takes a little longer.”

“Carisia… give it to her.” Andro spoke. “We must be ready to move.”

Carisia lifted the injector she held and showed Caliria. “This is a serum developed by Eliani’s mother and aunts Inamarno.” She spoke. “It will counteract the effects of the OSG chemicals in your body and return your hormonal balance back to normal. You will begin regenerating your Alkay at a normal pace and you will be yourself within moments.”

“A cure?” Caliria gasped.

Lu'ria nodded. “Based in part on your research Inamarno.” She answered squeezing her arm.

“My… but how?” Caliria asked as Carisia lifted the injector, pressed it to her slim neck and depressed the trigger. The pinprick sting caused her face to grimace but as she brought her hand up she looked at Andro who hadn’t stopped looking at her. “How?”

“It’s a rather long story to be honest.” He replied. “But one I will let your mother relate to you.”

“My… my mother?” Caliria gasped. “She is… Androcles… she is here?” Caliria blinked several times as she realized she had just said his name without the slightest hesitation and she grabbed his arm in response to this knowledge. She had always known his name. All of their names. Caliria realized now what she had experienced were not dreams… they were visions of the future she had so desired for so long. She knew each of them intimately though she had never seen them before this day.

Andro nodded his head with a smile. “She is waiting on our ship in the landing bay as we speak. Nirilo is helping to secure the other Vanari and move them to the bay. Arduri and Naesta are helping other members of my family at odd things, but you will see them all soon Inamarno. I promise you.”

Eliani lowered the injector from Yssyla’s neck and returned her gaze to her leg. The wound had healed itself quite nicely and Eliani felt a sense of pride sweep through her. She had only been studying the Vanari medical databases for two days. “Damn… do I do good work or what?” She muttered to no one in particular.

Yssyla looked at her leg in awe. “It… it is like I was never shot.” She gasped.

Eliani looked at her. “Pretty cool huh?”

“How… how did you do this?” She asked.

Jomann leaned over and grabbed Eliani’s arm before she began to reply and pulled her to her feet. “Perhaps another, much more secure location can be obtained before you have this conversation. Preferably somewhere in Union space.” He told Eliani.

Eliani looked at him with those fern green eyes and felt his gaze on her as well as his aura sweep around her lovingly and she soaked up the attention and love and returned it to him just as intently as he was projecting it to her. “You don’t like a little danger Jomann?” She asked him sweetly.

Jomann finished helping Yssyla to her feet and turned to look at Eliani with those eyes that made her quiver in need. “I don’t mind danger in the least Eliani. I do have somewhat of an issue with reckless stupidity however. Something that we are beginning to display by remaining here longer than we had planned.” He answered towering over her. “Andro we need to go!” He spat.

Eliani stepped close to him and inhaled deeply of his jasmine coffee scent feeling it filter through her senses deliciously. “Spoilsport.” She whispered playfully.

Jomann looked down at her and grinned. “I will remember you said that in a few hours when you are screaming my name to the many moons that we pass as we return home.” He said seeing her fern green eyes light up in delight.

“Ohhhhh… I’ll hold you to that.” She said with a sultry voice.

Andro pulled Caliria to her feet, drawing her close as Lu'ria and Carisia stepped closer to her. She felt a little lightheaded and dizzy, but otherwise she could feel her body returning to normal even as she stood there.

“How… how did you get in?” She asked looking at Andro and refusing to release his arm for fear that this wonderful dream would come to a bitter end.

Andro grinned. “Getting in was the easy part.” He stated.

Denali turned from the doorway where he and Narice were watching for any mercenary scum. “We have perfected getting in.” He stated laconically. “That’s our specialty. We never have problems getting in… getting out… well that’s another story. We never have got that part down very good.”

“Something we will no doubt have to change if we want to live for very long.” Narice spat from her position next to him. “I have not spent enough time with my husband and Toria to die just yet.”

Caliria turned back from looking at him and stared into Andro’s eyes. “What… what do they mean?”

“He’s my brother.” Andro replied. “And he likes to talk too much. We are leaving now Inamarno. I need you to stay close to Lu'ria and Carisia as we make our way back to the landing bay.”

“I… I can fight.” Caliria said more forcefully than normal. “I need… I need to fight.” She said.
Andro held out his K14. “Then don’t hesitate to shoot if you have a shot.” He stated with a smile. “Time to go. Then we will have a proper introduction.”

EDOLUS

Richard Faith held in wife close to him, their twin daughters just in front of them as they watched the Lycavorian, vampire and Vanari moving about their small home with precision he had only seen from superbly trained Eridiani Strike Teams. These men and women made them look like school children in comparison. The sun had not even broke the horizon before they were yanked from their beds by these men and women. They were ushered downstairs quickly in silence, but they were not harmed in any way. Richard could sense right away they were not going to be harmed, at least initially, but then again he had never seen Lycavorian Commandos in action before. Nor had he witnessed before this day vampires as they unwrapped the shadows from around their bodies, the two females appearing as if out of the mist. He knew now why they were considered so dangerous; you would not know they were upon you until it was too late. The diminutive Lycavorian and Vanari females seemed to be the ones in charge, even the much larger men taking their whispered orders without question. They were moved into the living room in their nightclothes still, and made to sit all on the same couch. They watched as the dark haired woman nodded to the Vanari female and then they turned back to face them, covering the few steps until they reached the edge of the couch.


It was then Richard Faith spoke up. “My wife and daughters have done nothing.” He stammered. “Whatever you must do… do it too me!”


“Richard no!” His wife exclaimed.


“Father be quiet!” One of the twins spat her face angry. Lisisa had to admit they were identical twins and they looked incredibly similar to their sister Brendi.


“We are not here to harm you in any way Mister Faith.” Lisisa began setting the small holo disc on the table. “Just the opposite in fact.”


“We are supposed to believe you?” The twin who had spoken snarled at her. “You are a Lycavorian. And you travel with a Vanari Cadre Commando. There is no love lost between our peoples.”


“Actually I’m only half Lycavorian.” Lisisa told her calmly not put out by her defensive attitude in the least. “I’m also half vampire.” Lisisa saw the expression of recognition on their faces and she moved closer. 


“We have done nothing wrong.” Elenor Faith spoke quickly. “We are not even within the Union borders.”


“I know. However… several days ago your daughter took part in a mission to kill my brother and his wives.” Lisisa said. 


“Brendi!” The second twin exclaimed.


Lisisa nodded. “Yes.”


“You… you killed her didn’t you!” Elenor snapped as tears began to form in her eyes. “You killed my child!”


Lisisa shook her head quickly and knelt in front of her. “Forgive me… no!” She spoke quickly. “No! Brendi is very much alive… she is the reason we are here.”


“What… what do you mean?” Richard asked.


“Your OSG has some…” Lisisa began.


“They are not our OSG.” The first of the twins spat venomously. “They are murderers and…”


“Tasha!” Richard hissed. “Mind your tongue!”


Lisisa nodded her head to the young woman. “I stand corrected.” She stated. “The OSG then… they have become involved with a rather unsavory group of mercenary and privateer scum here in the Alpha Quadrant who deal in slavery and drugs among other things.”


Richard looked at Arduri then and she nodded her head and came forward to stand beside Lisisa. “Yes… it concerns the practice of kidnapping Vanari females sir.” She told him.


“Our daughter is in Intelligence.” Elenor snapped. “She would not take part in something like that! She…”


Lisisa nodded once more. “Yes… that is something she made very clear to us.” She told them. “However your son does.”


“Corbin?” Richard asked now. “We have not spoken to him in nearly eight years. He won’t even acknowledge us as his parents anymore. All he does is keep trying to recruit Tasha and Nicolle into the OSG ranks.”


“They are genetically modified as well?” Arduri asked.


“Almost… almost all Eridiani children are modified in some manner.” Richard answered. “What is this all about? Why are you here? Where is Brendi?”


“Currently she is on my brother’s ship the SCIMITAR.” Lisisa answered. “She is quite safe… but her actions have put you at risk and Androcles gave her his word he would see to it that you were removed from harm’s way.”


“Androcles?” Elenor spoke softly fear in her eyes now. “Androcles Leonidas? He is your brother?”


Lisisa nodded. “Yes.”


“Then your father is…”


Lisisa nodded again. “King Leonidas. Yes.”


“He is dead!” Tasha spoke quickly. “We saw it on the Netnews! He was killed several weeks ago!”


“That is what most people think yes.” Lisisa answered. “However that is not entirely accurate.” She held up her hand before they could ask her anymore questions. “We are working within a time frame I’m afraid. I would be more than happy to answer questions… but right now just listen to this. After you have seen this message from your daughter we need to depart with considerable haste.”


Lisisa turned to the small holoimager and activated it before stepping to the side. The small image of Brendi Faith appeared and Lisisa saw her mother gasp in surprise.


“Papa… mother… if you are viewing this then Prince Androcles has kept his word to me.” Brendi’s image began. “The men and women there… they are not there to hurt you in any way. They are there to take you off Edolus. The OSG… the OSG took part in an operation to kill Prince Androcles Papa. I did not know what it was they were going to do until it was too late. I thought I was only to provide background information, not actual Tactical Intelligence. Well… the mission failed from the outset. All of the OSG assassination squad was killed. All of them but me. Prince Androcles was not happy as you can no doubt understand… and they had intelligence of their own that the OSG had kidnapped a Vanari female. A Vanari female that was meant to be his wife and mate. They know where she is and they are going to rescue her as we speak. They will leave nothing alive Papa and the moment the OSG assets at this place they are going are destroyed, Corbin will assume I am still alive because only I know they are there, if he has not already figured it out with other intelligence assets on Earth. I’m done with the OSG Papa… I have a chance to break away. Prince Androcles… I told him I would help him with any information that I have if only he would get you, mother and the twins out of there and protect you. I know how Corbin will react and so do you. He will be savagely angry and he will take it out on all of you. Do not be angry with me Papa but I can’t work for these people anymore. The more I discover, the dirtier I feel and become. I don’t like it and I want to stop. Go with them… they will get you off Edolus safely and we can talk more if you are not angry with me for deserting the OSG. They are there to help you… please Papa… go with them. I love you. I love you all.” 


The transmission ended and Lisisa looked at them as they sat there silently for a long moment. Richard Faith was the one to speak first and Lisisa smiled at his words.


“It’s about fucking time!” He spat rising to his feet. “Tasha… Nicolle… go and change into traveling clothes. You as well Elenor. We are leaving.”


“Richard… we…” Elenor looked at him.


“If we do not leave with these people you know as well as I that Brendi is right.” Faith told his wife. “Corbin will have us killed and he will get what he has always wanted and that is Tasha and Nicolle in the OSG.”


“He is our son.” Elenor said softly.


“He has not been our son for many years Elenor and you know that.” Richard answered. “Our daughter has given us the opportunity we have secretly desired for decades. I for one will not let her risks be for naught.”


Elenor stared at him for a few seconds and then nodded. “You are right. He will… he will try to find her. Kill her.” She said turning to look at Lisisa. “Can you… can you protect her if we leave?”


Lisisa moved closer. “I’m thinking she will remain on Andro’s ship for quite a while for exactly that purpose. The SCIMITAR is my brother’s ship… and there is not one crewmen on that ship that would not die for him. She will be safe.”


Richard stood up and pulled his wife to her feet. “How long do we have?” He asked.


“The sooner the better.” Lisisa answered. “Our ship is not far… but we need to be gone before your city here fully wakes up.”


Richard Faith nodded. “Give us five minutes.” He stated.


Lisisa turned and looked at Arduri as he ushered his wife off. Zarah and Lucia moved closer as well.


“That went better than I expected.” Lisisa said softly.


“A little too smooth if you ask me.” Zarah said.


Arduri shook her head. “Vanari Intelligence has gotten many reports through the years about this very thing. The common citizen is not happy with how their children are taken or chosen to serve the OSG. I believe their desire to leave is very genuine.”


Lisisa nodded. “So do I… but just to be safe… Zarah, Lucia do your magic and make sure we are not being set up.”


Zarah and Lucia nodded and once more wrapped the shadows around their bodies and disappeared. Lisisa turned to Arduri once more but staggered slightly, reaching out to grab Arduri’s shoulders.


“Lisisa?” Arduri asked with a worried tone in her voice. “What is it?”


“Deni.” Lisisa said softly.


“What? Is something wrong?” Arduri asked with far more anxiousness in her voice than she intended. 


Lisisa shook her head. “No… but he has opened the floodgates.” She said softly.


“The floodgates… what do you mean?” Arduri asked.


Lisisa looked at her. “The floodgates to the power he can command but has shied away from for so long. He has thrown them open completely. I can feel it surging through him Arduri Re Mydala, through me. And it feels wonderful.”


“Is that good?” Arduri asked.


Lisisa looked at her with a smile. “It depends on who is on the receiving end of that power.” She stated.

CONDARL

CAPITAL PLANET OF ICALRO ALLIANCE 


Roughly the same size as Earth with a similar atmosphere, Condarl was no where near as advanced as other planets. There was a massive space facility in orbit of the planet which served as their shipyards and the primary base of operations. Slowly but surely with the money they were making they were building themselves an empire. Or so they thought. The vast majority of power lay within the framework of ten criminal leaders that called the Icalro Alliance home, and they were not willing to share that power. Most of the civilian settlements were spread out and did not associate with one another since most of them were criminals of one nature or another. There was really not even a capital city, only a sprawling ten story structure and estate that was five kilometers square and housed all of the criminal leaders. It was also situated in one of the most lush sections of the planet, denying those on Condarl the rich mineral deposits and other trade items. It was here within the main meeting room of the ten story building where the ten men who called themselves leaders sat around the table and were going over the reports that were coming in of the attack on Ontahe.


“Are we sure it’s Union forces?” One man asked.


“Cyngi’s man seemed certain.” Another spoke. “He specifically mentioned Lycavorians and dragons. The union is the only entity that has dragons fighting on their side.”


“Why would they attack Ontahe?” Another man asked. “What would be the purpose of targeting Cyngi?”


“I don’t know… but his people are calling for whatever support we can give them.” Another spoke. “It appears all they have attacked with is a MENKLA transport and a STRIKER DT that is nearly twice the size of their normal ones.”


“A surgical attack?” Another asked. “Is he involved in illicit activities that we are not aware of? Something that would anger the Union in particular?”


“Have they discovered somehow that we are shielding Laustinos?” another spoke from the side.


“Impossible!” The first one announced. “The Kavalian Federation guaranteed that no one would discover it was they who were paying for his safety.”


“Laustinos is on Ontahe.” Another said. “That is where we told him to go. As well as our partners from the OSG. It will not appear good if they are injured or killed.”


“So we are in agreement then?” One of them stood up from his chair. “We will send our destroyers and frigates to assist Cyngi in defending Ontahe?”


“What choice do we have?” a second man said. “They are intentionally violating our sovereign territory with this attack.”


The thin man entered from a side door and walked up to one of the senior leaders, handing him a data pad. He was very mousy in appearance and looked as if he hadn’t eaten well in decades.


The man read the data pad quickly and looked up. “We are receiving an active COM transmission from a Union warship.” He spoke. “The Captain… the Captain wants to speak with us.” He said hesitantly.


“Speak with us? For what purpose?”


“Does it matter? We can file an official complaint with this captain for their attack on one of our worlds.” Another spoke.


The man with the data pad turned to the aide and nodded. “Establish the link.” He said.


They watched the aide move to the far wall where their massive communications monitor was. He pressed several buttons on the control panel and built in holoimagers came to life with the full-bodied image of the Asian human. She was sitting on the bridge of a ship that was easy enough to see, though the transmission was focused entirely on her body and they could barely make out anything around her.


“Ah… gentlemen.” She began as she rose to her feet. “It was good of you to take my transmission. I didn’t want to have to do what I’m about to do without seeing the looks on your faces.”


“We wish to file an official complaint with the Galactic Court in regards to an obvious violation of our sovereign territory. Lycavorian Union forces are at this moment attacking our planet of Ontahe!” The man who was usually the spokesmen for them began.


“My name is Admiral Miranda Lorian.” She spoke calmly. “And we are attacking the mercenary base you have allowed to exist on Ontahe. Blowing the shit out of it if the reports are accurate.”


“You admit this!” The man declared.


“Of course.” Miranda said. “Why wouldn’t we? We are removing a blight upon the galaxy by destroying that slavers hub. Something I am about to do myself.” Miranda lifted the data pad she held in her hand so that they could all see it. “Gentlemen… and I do use that term loosely mind you… you made an official agreement with King Martin Leonidas several years ago that you would not traffic slaves through Union space. Because of that stipulation, he agreed to not interfere in your affairs and did not blow your sorry asses into oblivion then. It usually is not a very healthy thing to cross a Leonidas after making a deal as you are about to find out.”


“We have done no such thing?” The spokesmen snapped. “What are you talking about?”


“I’m talking about the Vanari females that you or your cronies have been trafficking in for the last two years at least.” Miranda told him. “Did you think bringing them into the Alpha Quadrant by way of Bontawillian space somehow made it ok?”


“We have… we have done no such thing!” The man growled.


“Your face and your voice tell me you are a lying sack of sibfla… but we already knew that didn’t we?” Miranda growled right back. “See… you made the mistake of taking one of Androcles Leonidas’s wives and mates gentlemen. Yes… she is a Vanari… and when he found this out he wasn't in the least bit happy. He’s pretty much tearing the asshole from your friends on Ontahe while he gets his woman back and then I have this.” She spoke holding up the data pad.


“What… what is that?” The man snapped. “We protest this false action!”


“This?” Miranda grinned widely. “This gentlemen is an order signed by King Leonidas himself not two days ago giving me directives and permission to send all of you straight to hell. Which I plan to do right now.” Miranda turned in the transmission. “E’dira… batteries three through seven! Full ecliptic depth on the guns! Full yield on plasma generators! You may commence firing when ready.” Miranda turned back to the wide-eyed men who were now all standing and looking at her image. “Make peace with whatever gods you believe in gentlemen, for you are about to join them. Have a nice day.”


“Sir!” The aide barked. “Sir… our officers on the station and the ships in orbit are reporting ships de-shrouding all around them. Union military ships like they have never seen before. They are…”


The aide never finished the sentence as five Type One Plasma beam shots from orbit impacted with unerring accuracy dead center of the ten-story structure and obliterated it along with the ranking members of the Icalro Alliance and its fledging government. A second volley followed only five seconds later, further adding to the maelstrom that had become a burial pit for those self proclaimed leaders of a mercenary and outlaw government. None of them would survive.

As men and women who lived in the surrounding settlements began running from their homes following the sounds of thunder and earthquakes they turned towards the direction of the Icalro Alliance Headquarters and saw nothing but a rising black cloud and flames that rose hundreds of feet into the air. As they looked further up in to the morning sky, they could see bright streaks of light in crisscrossing patterns filling the twilight. Most of them knew what it meant and they darted back into their makeshift homes and huts to begin packing their meager belongings to flee in whatever way they could. 


The Icalro Alliance as they knew it was about to become a thing of the past.

ULU ARIZONA 


“Sensors indicate target has been destroyed Miranda!” E'dira called from her tactical station as Miranda settled back into her command chair.

“Excellent!” She spoke. “Weapons free all batteries! Stick to the target list and do not stop firing until there is nothing left! Have Janon and the HORNET break to a polar orbit and begin systematic bombardment of the northern continent. That is where the reports say their weapons research is going on. Glass the entire continent! Don’t leave anything standing!”


“Alliance ships are beginning to maneuver!” E'dira called out. “Sensors are picking up twenty-six frigates and seven medium cruisers!”

“Have the Second and Third Wolfpacks engage the Alliance ships!” Miranda ordered. “Launch Colonel Randall and the Ready Squadrons for fighter support runs! Helm come to course 3456.89! Bring the main batteries to bear on the station!”


“Admiral… there could be civilians on the station.” Zaala called out from her engineering station.  


Miranda glanced at her quickly slightly annoyed. That emotion swiftly passed as Miranda knew Zaala was acting just as Janon would have acted as her executive officer. It was their duty to inform her of these things even though Miranda knew exactly how Zaala Randall felt in regards to anyone associated with the Icalro Alliance. Since Miranda had not appointed anyone to takes Janon’s place, Zaala took it upon herself to act in his stead. Being the elven wife of the most famous fighter pilot in the Union probably had something to do with her knowing how things worked.

Miranda nodded her head as she turned back to look at the main view windows as the ARIZONA was turning. “If they are working on that station then they are not innocent.” She stated plainly. “Androcles said to vaporize everything and leave nothing in our wake. I intend to do just that.”


“Targeting solutions complete and weapons ready!” The ARIZONA’s Weapons Officer barked.


Miranda nodded. “Payback is a bitch!” She muttered. “Commence firing!”

ONTAHE


Am'uur held up his hand stopping everyone behind him as they came to a length of corridor that was little used according to the schematics. There was a chest high barrier to guard against engine blow back and as he moved to the end of this barrier, everyone put their backs to it along with him. Tastia had remained very close by his side during the entire dash from the Vanari chambers, the RD team mixed in and helping Vanari females along or covering their retreat towards the landing bay. Dutkne settled with his back to the wall on the opposite side of Tastia and his eyes counted off the number of Vanari with them, making sure they had not lost anyone. The level of weapons fire from within the landing bay itself was deafening when combined with the angry trumpets from the six dragons who were laying down searing blast after searing blast of flame in order to keep the heads of the mercenaries down. Am'uur could also make out the deep boom of the kinetic cannon in the nose of the MENKLA as if fired at targets of opportunity. He lifted his head slightly until just his eyes were peering over the top of the barrier and they grew wide at what he saw.


Several of the civilian transports that had already been in the cavernous landing bay were now laying on the deck completely and burning intensely. Those must have been the large explosions they had heard and felt throughout the entire mountain base. He could just barely make out Bren and Devra near the ramp of the MENKLA, alternating between slipping out for an extended burst from their weapons and hiding behind the thick crates they had positioned around the rear of the ramp as cover. The three members of Jomann’s personal team were also doing the same thing with exceedingly lethal results. The six dragons had taken up positions between the two ships, and Am'uur’s eyes grew wider when he saw all of them engulfed in a ghostly bluish like flame that encompassed their entire bodies. Whatever small arms fire that was directed at them impacted that bluish flame and the normal psychic shields they all had and did no damage in the least. Between the dragons, they were easily covering the rear of the Mark II STRIKER DT, it’s ramp down and Am'uur seeing two Vanari alternating between cover and ducking out to fire their weapons. Arrarn Leonidas was obviously still within the cockpit and directing the lone sniper turret on the top of the DT which was equipped with a heavy single fire cannon. Every time this cannon fired, Am'uur saw a body or crate explode. Whoever was in the turret and operating that main gun was extremely skilled in its use.


They were behind the mercenaries, all of whom had taken up defensive positions facing the DT and the MENKLA. Am'uur stopped counting their number at a hundred and seventy and he dropped back down and looked at Tastia.


“What now?” She hissed at him over the din of weapons fire.


“We wait.” Dutkne answered for Am'uur causing both of them to look at him.


“Wait for what?” Tastia snapped turning to look at his face which caused her to become even more desperate because it was so damn calm. “We are behind them! We can not wait here for long! How do we get to the ship with over a hundred of these scum between us?”


“Have faith Tastia Dal Vesch.” Am'uur spoke causing her green eyes to turn back around and focus on him.


“We can’t have come this far just to be stopped!” She snapped. “I refuse to believe that Am'uur!”

“Who said anything about being stopped?” Am'uur told her. “We are simply waiting for the signal.”


“Signal?” Tastia demanded. “What signal? Androcles said nothing about a signal.”


“Not to you perhaps.” Dutkne spoke loud enough so that his voice carried over the sound of the weapons fire. “You saw the same transmission from the Feravomir, the Lycavorian First Oracle as we did. You heard what she told him.”


“Yes. So?”


Dutkne nodded. “Then we wait for the signal.”


Elynth! 

Andro barked out her name within Mindvoice as they piled onto the catwalk where they had entered only minutes before, staying beneath the solid metal shield that wrapped around the entire elevated walkway.
These little men and their big guns are beginning to irritate me my bonded brother! Elynth snarled back. We can not fully concentrate unless they are removed from the same catwalk above us that you are on!

Where?

Across the bay from your location! Three teams of two!

Give me an explosion or something to distract them sister! Andro barked turning to look at Jomann. “Jomann! Three and two! Opposite side of the bay! Take them out!”

Jomann nodded without hesitation and adjusted his P190A3 slightly. Eliani had turned when she heard Andro call out his name and as her fern green eyes fell upon Jomann they went wide as she saw the bluish flame burst from around his body and he rose to his feet almost as if he was in slow motion.

“Jomann no!” She screamed out beginning to reach for him.


Elynth snapped her head around to her handsome carmine scaled dragon mate. My husband! A distraction is needed! She shouted to him.


Anthar’s huge head turned to her instantly, his magenta colored eyes wide and clear. A big distraction my beautiful mate?

The bigger the better! Elynth laughed back at him before turning and cutting loose with another stream of flame tinged super heated breath. Anthar didn’t dither and whipped his head back around to eye the huge fuel bladder he had spotted moments ago. Yes that would do nicely he thought. He snatched up a screaming Kochab mercenary within his TK power and turned loose a wicked stream of flame, engulfing the screaming man in brilliant fire. While still in the grips of that TK power Anthar flung him across the bay like a blazing arrow, his screams rapidly dying out as his lungs cooked from the inside. His burning and flailing body smashed into the large fuel bladder with stunning strength. Enough to crack the tank and allow hissing white gas to pour out, gas that tasted the flame of the burning body and quickly became a small inferno. The ensuing explosion shattered the landing bay once more and sent all those not prepared staggering back and forth. This is when Jomann acted.


Eliani was frozen in her spot, more correctly Jomann was moving far faster than anyone she had ever seen before in her life. Seeing the bluish flame burst from around his body stunned her for she did not think Andro could have taught him anything in such a short time. She would later learn that Androcles and Jomann simply advanced the skills that were already there, and teaching Jomann to utilize the dormant power within his blood to simply speed himself up so that others appeared slow to him was a simple matter.


Six shots rang out, and just as it had happened in the room where they had discovered Caliria, six targets went down. None of them had anything that even resembled a head when Jomann ducked back beneath the barrier. His eyes fell on her as he squatted back down and Eliani nearly wet her panties right there as she tasted his aura once more. 


[I will make you mine Eliani Leonidas!] His voice echoed in her mind like a trumpet. So completely confident and powerful. [I will make you mine and you will never desire the touch or smell of another for I will always be in your blood.]
Eliani Leonidas shuddered at his words, but reveled in the truth of them as they echoed within her mind.

Andro dropped next to where Caliria huddled between Carisia and Lu'ria. “Go with Enylarcopri and Ilythiiri Tessai now Caliria!” He spoke. “They will take you to the ship and you will be with your mother. Your brother will join you shortly.”


“I don’t want… I don’t want to leave you!” Caliria complained.


“You are not leaving me Inamarno.” Andro answered her with a smile. “You are simply moving locations. Sadi and Ne'Veha wait for you as well. I must do something first. Before we can finally be free of this place and put it behind us.”


“What?” Caliria exclaimed.


Andro smiled and kissed the knuckles of her hands. “I must keep a promise I made to your mother.” He stated proudly before standing up completely.

The fuel bladder that Anthar had destroyed had brought all firing to an end as over a hundred mercenaries scrambled for cover somewhere. The explosion also caught Cyngi in its concussive shock as he was coming out into the lower bay carrying a large assault rifle. It was silent except for the echoing of flames licking outward and then the single voice broke that silence and all heads turned towards the sound.


“Niob aur fervon mornar arandes!” Androcles Leonidas screamed just before that flame like Psychokinesis power flared around his body even brighter than it had up until now and he leaped from the catwalk, followed a single heartbeat away by Denali and Jomann.


Stright into hell’s inferno. 

