CHAPTER SEVENTY-FIVE

EARTH

CRANAE ISLAND VILLA


… I told you it wasn’t as easy as it looked. Andro spoke within Mindvoice smiling as the mental image from Dorian came to his head. Now get back up and try again. It will get easier as you and Ryner grow more comfortable together.


Will we be like you and Elynth Andro? Dorian had asked. His body was now that of an eight or nine year old boy and beginning to slow in its growth, but his voice was that of a teenager already in Andro’s mind.


We are all different fervon. Andro told him. We can do different things. You do not have to be like Elynth and I.


Will we be as strong? Ryner’s voice broke in.


You will become as strong as you wish to be, the more you fly together. It will be different for you Dorian because you have the best of both mother and father within you. You will be able to blur, to wrap the shadows around you. You will find that you can do things Elynth and I cannot, while you can’t do things that we can. This awareness that we have… it is not easy to control. Do not become frustrated by this. Never become angry and always remember that you are different. Even Elynth and I sometimes do not understand it. Andro answered him. It is sometimes boring and tedious… but the training and practice will only make you and Dorian better Ryner. I promise you.


Then we will continue to practice. Dorian announced confidently.


Andro smiled. Complete the skill sets I have passed to you. Master them and then I will show you more. And do not be afraid to approach Miath or the Elder Mother for advice on anything. Miath and our mother Anja have been together for nearly thirty years and the Elder Mother can answer any question you may have.


Where will you be? Dorian asked.


I have nothing but meetings and plans to make today. Andro answered.

War is coming isn’t it fervon? Because of what they have done to our mother. Dorian questioned.

As much as I don’t wish it… yes. War is never the answer fervon; understand that more than anything, for father will tell it to you as well. It is a failure of all other things. Spartans we may be… but we hate war more than most because we have seen what it can wrought. Death. Destruction. Horrors beyond what you can imagine now. Andro told them.

Like Alba Tau? Dorian asked softly.

Yes… like Alba Tau. Androcles answered just as softly. We hate war fervon… but we train every day to fight war so that we can protect what we have from those who want to take it from us. The more we sweat in training, the less we will bleed in war. Father has said this on more than one occasion, and you will hear it as well. Our grandfather Leonidas began the legacy of our Spartan blood and it has continued to this day. We are feared because we are fearless in battle. We do not surrender, we do not offer mercy and we do not lose very often. It is something to be proud of yes, but not something to brag about.  
We wish to fight with you Andro. Beside you, beside father and our siblings. We wish to see the stars and other planets. Ryner has told me of those he saw when he was coming here. We want to see more. Dorian spoke.

And you will. Andro told him. You will.

Our brother and sister will be like us won’t they? Dorian questioned after a pause.

In many ways yes… but never as strong as we are. It is not something I wanted to do… but our family is precious to us. To me. I needed to do something. We will need to teach them when we are finally together. Things our mother can’t teach them. But we will save them and our mother. Andro told him.

Will you return to Dragon Mountain today fervon? Dorian asked. You and Elynth? I want to show you someone?

Someone? Andro asked with a smile.

She is different than the others I have seen. She holds much inside. Hidden deep. Fear, doubt, questions. Dorian spoke. But she is beautiful.

You can sense this from her? Andro asked.
Yes… she hides it well… but yes. 

Interesting. Andro said. This may be something that is developing within you fervon. But do not forget the rules that our father has put forth for us. Never intrude deeper than their surface thoughts. It is wrong and invasive and we do not do that. For any reason. Besides… you do not need to be thinking of that now fervon. Andro scolded playfully. There will be plenty of time for that.

We want to see you. When are you returning? Dorian asked.
 As soon as I am able… but this connection is for us alone fervon. The four of us. We do not need to shield it because no one else is like us. It is like a completely separate channel all our own. Andro told him. Reach for Elynth or me within this connection and we will answer. We will come to see you tonight fervon, I promise.

Tonight then. Dorian whispered.
Androcles gazed out at the calm ocean surface from the repaired double doors onto the white sands of his villa’s beach as he felt Dorian and Ryner fade from the connection and return to their studies. 

He had reluctantly agreed for the additional security measures to be placed in and around Cranae Island, including supplementary motion and body sensors and remote turrets. He did not however, realize just how skilled the Durcunusaan and the Union elf engineers had become at concealing these added defensive measures, for his keen eyes could detect nothing of them. His beach did not look altered in any way, nor did any of the nearby terrain. It was a credit to their skill and the engineering expertise of the Union elven engineers. Androcles wore nothing but his customary white pants with crimson trim, his feet and upper body bare. They had remained at Jomann’s parents home for longer than he had intended, but even now Andro had to admit it was a very welcome diversion, and Jomann’s parents seemed to sense that is exactly what all of them needed. He had taken part in only one meeting after that and after speaking with his father, his aunt had told him to spend the night with his mates and try to regain some semblance of order within their lives. 

This advise Androcles had taken to heart for it was the same thing his father had told him long ago.

He was still somewhat worn from the previous evening, but he would recover quickly. He had spent the entire night rediscovering his mates and their howls of bliss had filled the villa’s halls as he devoted all of his attention to them and their pleasure. He had begun with Sadi and ended with Sadi, but in between he could not begin to recall the combinations they had created, some of them very unique. The only thing that any of them lacked was their Vanari lover and mate. They felt her absence but took solace in each other’s company and hoped she would return quickly. He had slowly extracted himself from their bed, having to undrape Lu'ria’s arm from around his waist and Sadi’s legs from his. It had taken him several minutes to accomplish this without waking them, but he had finally done so. Now he stood watching as the sun began to crest the horizon and spread across the Laconia Gulf. In several hours Arrarn and Narice would be meeting with the High Coven admiral who had contacted them and then moving to their departure area. Resumar and Athani were fully ready to act on their end, and he would speak to Miranda later today. The last section of her command would be leaving Earth today to join with her after he revealed them to the Elder Mother and the Feravomir. The Kavalians were moving quickly, hoping to press forward and get things done while everyone was still reeling from the decisions of the Galactic Court. Their delegation would arrive from Hadaria early this evening, which meant that his uncle had no doubt left Hadaria already and taken his mother and unborn siblings with him. Resumar’s contact in the Kavalian Command Compound was waiting   for his return to possibly confirm For'mya’s location.

Andro smelled her sugarplum and spice scent before he felt her slim, but strong arms slip around his waist, warm against his skin. Then she moved around under his arm as he lifted it and pressed her near naked front to his side. Sadi wore only her usual near transparent robe, her supple body naked beneath the robe, the front untied and exposing her lush frame to his azure eyes. He took in her magnificent beauty, once more silently thanking the gods that this lovely beauty was his, even as she pressed her large and very firm breasts against his rib cage and leaned her face up to bury it in his throat and breathe in deeply.

“Hmmm… you were very sweet and attentive to us last night Saradasaar.” She cooed to him softly. “Where did you ever learn to use your tongue in such a manner? You have not done that before. It was especially exquisite!”

Andro leaned over and kissed her hard, plunging his tongue between her willing lips and pulling her tightly to him with his free arm. Sadi groaned as the fires his aura sparked in her rekindled and she squeezed him harder, meeting his tongue with her own, the nipples of her breasts becoming hard once more. She tried to keep his tongue trapped in her mouth when she felt him begin to pull away but his lips came off hers and then he lowered his lips and nose to nuzzle her throat firmly, eliciting a gasp of even further delight. “I must be inventive so that my mates do not lose interest in me.” He told her with a sly smile.

“As if that will ever happen.” Carisia’s voice sounded now.

Androcles looked up as his pureblood vampire mate moved around in front of him and pressed her petite and quite scrumptiously naked form against his body, looking up into his face with those remarkable maya blue eyes. Lu'ria was just behind her and she pressed her lush, dark caramel colored and near naked body against Carisia’s back, nuzzling the back of her neck as Ne'Veha move up on his opposite side and took very much the same stance as Sadi. Androcles smiled at the look of carnal lust on Carisia’s face as she felt her Drow Mistress press against her back. He knew his mates gravitated to one another in different ways, and Carisia simply adored being submissive to her Drow Mistress Lu'ria in every way, though she could have easily cowed Lu'ria in a matter of moments with her superior vampire speed and strength. 
Sadi and Ne'Veha were also drawn more to one another and it was these diverse pairings that Andro noticed most when they were all together. The soft sounds of pleasure at its extreme were more pronounced when it was like that in their bed. When Caliria had been with them, the sounds and scents had never dimmed as all of them seemed to be drawn to her powerfully and none of them could get enough of her or she of them. Her presence seemed to only increase their own want and need for each other. Now the scents of sweet amaretto, rose blossoms and honey melon combined with Sadi’s pungent scent to nearly overwhelm him and Andro quickly dropped his head to nuzzle all of them, drawing gasps of sincere delight from each of them just as he had from Sadi. Carisia could not feel the aura he projected outward because she was not wolf, but he could and did make her tremble for he did it within Mindvoice.

“KertaGai is right.” Ne'Veha husked softly against his chest, her warm breath on his skin like a soothing balm. “In the time we have been together you have never taken us as you did last night. So forcefully and so passionately.”

Lu'ria chuckled softly. “I rather enjoyed it. Immensely.” She stated.

Sadi laughed gently. “We all did Mistress…” She said. “The question is… will it always be like this now?”

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t know. Perhaps.” He answered.

Carisia bit down on his pectoral muscle just enough to make him hiss and then she licked his skin with her tongue. “Don’t tease us!” She snarled softly. “We’ll make you regret it.”

Andro smiled at them. “It will be like that always.” He stated confidently. “I think… I think Inamarno’s Alkay may have affected all of us to some extent. Even without her here with us, all of you… it is like you taste and smell so much sweeter now. Just as you did when she was with us.”

“Do you think it is because of her?” Sadi asked. “Maybe her Alkay changed us in some manner.”

Andro met her jungle green eyes. “I think it proves to me that she is meant to be part of our lives and that is all I care about.” He answered her. “I don’t want any of you to be angry with me for doing what I did. It needed to be done in order for her to be happy with us. She needs to fight through what she is feeling and come to terms with it on her own.”

“We know that Saradasaar.” Lu'ria spoke softly. “I just think none of us wanted her to leave.”

“No… we did not.” Carisia agreed.

Andro nodded his head. “Nor did I.” He spoke. He looked at Sadi. “What did you leave her KertaGai?”

Sadi smiled sweetly. “A few messages of sorts.” She replied. “Just to let her know what she means to us.”

“Andro… what do… what do we do now?” Ne'Veha asked him.

Andro turned and looked into her dark brown eyes. “We wait and we plan.” He answered. “I’m meeting with grandfather Riall, Tareif, Lynwe and Vengal today, as well as President Taylor and Tenna Aihola. I will fill them in on my plans and the security measures I want to implement once the Senate makes its decision.”

“And you are certain that the senate will vote in our favor?” Carisia asked him.

Andro nodded his head as he sipped his mug of coffee. “There are probably a few more Senators who either do not like my father or never agreed with his and my mother’s policies than Deia realizes, but I am relatively sure their voices will not outweigh those Senators who do think like my father. When the Spartan Senate was folded into the Union Senate as a whole, many of them became fast friends with others from within the Union who were not born here in Sparta. Their influence has only continued to grow since then.”

“SirsanGai and I are going to use this time to become more familiar with the Mark II’s new systems. We’ll be here all day in and out of the Command Center.” Sadi said. “We’re also trying to determine if it’s possible to perhaps use some sort of local docking collar so that we can attach a TEMPEST fighter to the belly of our Mark II when we travel long distances.”

Andro looked at her. “Why would we need to do that?” He asked.

Sadi rolled her eyes. “Because Saradasaar… in the last few weeks you have managed to piss off every major bad guy organization in existence. Taking you out would be a major coup for anyone fool enough to try. It’s up to us to make sure that doesn’t happen. Not only would we lose the delicious mate that our blood burns for so intensely, it would make us very angry and unpredictable.”

Andro grinned. “Delicious huh?”

Sadi leaned back with a twinkle in her eye. “Did I say delicious? It must have been a slip of the tongue.” She slapped his chest playfully as she felt his aura begin to reach for her. “Save it for tonight my love.” She told him with a smile. 

“We will expect the same attention.” Ne'Veha said with a smile as she released him and took Sadi’s hand.

Andro turned quickly and lightly slapped Ne'Veha’s exquisitely formed and wonderfully firm ass. She yelped in surprise as Sadi pulled her away quickly. “We’ll make breakfast!” She called as she dragged Ne'Veha towards the kitchen.

Andro smiled and turned back to look at Lu'ria and Carisia. “Is Am'uur still in Sparta Ilythiiri Tessai?”

Lu'ria nodded with a smile. “I don’t believe he and this Tastia have left his apartment since they arrived.”

Andro nodded. “I want you and Enylarcopri to go see him. I have something special I want him to take a look at and possibly plan for me. And I want your father and family involved with him as well.”

Carisia and Lu'ria looked up at him with renewed interest. “What is that my love?” Lu'ria asked keenly aware something was spinning through his head.

Andro’s azure orbs looked down at them for a long moment and they met his gaze without question. His Drow and pureblood vampire mates were supremely skilled and both came from a species or culture that demanded action and reprisal when needed. Lu'ria’s family, at least according to Am'uur, had accepted that their daughter was now Princess of the Union and wolf. This bound them to the Leonidas family in a way they had never imagined. While they knew Sadi and Ne'Veha regarded Lu'ria as their Drow Mistress, they were keenly aware that Carisia was the one who treated this almost reverently, and without question they had accepted Carisia in this role. They would understand what he wanted and they would even encourage it in many cases. Andro believed that is part of the reason why they were so drawn to each other. The killer instinct that was inbred in both of them called for the other strongly.

“An assassination.” Andro answered plainly.

Ulana sat quietly in the Lifter, looking out the window as it glided over the tops of the buildings on the outskirts of Gytheio. She had never been to Gytheio before; indeed she had only been to Earth and Sparta three times in her life. She did not care for the slow pace or the almost common nature of the people here and nor had her father. She had also never been to Androcles villa on Cranae Island in the six months they had dated. He had refused to bring her here on all three of the different occasions she had either traveled her or had been with him on Earth, opting instead for his apartment on the Royal Estate outside Sparta. Ulana had always been slighted by that fact, though she never mentioned it openly to him. He always avoided the topic when she brought it up and quickly changed the subject as if he was trying to hide some secret from her. Now as the personal Lifter began a slow descent towards the pier end of the causeway that would take her and her fellow Senators to the island, her dark eyes gazed at the size and splendor of the island. 


It was much larger than she had expected, with the elegant circular shape of Androcles’s very expansive villa visible on the far side of the island even from the air. She would learn later that the villa had been expanded greatly since he and Sadi had become mates, but the newly added guest quarters in the center of the island and the main Durcunusaan barracks near the causeway end took away only slightly from the beauty of the white sandy beaches all along the perimeter of the island. The thick timber that stood tall and proud in the center and thinning as it reached the edges of the island was lush and very green. The history of Cranae Island had long been a topic among the Netnews special reports. It was said that Androcles Leonidas had over the past years gathered and displayed a wealth of treasure and history within its walls. Much of the main interior design work he had done himself she knew from the reports, which Ulana had found surprising at first. Androcles Leonidas was almost as wealthy as his father due to several timely and very shrewd personal investments that had paid off handsomely for him through the years. The Netnews socialite reporters put his estimated value at nearly seventy billion riyal, behind only the ninety-two billion of his father and then four men and three women, all heads of major engineering corporations within the Union. Androcles’s business deals, especially the apartment building in Palno City, were superior in revenue and how they were accomplished and he could afford to have all the work on Cranae Island done by outside help if he wanted, yet he choose not too. Thinking about that building brought a scowl to her beautiful face for not only had he made nearly fifty-seven million riyal on that deal over a period of roughly six years, it was also the apartment building that all too common female wolf Sadi had lived in. And he had just given it away to her father as a joining present.

That common and traitorous female wolf who now held the title that should have been hers. 


Ulana’s father had been a very popular man, at least in their district of Tuya, and his work as a senior Professor at the main university had earned him accolades from many people. Their family had been among the first to help settle Apo Prime, and their wealth had been built by generations before her. This had also earned him a seat within the Union Senate, a perk that had been passed down through the years just like their wealth. It was now her seat, the seat that others had urged her and supported her to take over when he had been killed in the destruction of the Spartan Senate Building. Ulana was equally well known, and while no one would ever admit it publicly, they knew her to be very devious. Her father had spoiled her terribly as his only child, and she had the best education that could be offered within the Lycavorian Union, not to mention unlimited funds to do with what she wished. She was arrogant to the extreme, seeing herself as better then most of the men and women around her because of her education and her upbringing. Her father had taught her to be strong however, and to go after what she wanted no matter who or what stood in her way. Ulana believed, as her father did, that Andro’s father had been nothing more than a militaristic King who could not advance the Union towards peace and prosperity. Ulana believed, as her father raised her to believe, that the only way to achieve this goal was a caste system where a few powerful men and women controlled the lives of everyone else and decided for them what was in their best interests. He completely dismissed the fact that Martin Leonidas had increased the size of the Union’s surplus to nearly ten trillion riyal annually because of new technologies derived from the Mindvoice ship and the inclusion of many different member species of the Union. All of whom had large trade contracts locked in for decades to come. He also dismissed the fact that Martin and his Queens were the real reason that poverty and hopelessness had all but been eradicated within the Union. They donated generously of their wealth and time helping others to reach for the goals they had, and this was why the Union grew in size nearly every year.


While it was not well known or reported by the Netnews, there was a large contingent of men and women who thought themselves better than everyone else, and believed the same way her father believed. The way she believed. The caste system was their best hope for prosperity and war and violence had no place in this system. Peace was the only option. The Netnews avoided them for the most part knowing it was something that ultimately happened within every society no matter how hard it was avoided. What this group believed and how they thought was generally frowned upon by the majority, but they did have some pull because of the wealth they had when pooled together. The few dozen who had risen into the ranks of Senators and senior politicians within the Union treaded lightly nonetheless? The vast majority of Senators still held to the ideals that had been instilled millennia ago by a long dead King and only reinforced by his grandson and it was not wise to get on their bad side. The Leonidas name carried strength and power and weight even without the monetary support it could ultimately provide. These were the things that blond bitch had taken from her. The things that should have been hers. These were the things she had vowed to get back, no matter what she had to do.

Ulana was learning still, had been learning since she had won the emergency election on Apo Prime to take her father’s place. She didn’t have much of a chore doing that since no one ran against her, and once more she had been handed something that she had not earned. The men and women who had surrounded her father now surrounded her and she was learning very quickly indeed.


“Ulana?” The female voice said.


“Hmmm?” She answered turning back to look at the older Lycavorian female and long-time friend of her father. “Excuse me what?”


“Were you listening to what we were talking about child?” The woman asked.


“Yes Silele.” She answered quickly as she brought her attention fully back to her and the two men in the Lifter with them.


“Then you know what we are trying to accomplish with this visit?” Silele asked.


Ulana nodded. “Yes of course.”


“Silele… do you think it is wise to arrive unannounced as we have?” The younger of the two men asked. He was a very junior Senator and an mida kissing igord as far as Ulana was concerned. He was a Beta wolf and had been fawning over her since she had arrived far more blatantly than Nolar ever had. 


Nolar.


A boy who thought he was a man. He could not match Androcles in intelligence, power or sexual prowess. Ulana was a very strong alpha female and she was not afraid to get what she wanted by using her feminine charms, and she had done so before, but no man she had ever been with had compared to Androcles Leonidas in either size or skill. She had discarded Nolar shortly after Andro had dismissed her and then left Apo Prime.


“He can not keep refusing to hear us Nomean.” The older man spoke now. “The Prime Minister has delayed enough times and we have had to take matters into our own hands. He needs to hear what we have to say before he is crowned as the next King.”


“Icho is correct.” Silele spoke.


“I’m just saying… he was never very personable to outsiders. Even before everything that has happened.” Nomean continued.


“That will have to change as well.” Silele said. “With his beastly father no longer in the picture… we may be able to swing more support our way. Especially with Ulana’s help. Her past relationship with Androcles Leonidas could pay large dividends. It should be her who is Crown Princess anyway… not this blond female who they keep comparing to Queen Gorgo. This young woman has a history of betraying our people.”


Icho looked at Silele. “While I agree with you Silele, we also need to walk lightly around this topic for that very reason. They have already confronted that topic head on and beat it down in the Netnews. Whatever we do concerning her will need to be done very cautiously as we discussed. Most of it will fall to you Ulana.”


Ulana nodded. “I know Icho.” She said. “This Sadi comes from a common family, no real history or wealth. I don’t know what she did to entice Andro so much but I intend to show him he made a mistake.”


“And you will Ulana. The people I have working on this are being very discrete Icho so don’t worry. The information we want is there, it’s just very well hidden. We need to find it that’s all. And as Ulana has said… she is of much better stock than this Sadi female.” Silele answered. 

“Have we discovered what her PCC is compared to Ulana’s?” Icho asked.

Silele shook her head. “Not yet. Medical files on the Royal family are next to impossible to review. The PCC of the King and Androcles are listed in their military files which were easy enough to look at. The King’s was two hundred ninety three and Androcles is two hundred seventy-four. I have contacts within King Yelu Hospital trying to obtain Queen Aricia’s, Prince Denali and other purebloods that may be listed, but no luck so far.”

“They were not listed?” Icho asked.

Nomean shook his head. “Apparently the Royal family did not feel they needed to list them after the King and Prince Androcles. Medically speaking we can determined roughly what Queen Aricia’s is as well as Prince Denali based on the King and Androcles. The others, which include this Sadi, we can only guess at.”

“My PCC is one hundred and ninety-six.” Ulana said. “My father’s was over two hundred Icho. She could not possibly be higher, therefore I would be stronger.” Ulana told him. “I can control my aura and direct it quite well.”

“But we will also let it be known that Ulana herself has shared a relationship with the young Prince Androcles. And part of our plan is to make it seem that she would make a far better Princess and Queen than this Sadi person.” Silele said.


Icho nodded his head. “I do not disagree but let’s just stick to our plans as we have laid them out with the others.” He spoke. “We are closer than we have ever been to being able to see our goals come to life and now would not be the time to veer from our path. We proceed slowly and carefully.”


Silele nodded her head. “You are right of course Icho.” She replied as the Lifter bumped briefly and then settled to the ground near the pier side entrance to the causeway that led to Cranae Island.


Icho looked out the window and saw where they were before turning in his seat. “Dalkin why have we not landed on the island itself? We are Senators of the Union and have clearance to go anywhere we wish!”


“New security measures put in place by the Durcunusaan Senator.” The driver answered turning his head slightly. “The air space above and for a kilometer around Cranae Island is fully restricted now. No one is allowed access unless they are family or have been approved prior to arriving. This is where the Durcunusaan ordered me to land. We are outside the restricted zone by a hundred meters… near the pier entrance to the causeway.”


“Sibfla!” Silele swore. “I truly hate these overbearing Durcunusaan soldiers.” She hissed softly.


“Very well. Wait here until we return Dalkin.” Icho spoke as he activated the canopy and the bright warm air of the Laconia Gulf hit them all. 

The smell of fresh Danishes reached them from Gytheio and they gathered themselves together as they crossed the fifty meters to where the trio of Durcunusaan troops were standing beside the small row of four person hover cars. The Cranae Island causeway was nearly a full kilometer long before reaching the island itself and here on this end were the troops and two very large and menacing looking dragons which they quickly took note of. The pair of dragons watched them approach and Ulana felt as if they were sizing her up and deciding whether to eat her or not. She didn’t care for dragons and certainly had never cared for Androcles’s dragon Elynth, or the time he spent with her. They were beasts and were treated as if they were real people. Having the Dragon Elder Mother actually on the Union Senate was an insult to Ulana and many others. The dragons were resting on the ground on either side of the causeway, their eyes alert and ever mindful of everything going on around them. Ulana also saw six of them circling the island in the distance and wondered if Elynth was among them.

She turned her attention back to Icho, who had taken the lead in their group, as he moved up in front of the Durcunusaan soldiers. Two of them were conferring in whispers to each other Ulana saw, and they made no attempt to acknowledge Icho.

“Excuse me!” Icho finally barked out. “We are here for a meeting with Prince Androcles! Why did you divert my driver away from the island?”

The Durcunusaan soldier on the right finally turned to look at him and the second moved back to the small metal shack beside the greenish-scaled dragon. “You are not cleared to enter the airspace around Cranae Island sir.” He replied respectfully. “All non-cleared personnel must land outside the restricted zone and wait for authorization.”

“We are Union Senators soldier!” Icho stated.      


“That is Lieutenant Sir… and I saw the markings on your Lifter as you landed.” He stated calmly in reply. “Being Senators does not automatically grant you authorization sir. You are not on the list with the other visitors to Cranae Island today and you need to be cleared.”


“And just who thinks they have the authority to grant me clearance Lieutenant?” Icho hissed.


The Lieutenant met his eyes. “We protect the Royal family Senator… so that means just about anyone in the Durcunusaan outranks you when it comes to the Royal Family, regardless of what you may think.”


Ulana stepped up beside Icho now. “The King and one of our Queens is dead Lieutenant. It seems to me that this indicates you do not take your duties as seriously as you should, or is it not your job to prevent such a thing from happening.” She threw the dig out there.


“In your opinion Senator.” He answered looking at her sternly even as his jaw twitched at her obvious insult. “However, your opinion does not matter and you don’t know as much as you think you do Senator.” He jabbed back at her unfazed by her words. His head turned when the second Durcunusaan exited the small guard shack and walked back up to him.


“The request came in late last night and clearance was granted by the Watch Officer early this morning.” He told his Lieutenant holding out the data pad to him. “Just before he went off duty.”


The Lieutenant turned back to Icho and the others, his eyes reading the data pad silently. He looked up finally. “Are any of you armed?” He asked finally.


“Armed?” Silele asked with wide eyes.


“Yes Senator. Weapons. Do any of you have any weapons?” The lieutenant asked.


“Certainly not!” Silele exclaimed.


The lieutenant turned to the third Durcunusaan who had so far remained silent behind the podium like structure his head down and looking at the small screen. The man shook his head without a word and the Lieutenant turned back to them. “You may take the first Lifter in the line Senators.” He directed them with his hand. “Remain on the main causeway and do not veer from the established path once you reach the island.”


“Why?” Nomean asked.


The Lieutenant met his eyes. “I do not wish to do the paperwork explaining why four Senators decided to disobeyed directives from the Durcunusaan and consequently had to be scraped off several meters of Prince Androcles’s island.”


“Are you saying the island is mined?” Icho asked with wide eyes.


“I’m saying remain on the main path until you reach the Princes’s villa.” The Lieutenant told him. “That is simple enough for you isn’t it?”


“Why not have one of your men drive us?” Ulana spoke up. “Isn’t that what you are here for?”


“We are not your chauffeurs Senator.” He told her. “And you have two arms and legs that work just fine.”


“What is your name lieutenant?” Icho demanded.


“My name is not your concern Senator.” He answered Icho coldly. “Only my directives where it concerns the Princes and Princesses. Or any member of the Royal Family for that matter. You follow them or you don’t get your visit.”


Icho looked at Silele quickly and then hissed a curse word under his breath as he moved around the man and they headed for the Lifters. The Lieutenant turned to his man next to him. “Contact Captain Jomann.” He spoke softly. “He will be either at his parent’s home or the new villa he purchased for him and Princess Eliani along the west pier. Try his parent’s home first, he may not have told the Princess about the villa yet. Let him know what is happening and that we require his guidance. I don’t like that these four got authorization to see the Prince through channels other than what has been established.”


“Should I have them watched?” The man asked.


The lieutenant shook his head. “Inform Island Command to keep them on the monitors until they arrive at the villa but that is all. These idiots don’t pose a threat to Prince Androcles and his mates, or any of his guests; they think to use their influence in another way.”


“That could be painful.” The man said.


The Lieutenant smiled. “I’m counting on it. The Feravomir and Elder Mother landed while we were entertaining them.”


The man’s grin widened. “Oh that will be fun. Wish we could see it.”


It felt wonderful to them and they were savoring every moment of the time they had. The villa smelled of fresh cooked meat and eggs now, with the aroma of Aricia’s coffee thrown in. It had succeeded in waking Bren and Devra from the guest wing of the villa where Androcles had insisted they remain until it was safe for them to reveal the Vanari on a Union wide scale. Devra knew that time was not far off and surprisingly she actually looked forward to it. She had joined Sadi and the others in the kitchen briefly and watched as they made several different types of food, all of which smelled delicious and then she quickly took two plates and headed back to their guest quarters. She thoroughly enjoyed her new husband and wanted to spend as much time with him as possible, and she knew Andro and his mates needed their time as well. 

They had lounged on the couches in the main room feeding each other different types of food and simply enjoying the presence of each other. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha had not eaten as much meat before being turned and now that they were wolf, the need for meat filled them, especially when they smelled it cooking. Both of them were eager to try as many different kinds as they could. Carisia also ate meat sparingly, but she had found that the way Sadi and Andro cooked it was the best she had ever tasted and she ate more than she usually did with her breakfast fruits and her Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. Now Androcles and his mates sat in the main room of the villa leisurely eating and going over what they would do for the day. He still wore his crimson pants and no shirt, while Sadi and the others had at least changed into less revealing clothing. If you considered the terry cloth like robes less revealing when they were tied so loosely around lush figures with only undergarments beneath them. The greeting with Helen had been warm and she now joined them in the main room occupying the oversized chair with her legs curled under her. She sipped her large mug of coffee, looking at Andro on the couch with his mates and thinking how much he looked like his father with his mates on either side of him.


Andro lowered the data pad she had given him when she arrived and looked up at her. “Why did you bring this Feravomir?” He asked.


“Because you have sent Dutkne away for reasons which only you know and he is to be your Oracle. Eliani is too busy enjoying her new mate, as she should, and I have no idea where Zarah and Lucia have gotten too. I think they returned to the SCIMITAR last night.” Helen replied with a smile. “Because of this I am the only one with enough courage besides Jomann to bring this to you here at this hour of the morning.”


“Why do you call Dutkne that?” Andro asked her slightly annoyed. “He is my friend first and foremost. The differences in our age aside, we have quite a bit in common Feravomir, more than even we realize.”


Helen nodded. “I’m quite sure you do given who he is. No matter how you break it down Androcles, he is descended from Wayonn’s blood. My blood. Our entire family have been the Oracles to your bloodline. Wayonn to Sumar, Canth to Resumar and me to your grandfather and now your father. Everyone sees that and they accept it. I accept it. Even the Durcunusaan have begun calling him Val'istar.”


Andro nodded. “Yes I know. He hates it.” 


“He’ll have to accept it. It may not have been meant to come together as it has, but the gods will always find a way.” Helen spoke meeting his eyes with a knowing glint. “How long will he be gone Andro? How long will Deni and Lisisa and the others be gone for that matter? I assume they are returning to Vanari space as well?”


Andro nodded. “I would prefer to keep the details of what Dutkne is doing to myself for now Feravomir. Deni and Lisi are going to insure that the counteragent that Caliria and mother fabricated is distributed to the proper individuals.”


“You won’t tell me what Dutkne is doing because I would not approve, and neither would Wayonn no doubt. I have spent enough time around your father to know that when he is vague on something it usually means explosions and many bodies tossed about most improperly and violently.” She said with a grin. “And why would Denali and Lisi need to insure that the counteragent went to the proper people? I thought the Vanari would be overjoyed to receive it.” Helen asked.


Andro grinned sheepishly. “Something like that with Dutkne and you might be surprised at how the Vanari receive what we will give to them.” He answered.


“Uh-huh. Sounds rather ominous.” Helen quipped. “Well… if you won’t share that then perhaps you could tell me what is so important that Arzoal and I both need to see it? We are bonded… what one of us sees… the other will as well.”


Andro nodded. “You’ll have to trust me on that as well.”


“You know… for someone who has worked so hard to come out from under his father’s shadow… you are becoming increasingly and most annoyingly I might add, just as frustrating and secretive as he is.” Helen said with a smile.


Sadi snickered softly from beside him as she and Ne'Veha read from the schematics on the new Mark II STRIKER but were listening to everything. Andro turned his head and looked at her, leaning over to quickly take a nibble out of her smooth neck which caused her to squeal in surprise and delight as Helen watched from her chair and smiled.


All of them looked up when the Durcunusaan officer walked in leading Icho and the other Senators. The Durcunusaan officer didn’t blink when he saw them and what they wore for he had seen it many times before when serving the King and Queens on the estate in Sparta. He bowed his head slightly to them and then to Helen.


“My apologies for the interruption Androcles.” He spoke evenly using Andro’s full name. None of the Durcunusaan who now served Andro had anything to fear from their Prince and when he ordered them to call him Andro when not in public the Durcunusaan would only go as far as to use his full name. He had grudgingly accepted this as a compromise because he trusted them implicitly and they trusted him and he insisted on as little formality between them as possible.


“Good morning Kronele. How is the newborn son?” Andro said his eyes narrowing slightly when he saw Ulana. 


The two thousand year old Spartan grinned and nodded. “Growing faster than we can keep up Milord.” He answered with a smile. He glanced at Icho and the others with something akin to distain. “The Senators here have somehow secured authorization for a meeting with you Milord. They arrived a short time ago.”

“So I see.” Andro stated his azure eyes falling on Ulana as she moved fully into the room
beside Silele and Icho.

Helen began to rise. “This was not cleared with Deia first for I would know about it!” She

demanded. “This is highly inappropriate for…”


“I will see them Feravomir.” Andro spoke before she tore into them fully. “They got the authorization, however they accomplished that, and they are here now. No sense in making them go back.”


Helen looked back to him and saw his body language and sank slowly back into her chair and nodded. “Very well.” 

Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Carisia saw Sadi stiffen ever so slightly and they turned to look at her quickly. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha could not feel it being so recently turned, but Sadi could feel it easily and a slow burning anger began in her belly as she gazed at the young woman in front of them. Ulana was blatantly radiating her full female aura ever so softly as she entered the room; her openness and availability and her willingness to submit to a powerful Alpha such as Andro. And she was directing it solely on Androcles in a very subtle way regardless of the fact that his mates sat in front of her.

“Should I have them wait until you are finished Milord?” Kronele asked taking notice of Sadi’s reaction and knowing something was up.

Andro shook his head. “No. They can say what they came to say.” He spoke as he waved them to the couch across from where he and the others sat. “I’m too busy once the day begins to fit another meeting in.”

Kronele nodded and bowed his head. “Should I remain Androcles?”

“That won’t be necessary soldier.” Icho spoke as he moved into the main room. “We can take it from here.”

“I don’t recall asking you what you thought Senator.” Kronele snarled gently seeing Icho’s face darken in anger.

Andro chuckled and shook his head. “That’s fine Kronele. We’ll be fine.”

“Milord.” Kronele nodded and then turned to leave.

Icho turned back to Andro. “The Durcunusaan who you have surrounding you seem to be lacking a certain respect of their superiors Milord Prince. And calling you by your given name is highly inappropriate.” He spoke.

“Not that I have noticed. And what may be inappropriate to you Senator may not be to Andro or anyone else. The Durcunusaan are not servants and vassals as it was in the old times here on Earth.” Helen spoke as Andro motioned them to the couch. She glared at all of them. “They are just intelligent enough to know when someone has scammed them. And you are not their superior in any way, shape or form Senator Icho. It would behoove you to remember that in the future.”

“Scammed them?” Silele asked as she settled to the couch her eyes slightly wide at the state of dress of Androcles and the others.

“They are smart enough to know when someone has cut corners and pulled strings to get something they want when they are not supposed to have it.” Andro told her as he set the data pad on the table and deactivated it. “Sort of like how you got the authorization to be here right now.”

“Milord it is important that we…” Icho began. “That we meet with you and discuss some things.”

“Things you felt you couldn’t share with the Prime Minister?” Andro asked as Helen sat back and allowed Andro to take the lead on this now.

Sadi glared at Ulana with evil, jungle green eyes as she remained quiet and continued to radiate her female aura in that subtle way as she sat down on the couch. This was the Ulana that Sadi had seen in Andro’s mind, the young woman who he had dated for several months. Andro had kept no secrets from her and Sadi knew exactly how many times he had seen her, what he thought of her and even how many times they had slept together. She also knew that Androcles had never given her any indication whatsoever that they would be more than what they had been. As she had seen so many times within his thoughts as she rested next to him, her face was always the one that filled his mind’s eye, even when he was taking pleasure with Ulana. It was a source of trust and devotion that Sadi could not put into words and she would never question his love for her in any way once she had seen those memories. Memories that she had shared with Carisia, Ne'Veha, Caliria and Lu'ria as well. What Sadi could not believe was that Ulana had the impudence, arrogance and disrespect to actually sit there and do what she was doing while Sadi, Androcles recognized mate and anome sat across from her. It was very obvious to Sadi this had nothing to do with Lu'ria, Ne'Veha and Carisia for Ulana ignored them completely. Ulana was here to challenge her and no one else. 
If that was how it was going to be then so be it Sadi thought evilly as she uncoiled her smooth and powerful leg from beneath her in an almost casual way and draped it seductively over Andro’s thigh. The robe dropped a little to reveal the satiny skin of her tanned thigh when she did this and Sadi made no attempt to cover it. Much to Sadi’s delight Andro didn’t hesitate and lifted his hand and rested it on her leg, his fingers beginning to stroke the flesh on her calf and thigh almost absentmindedly, and Sadi seeing not only Ulana’s eyes grow narrow with anger but those of Silele as well. 

If it was war she wanted, then Sadi Leonidas was more than willing to play Ulana’s fool game. She would show the pompous upaee who Andro’s heart and soul belonged to.

Andro didn’t know exactly why Sadi had extended her long leg over his thigh, probably a female thing with Ulana in the room her thought to himself, but it was a very pleasant and very welcome distraction. He stroked her soft skin as he lifted his mug and took a long sip of his mother’s coffee.

“The Prime Minister is shielding you as best she is able Milord.” Icho spoke. “It is next to impossible to get a meeting of any kind with you.”

“I am rather busy with other things Senator Icho, in case you haven’t noticed what is happening all around us.” Andro told him. “My Aunt is only protecting me and insuring my time is well used.”

Icho looked taken aback. “You know me sire?” He asked.

Andro smiled and nodded his head. “I know all of you.” He answered him. “Senator Icho from the Tonlay District on Apo Prime. Senator Silele from the Carletanga District on Apo Prime and Senator Ulana from the Tuya District.” Andro spoke.

“It’s been a long time Androcles.” Ulna said smiling sweetly and looking at him with sultry eyes.

Andro nodded his head, the look bouncing off him completely. “Not long enough Ulana.” He said meeting her gaze. “How is Nolar?”

Ulana looked flustered for a moment but quickly regained her composure. “Nolar and I have not seen each other since you were last on Apo Prime.” She answered. “We are… were only friends.”
“Oh… sorry to hear that.” Andro said returning his gaze to Icho. “Why are all of you here Senator? I don’t know the young Senator beside you, but I do know all of you and what you stand for and what you advocate. You never supported or agreed with my father and mothers on any of their policies… and neither did Ulana’s father… so that begs the question, why are you here now?”

Silele was looking around for a servant to come and offer them Danishes or coffee and tea as was protocol when receiving guests. Her eyes fell on Helen who was grinning over the top of her mug as she looked at her. 

“If your are looking for someone to serve you Senator Silele… you will not find one.” Helen spoke. “Androcles does not entertain servants or employees to cater to his whim. No one in the Royal family does. Since you were uninvited, you may help yourself however.”

Andro grinned at Helen for her words and waved his hand towards the kitchen counter. “Be my guest.” He added.

“We’ve come on behalf of the Senators and representatives who do advocate the same things we do Milord.” Silele spoke now. 

[Sadi?] Ne'Veha asked. [Sadi… what is wrong?]
Sadi didn’t break eye contact with Ulana. [This is the upaee who Andro dated before we came back together.] Sadi answered her. [She’s pulsing him with her aura… the meddlesome sraap!]

[What?] Lu'ria gasped. [I don’t feel anything Sadi!]

[The changes to your body are not fully complete yet Mistress. You would not feel it yet for she is being very subtle about it. Ulana knew that only I could feel it. She doesn’t feel threatened by you or SirsanGai or Enylarcopri.] Sadi answered. [She thinks she should be the pureblood with Saradasaar, even after he told her he was not interested. How nubous arrogant can a person be?]

[Not threatened?] Lu'ria snarled. [I will show her not threatened.]

[No Mistress…] Sadi said quickly. [This is between her and I. You and SirsanGai are not yet able to do battle in this way, and she opened this clash the moment she stepped into the room. I will explain it more after they are gone and we are alone, but I will handle Ulana. I will show her that Andro is ours and ours alone.]

With that Sadi leaned forward and brought her face close to Andro’s, gently nuzzling the back of his ear and the side of his neck in a very intimate fashion and pulsing him with a large portion of her extraordinarily powerful female aura, most of which she kept shielded from those who did not know her. The effect was easily discernible even in him and he closed his eyes and smiled as small shivers of love and devotion coursed through him. He quickly squeezed her leg and leaned into her nuzzle just as they did with him, letting her know he felt her love and Sadi smiled brilliantly as she saw the look on Ulana’s face. 

Andro turned back to them as Sadi glared at Ulana like the female alpha wolf that she was, leg tightening over Andro’s thigh and her aura swirling around him ever so enticingly. “And what exactly are you here for?” He finally asked.

“I would think that is obvious Milord.” Icho spoke. “We are here to offer our support and guidance to you. Senator Ulana has spoken very highly of your determination and willingness to work with others Milord.”

Andro glanced at Ulana. “Has she?”

“We represent a block of Senators who could be very vocal in support of you Milord.” Silele said.

“Like you supported my father and my mothers?” Andro asked.

“Your father and mothers… it is well known that we did not see eye to eye with them on many things, that is true.” Icho said. “However… we believe that with you working closely with Senator Ulana and others, we could show you that we have the best interests of the Union at the heart of our ideals.”

“The best interests of the Union huh?” Andro said placing his mug back on the table and looking intently at them.

“Yes Milord.” Icho echoed.

“Interesting.” Andro said just before turning around. He leaned over in a blink and Sadi gasped at this action so intent on Ulana that she was. Andro’s lips came down on hers as his overwhelming aura wrapped around her at its full power. She groaned softly against his kiss as her body ignited, her nipples becoming instantly harder and the sensations of exquisite pleasure smashing through her. Her fingers dug into his thick arms as his kiss stole her breath away and her body sang out her happiness as he very strongly told her with his actions that he knew what Ulana was doing and that she did not hold a candle to her. Icho’s eyes were angry and Silele looked on in shock as finally Andro drew back from the kiss and left Sadi gasping for more, her body flush and responsive to her beautiful anome and mate, her hands holding his face and her lips trying to catch his once more. Lu'ria and Ne'Veha felt his aura touch them now as well and they too had become incredibly aroused as he turned back slowly, shaking himself like a large wolf and trying to bring his raging hormones back under control from the way her jungle green eyes drew him in and her aura pulsed through him. He turned quickly before he tossed common sense to the side and took her right there in front of everyone regardless of who was in the room with them. Helen only smiled to herself. She had seen this in Martin many times through the years and no matter how much he tried to deny it, Androcles was his father’s son. At least when it came to his mates. His changed azure eyes turned back to Icho who leaned back involuntarily at the almost wild look in those orbs.

“Excuse me Senator Icho… I just had to let my anome know how I feel about her.” He stated calmly.

Sadi glared at Ulana with glowing green eyes and a possessive smile at Andro’s words. 

Take that forn piegn sraap upaee! She snarled in Mindvoice not really knowing if Ulana would hear her. She gave no indication that she had except for a small twitch in her jaw, but Helen did hear it as she had to keep from spitting her mouthful of coffee across the room. Sadi had blurted out the statement at a much lower level of Mindvoice than she normally talked, and even the Durcunusaan standing outside had to have heard her statement.
“Senator… why don’t we cut right through the rensibfla shall we.” Andro growled at them even as he tried to keep from laughing at Sadi’s words. “You came here hoping to curry favor from me with false promises of support. Promises of support if I agreed to back one or more of your ridiculous policies.”

Icho came to his feet. “Crudely put Milord… but essentially accurate.” He answered with more honesty than Andro thought he would. “And our policies are not ridiculous to those who support us Milord. And we have many who support us; many who would support you as well. In the Senate, with their votes.”

“You mean those who would have this absurd idea that words will solve every problem in the galaxy.” Andro asked him. “That violence is so insidious to them that they are willing to roll over and offer their asses for fucking to the first bully that comes along with threats of violence!”

“Milord!” Silele declared rising to her feet. “Your words are repulsive to me!”

“Repulsive…” Andro said. “But truthful. You and those like you are so willing to toss aside all that we have earned as a people just to avoid conflict, so drunk with the notion you know better than everyone else around you, so utterly stupefied by reality that you grasp at fantasy!” Andro glared at them. “You come to my home… you blatantly offer a bribe to me… and you bring Ulana to try and smooth things over. Do you take me for a fool Icho? Do you Ulana?”

“Androcles you…” Ulana began to speak.

Andro held up his hand for silence. “Don’t go there Ulana. You will only confirm what I have always thought about you.” He said to her, meeting her eyes. “I think all of you should leave now. My Durcunusaan Captain is returning and he will not be in the least bit happy that you have managed to circumvent the system and come here. I have too much on my plate to go back and forth with your kind right now.”

Icho came to his feet. “Our kind?” He asked angrily.

Andro met his eyes. “Yes. Your kind. Politicians who wish for little else but to increase their own standing and power at the expense of others who they feel beneath them.”

“We can not provide any support to anything you might want until such time as you sit down with us again and hear us out.” Icho said keeping his voice a civil as possible. “I’m sorry Milord… but that is how it must be.”

Andro looked at the man, grudging respect mixing with distaste in his eyes. “You have guts Senator Icho… I’ll give you that. Fine… I’ll sit down with you Senator. After the vote in the Senate in regards to my uncle’s claim.”

“Promise us!” Ulana snapped coming to her feet. “You do not go back on your word… so give it to us now Androcles!”

“How dare…” Helen began to rise.

“I’ll meet with you.” He answered holding up his hand to stop Helen and looking at Ulana. “You have my word.”

“I can not guarantee you will have our support on that issue Milord.” Icho said quickly. “There are some among us who believe a new way of doing things is needed and they will use this as a means of trying to show their feelings. They will vote what they believe without some assurance from you.”

Andro smiled at him. “I don’t need your support in this matter Senator. Any of you. The will of our people will be done. Not mine or anyone else’s. I’ll meet with you after the vote, not before.”

“Very well Milord.” Icho said. “If that is how you wish to leave it. We will take our leave of you then. I’m sorry we could not come to a more agreeable commitment. It did not have to be this way you know.”

“Yes it did.” Andro told him meeting his gaze.

“Andro…” Ulana began to step towards him but got two paces before Helen cut Sadi off and stopped in front of her. 

“I would leave with your friends if I were you Ulana.” Helen snarled at her.

Ulana glared at her, anger bubbling forth and her eyes changed as her fangs extended. “Get out of my way Feravomir!” She hissed back at her seeing Andro turn and begin walking towards the large double doors pulling Sadi and Lu'ria by their hands, Ne'Veha and Carisia clinging to their lover’s arms and looking back with grins on their faces.

“Ulana… you have not only dishonored yourself with your actions today, but you have forced your way into a world of which you have no knowledge! Or did you think I would not sense what you are doing?” Helen told her as her own eyes and fangs altered. “It is a world where you truly are but a child among giants! You are barely even a Tier Three Mindvoice user Ulana… and yet you wish to butt heads with a female who is beyond even a Tier Six now?” She growled viciously.

“That should be me!” Ulana barked tossing her arm at Sadi’s back as they exited the doors onto the patio. “She stole him from me!”

“Son vada carians child… she did not steal him from you… you never had him to begin with.” Helen told her. “Their hearts have belonged to each other since he was eight months old Ulana; before you were ever born. They are anomes! Destined for one another by the gods themselves!”

“Stop calling me a child!” Ulana snapped. “I am no child. And anomes only exist in myth and legend now! They are not real!”

“Your actions say otherwise about being a child.” Helen spoke calmly. “And if you believe that which you speak young lady, and you continue on this path you have started down, it will only bring you pain. Sadi’s aura was shielded Ulana.” She said seeing Ulana’s dark eyes go a little wider. “Yes… shielded. Not even a third of her aura did she use just now. She has gone beyond the level of which we can even measure a person’s Mindvoice power Ulana, just as Andro has. You would have lasted perhaps ten seconds in the old time before she peeled the skin from your bones for your disrespect of her as Androcles’s mate and as Crown Princess.”

“We are not in the old time woman and I am not frightened of her!” Ulana snapped at her not caring she was speaking to the First Oracle of the Lycavorian people. “My blood is purer than hers and I should be with him! She is nothing more than a common street person who used to be a High Coven whore!”

“Your words make you more of an arrogant fool than you have already acted young lady. That much is readily apparent.” Helen snapped at her, beginning to lose her patience with Ulana’s ignorance and disrespect. “Leave now Ulana, before Jomann arrives and I have him arrest you for circumventing established Durcunusaan procedure. Andro is right. Jomann will not be happy about what you have done here and given his nature, events could rapidly spin out of control.”

Silele took Ulana’s arms. “Ulana… let us leave.” She said. “We have his agreement that he will meet with our group after the vote. He will see that our votes do matter.”

“He can not ignore us Feravomir!” Icho spoke.

“Oh… he won’t ignore you. Not anymore, I assure you.” Helen said. “You have his word Senator… now you need to leave before Jomann arrives. You have perhaps three minutes before he lands. I truly hope you understand what you have begun this day and that you are ready to see it through to the very end. Androcles Leonidas will.”

Helen turned and began to follow Andro and the others without another word.

KRANEK

Martin stood between T'lolt and Danny in the Command Center watching as one of Yuriko’s senior techs worked at the newly installed console against the far wall. The Command Center had been repaired, enlarged and reinforced by the elven engineers that had swarmed to Kranek after the battle. Even now they worked feverishly during the day expanding the borders of the settlement, Akruxian engineers working side by side with their elven counterparts and learning all they could. Immortals and Lycavorian bodies performed the majority of the heavy work with countless humans, elves and many other species assisting in any way their skills and abilities would work. Nodon engineers were fine tuning a layered defensive grid that tied into several new and massive underground power plants they had brought from their homeworld. Two dozen Hadarian Healers had set up three different clinics within the settlement that could treat any injury and speeded the process for the Akruxian Immortals to receive the treatments that would return them to their true selves. It was not unusual to see Akruxians standing in the streets looking in wonder at their new skin and hair as the effects of Veldruk’s centuries long toxic disease and oppression was purged from their bodies. An entire Combined Fleet Group was now in orbit of Kranek and rapidly putting together a defense network that would cost anyone who tried to take this world far more than it was worth to them. A large command and control space station was just beginning to be built, the lower frame having been brought in only three days before. Fully half the 1st Elven Engineer Division had volunteered to come here and be part of history at the behest of their Queen. Less than four weeks into the Akruxian future and already it was a common sight to see elven men and women sitting and talking and laughing with Akruxian Immortals.

“…coming online now Milord.” The vampire spoke.

“How is this thing gonna work now?” Martin asked. “I thought Yuriko said they would download the information we needed.”

“Yes Milord.” He answered. “And we did. We downloaded their entire core.”

“So?” Danny asked. “You’ll have to forgive us technically challenged people Lieutenant. We’re only good at killing people and blowing things up.”

T'lolt chuckled. “So true.” He said.

The vampire officer smiled. “What we have done is to recreate the exact same system they had at the Kavalian base. Ours is a little better of course. When it comes fully online we will begin to receive all the Kavalian encrypted messages to their military here.”

“No shit!” Danny exclaimed. 

“Won’t the Kavalians detect this?” Martin asked.

“They may eventually Milord.” The man answered. “The Kavalians send their encrypted transmissions out on a phased singularity carrier wave. They are buried within millions of open data streams floating through space that can be picked up by anyone. You have to have this equipment to detect, decipher and decode them though. It’s almost as good as being in their planning meetings.”

“You said they will detect it eventually.” Martin asked.

The man nodded. “Eventually they will determine that an outside source is detecting and intercepting their transmissions.” He said. “Even when they do… it will take a algorithm source code review to find and localize which station is doing it. Then they will have to alter their main encryption algorithms to exclude that source.”

“How often do they do these reviews?” T'lolt asked.

“The Union does them every month General.” The vampire replied. “But we have people especially trained for that. Based on some of the messages we have already downloaded, some of them are four months old, not as often as we do. If I had to guess, every six months perhaps. It would be stupid to go longer than that.”

“So we have a link into their military control system for several months at least.” Martin said.

“We have the link now Milord… but the Kavalians aren’t stupid. I don’t want to guess at how long it will take them to figure out what we have done. Especially after they discover what we did on their outpost.” The man answered.

“Can you discover where they have taken For'mya?” Martin asked.

“I can establish a passive search to detect any references to her, yes Milord.” He replied. “Give me four hours to write the program and get it running.”

“How long after that?” Martin asked.

The man shrugged. “This is not an exact science my King… I…”

“Your best guess Lieutenant?” Martin asked him.

“If I use enough key words and phrases… perhaps another two or three hours to be able to determine anything actionable.”

Martin nodded. “Good enough. Get to work.” He said. “T'lolt… you got some tech savvy people right?”

T'lolt nodded. “A few yes. Not as good as your people of course.”

Martin nodded. “Pick two and have them work with the Lieutenant here. After that… the only ones who are even cleared to fart around this station are those three.”

T'lolt nodded. “I’ll see to it.” He said. 

“T'lolt… you got a mess hall or something in this settlement?” Danny asked.

“That we do.” He replied with a grin. “Did you not just eat Daniel?”

“Hey… I’m a growing boy.” Danny said.

“I’m hungry too.” Martin spoke looking at his time piece. “I got four hours before I talk to Andro and I still want to meet as many of your people as I can T'lolt. Especially those who took part in the rescue of Melda Min.”

T'lolt waved his hand. “Right this way.”


“… never expected this many.” Esther spoke as she walked between Dysea and Aricia down the hard packed dirt of the main laneway through the settlement. Cirith walked beside Dysea, her eyes taking in all the improvements that had been made she was here last. She didn’t remember many of the things because her stay was so brief, but it was amazing nonetheless. She looked at Dysea with a smile. “We never hoped that his speech would spur so much optimism in so many. He will be the first one to admit he is not a good speaker.”


Aricia chuckled. “I’d say he can now add inspired speaker to his list of accomplishments if what we have seen is any indication.”


Dysea nodded. “I agree.” She said.


“Esther… have you ferreted out any who were here for more than hope?” Cirith asked keeping to her plain and realistic was of thinking.



Esther nodded her head. “We are quietly arrested nearly two dozen. Another nine are under constant surveillance. Isabella sent for some of your uniquely trained scouts and even now they are shadowing them wherever they go.”


“The ones you arrested?” Dysea asked.


Esther met her eyes as they walked. “I am the Blessed Wife to an Akruxian Immortal Dysea.” She said with a smile. “When it comes to our people, nothing is taken for granted. My husband taught me that. They were interrogated vigorously and then executed.”


“What do you need?” Dysea asked. “Anything?”


Esther nodded. “A few more skilled medics. They don’t necessarily have to be Hadarian, just able to treat any kind of injury. The clinics are finished and fully stocked but we do not have a surplus of medicines with the exception of the serum.”


Aricia squeezed her arm. “I’ll take care of that. I’ll contact Melyanna right now. I wanted to talk to her about something anyway. What do you need?”


Esther chuckled. “Everything.”


Aricia nodded with a smile. “We have tens of hundreds of warehouses throughout the Union and on Earth stocked to the ceiling with almost anything imaginable. Martin throws nothing away. I’ll have Anja assigned a medical ship here and have it loaded with months of supplies before departing. I will join you later for lunch.” She shared a soft kiss with both Dysea and Cirith before heading off across the settlement.


Esther looked at Dysea. “So that is Aricia.” She said. “Martin Leonidas’s Anome?”


Dysea smiled. “Yes.”


“She’s very confident.” Esther said. “Sure of herself.”


Dysea nodded. “She is our strength.” She told her. “No matter what has happened in the last twenty-six years Aricia has been our rock. She is a Spartan woman and strength is part of their nature. She is also the one we all… defer to I guess you could say.”


“What do you mean?” Esther asked.


“If we do not know what Martin might think or do in a given situation we ask or defer to Aricia. She is his anome and she has a connection with him that we do not. She knows him in a way we do not.”


“This does not make you… jealous?” Esther asked.


Dysea laughed and squeezed her arm tighter. “If you experienced the emotion and skill she puts into loving us as well as Martin…” She shook her head. “No… jealousy has never entered our hearts or mind.”


Cirith nodded. “It is almost as if she is the glue that holds all of us together.” She said softly. “I am still learning many things, but in my mind, in the memories shared with me, it has always been Aricia to insure that we never lose the love and devotion that makes us so strong. I thought it would trouble me at first…” Cirith shook her head. “That sense of doubt disappeared in the first few minutes.”


Dysea smiled. “We are an odd family no doubt.” She said. “But we are strong and love each other without question. Not that much different from how you and Cha'talla have raised your sons. And I think that is part of why our friendship only grows stronger.”


Esther smiled brilliantly. “Our sons and in eleven months our daughter as well.” She spoke resting her hand on her abdomen.


Dysea’s eyes lit up and she stopped hugging Esther tightly. “Esther that is wonderful!” She exclaimed. “When did you find out?”


“The test results came back two hours after Cha'talla left.” Esther answered somewhat saddened. “I wanted to tell him before he left… now I have to wait until he returns. I won’t tell him over a transmission. We have both wanted a daughter and Tir'ut, Lynom and Fash'ka have been badgering us to give them a sister for years. Now we will.”


“This calls for a toast!” Dysea spoke. “A small glass of wine perhaps?”


Esther nodded. “I’d like that.”


“We must do it before Melyanna finds out.” Dysea said holding her hands. “She will put you on a diet and exercise routine unlike anything you have ever seen. It is sometimes so very painful.”


Esther laughed. “You are joking.” She said.


Dysea shook her head. “Not at all. How do you think she has kept the muscular figure that she has? She is almost draconian in her actions and she makes sure we all adhere to her routine when pregnant.”


Esther laughed. “Well… I’d say it has worked.” She said.


Dysea grinned. “Nauta Melme thinks so.” She said with a twinkle in her eye. “Come… I have some wine stashed in my equipment. We will share a small glass and then meet the others for lunch.”

EARTH

BARRINGER CRATER

FORMER STATE OF ARIZONA


“…don’t understand why you have brought us here like this Androcles.” Helen stated as the ramp of the STRIKER DT Mark II began to lower. “Could this trip not have been delayed? There is too much going on for us to be out of Sparta for very long.”


Andro turned from the control console and looked at her just as Arzoal unsecured herself from the straps. Elynth had done so already and she moved up beside Androcles and watched as her grandmother finished and then moved behind Helen.


I agree. Arzoal spoke. And why just the four of us? 


Andro looked at Elynth quickly and her golden eyes blinked several times. It is meant for only your eyes. She answered tuning back to them.


Why do I get the sudden feeling that what you are going to show us is not something we will approve of? Arzoal spoke.


Whether… whether you approve or not… it has been done. Androcles told them. I…


We. Elynth corrected him.


Andro nodded. We… we have done this under our authority as Talon Guardians. This is not something that we decided on a whim Elder Mother. Feravomir. It took us two years of contemplation before we made the decision to go through with this.


If it took you this long to contemplate your decision… then you weighed all the adverse affects of this conclusion and found this idea worthy. Arzoal spoke. 


Andro and Elynth nodded. We did. She answered.


Then why keep it with such tenacious secrecy? Helen asked. I take it this is one of the things that your father does not know about?


Neither of our fathers do. Andro answered. They would not have seen it through our eyes and minds. They are too much like you Elder Mother. Outside of the two of us there is only Uncle Isra and Aelnala who know. That is how it has been since we began.


Too much like me? Isra and Aelnala? Arzoal asked. They are involved in this? You are being very confusing Androcles.


Yes I know. He answered. 


Why? Helen demanded. No more of this half talk and code. You have brought us halfway around the world for a reason. Now tell us.

Andro looked at Elynth and she nodded her head. It would be better if we showed you. She spoke.


She and Andro turned and proceeded down the ramp of the STRIKER. Helen glanced at Arzoal and then they followed. The first thing they noticed was the rows of immense buildings that occupied their left side as they exited. There had to be at least a hundred of them lined up neatly in rows of ten. They stretched as far as the end could see. The ground beneath their feet and talons was similar to the tarmac of the Durcunusaan base outside Sparta, but then it just abruptly ended and became hard, rocky terrain mixed with sand and dirt. There were other smaller buildings scatter among the rows that appeared to be huge wash areas of some kind. Then there were two more buildings that were, incredibly, even more massive and set off one on either side of the rows of buildings. Their eyes took in much smaller buildings along the outskirts and both of them could see what looked to be Durcunusaan soldiers, but their armor wasn’t the normal color. It was almost a light gray and blue color. There was what appeared to be a command and control building with several antenna rising fro the top, and a half dozen Heavy Lifters that they could see. Arzoal turned her head and stopped as she saw the towering shape of the immense satellite dish in the distance. Her keen dragon eyes could detect a large bundle in the center of the dish. A bundle that held a minimum of six of the seven year old Level Ten Mindvoice Dampeners. Dampeners that had yet to be actively used because of their incredible size. As she turned her head she could see three more of the colossal dishes off in the distance at all four points of the compass. The dishes were pointing away from the buildings and she could just make out the soft shimmer telling her they were very active.


[Helen!] She gasped turning back to her Bonded Sister.


[Yes I know.] Helen said. [I noticed it the moment we left the STRIKER. We are cut off from the outside.]


[The four dishes have center bundles made up of Level Ten Dampeners.] Arzoal hissed. [Even you and I would not be able to penetrate the bubble around this facility from the outside! Not even Martin!]


[Which is why I think they are there.] Helen spoke turning to look at her as they walked towards the building that looked like a command center of some kind. [They have been hiding something here. Hiding it from all of us.]


[But why?] Arzoal gasped.


[I believe we are going to find out.] Helen said. [If I am not mistaken this is the Barringer Crater site in what was once the southwest part of the old United States.] Helen said. [You did notice that their words hold trepidation but no regret. They do not question what they have done here. Only our reaction to it.]


[The question remains… what have they done?] Arzoal asked. [What have they done that they felt the need to hide from us and their fathers?]


Helen and Arzoal turned as the Durcunusaan troop walked out to meet them. He was definitely Lycavorian and the armor he wore was Dragon Armor, it was just colored in a light gray and blue unlike the silver and gold sets that were the norm. His exposed skin was deeply tanned like he had spent the better part of the last years in full sunlight almost all the time. He did not appear very old for a Lycavorian but Arzoal and Helen saw the rank of Star Colonel imprinted on his armor. They came up behind Andro and Elynth as the Colonel bowed his head to Andro.


“Adrieuas Milord!” The Colonel spoke. (Greetings)


“Colonel Jovern.” Andro answered with a smile as he gripped the man’s offered forearm in greeting. “You are looking sunbaked.”


The man laughed. “I just may move out here when we are done Milord. The weather suits me.” He answered.


“Are we ready?” Andro asked.


Jovern nodded. “As ready as we will ever be.” He replied.


[Are they nervous Colonel?] Elynth asked.


Jovern met her gaze. [Surprisingly no Elynth. They are dedicated and chomping at the bit to go.]


Andro nodded. [Prepare one of the Mess Hangers for the presentation when we return. All we have… everything we have done. Now that they will know I want them to know how much we have put into this and why.]


[I’ll see to it Milord.] He spoke.


Andro turned and looked at Helen and Arzoal. “Feravomir… Elder Mother… this is Star Colonel Jovern. He is the officer in charge of Durcunusaan support for this project.”


Jovern bowed his head. “An honor Feravomir. Elder Mother.” He stated formally. “It is my wish that you will be as pleased as we all are.”


“Pleased about what?” Helen asked him. “Androcles Leonidas… enough of these games. Why have you dragged us out here to the middle of nowhere?”


Andro waved his hand for them to follow. “This way.” He said. “The edge of the crater and the answer to your questions is a hundred meters this way.” He and Elynth began walking towards the inclined dirt ramp that led up to the edge of the crater. “It took us six months to decide whom to take because so many volunteered. All of it was done in the utmost secrecy Elder Mother and I’m sorry for that. Elynth and I, and then Uncle Isra and Aelnala, we tried to plan for everything. Every outcome. Every contingency. It hasn’t been easy mind you, as we have never done this on so large a scale. They will only be used in certain circumstances; the power they could bring to bear is enormous. They will be assigned to Manda’s Command exclusively. I even had Admiral O’Connor design and build special ships for them.” Andro turned back to them as he reached the pinnacle of the incline and the edge of the crater was just behind him.


“For who?” Helen asked.


“Feravomir… Elder Mother… I give you the 1st Dragon Brigade.” Andro stated as he swept his arm around to extend outward over the crater.


Arzoal and Helen stepped up the edge between Andro and Elynth and their eyes grew double in size. As Arzoal’s flame red scales came into view on the edge of the crater, a deep bellow of countless dragon trumpets rippled across the air on the wind. So powerful was it, that it was almost as if they shook the ground and the walls of the immense crater all around them. Far below them, swathed exclusively in the same gray and light blue colored Dragon Armor as the Durcunusaan Colonel were thousands of dragons.


Three thousand to be exact.


The trumpet was a continuous wave as each rank of dragons picked up the bellow before the last one died away. They stood in perfect formation, three hundred across and ten rows deep. Their armor glimmered in the sunlight and blue skies, not a single dragon more than two paces out of rank. Firespitter. Heavy Horn. Spike Tail. Every species of dragon that existed on Elear now; every species that Martin Leonidas’s actions on Enurrua had saved so long ago; they were all represented here. And more than anything else Arzoal and Helen could easily detect the swell of pride coming from far below as these dragons saw their Elder Mother appear above them. The one reason that many were even still alive today. Arzoal was the Elder Mother yes, but what she didn’t know or realize was that she commanded a respect rarely bestowed on any individual. She may have thought her actions had been the cause of the deaths of so many, but every living and breathing dragon knew that without her actions and her decisions none of them would have survived the millennia on Enurrua. This was very evident in the intensity and length of their trumpeting bellow to her.


And then… on a silent command from the single large dragon standing in front of all the ranks, his armor splashed with a crimson red slash across the broad chest plating, the first rank of dragons snapped their wings to their full extension in perfect unison. The ‘crack’ that ensued was like rolling thunder, deafening in its power and commitment, as each rank in succession did this. Ten shattering echoes reverberated among the crater walls and cascaded outward into the air.


IN WAR! Andro’s voice ripped out within Mindvoice when the last echo faded.


WE WILL BRING VICTORY FOR ALL! Three thousands minds and voices answered in a single thundering word.


IN PEACE! Elynth screamed next.


WE WILL BE VIGILANT FOR ALL! Three thousand minds and voices answered.


IN DEATH! Andro and Elynth cried out.


WE WILL SACRIFICE FOR ALL! 


Andro didn’t hesitate and with a five step movement forward he propelled himself up and out and dove over the edge of the crater. Elynth followed a second later, both of them plunging from view.

“Andro!” Helen screamed.


There was only a second’s pause and then Elynth shot up from below them with Andro securely in the saddle and three thousand dragons singing out in joy as they watched.


Now! Now my brothers and sisters! Fly! Spread your wings and fly! Show the Elder Mother what you can do! Andro’s voice echoed loudly within Mindvoice followed a moment later by Elynth’s deafening trumpet. With matching trumpets, the ranks of dragons below them began to leap into the sky with perfect timing and rocketed upward to fall in behind Andro and Elynth.


“Son vada carians!” Helen gasped completely in shock as her hand went up to touch her bonded sister’s thick foreleg.


Arzoal could only watch in utter awe as for a full three minutes the ranks of her dragons leaped into the sky and began to form into smaller sections. Immediately they began to fly into a uniquely choreographed flight that saw them twist and turn back and forth among each other with a single minded precision Arzoal had never witnessed before. This dizzying flight went on for several minutes until a silent command saw them begin to form in the air above them behind the single dragon with the crimson red slash on his chest. And then three thousand dragons dove for the earth and ripped over the top of the one dragon that had held their species together for so many millennia. As each wave passed over her and called out to her with respect and admiration and love, Arzoal could feel nothing but a swell of pleasure as they called out to her. She could hear the immense pride in their voices within her mind, feel the dedication to what they had all volunteered to do and if a dragon had tear ducts Arzoal’s tears would be forming a river beneath her talons. Helen was very nearly overcome as well as Arzoal’s emotion coursed through her.

By… by all that I hold holy my sister! Arzoal gasped. They… they are so…

Beautiful. Helen spoke as tears flooded her eyes now.
Oh… I wish Daurgo was here to see this. He would be so proud. Arzoal commented and Helen looked up at her with a smile. 
Tell them sister! Tell them! Tell them for him and you both. Helen said.

And tell them she did. 

Arzoal reached deep within her, deeper than she had reached in many hundreds of years and the trumpet that exploded from her maw nearly matched that of those above them. Hearing their Elder Mother’s trumpet of approval sent the Dragon Brigade into delirium and even more insane and impossible maneuvers as they showed her what they could do. As Arzoal trumpeted out her continued approval, Elynth banked over the crater high above the others. She felt Andro reach forward and lay his hand flat against the scales of her power neck and shoulders a sigh of relief passing through him.

Do you feel her pride Andro my brother? Elynth asked excitedly. Her love for all of them and what they are doing?

Andro nodded. Yes I do. He replied.

Your fathers will not be so easily convinced. The deep male voice spoke. They turned and saw the large dragon flying just off their right flank. The crimson slash was very evident on his broad armored chest.

Your actions will convince them Daurgo. Andro said.

And we will not fail. Daurgo spoke confidently.

With the gods and a little bit of luck on our side none of us will fail. And now you need to do what you have wanted to do for centuries Daurgo. Andro said.

The deep yellow/green eyes under the armored helmet gazed at them from ten meters away. Perhaps it is not…

You have waited long enough Elder Daurgo! Elynth spoke. You have held it inside long enough! Now… now you need to tell her! Do not let this chance slip away now. 
I do not know if she even feels anything for me. He spoke. And it would not be in the least bit appropriate for me to remain on the Elder Council if I am her mate. She is the Elder Mother of our kind!
And she is a female! Elynth spoke. Who has been without love for too long! Do you think my mother and I have not seen how she looks at you? Admires your scales? Always waits for your council? My grandmother may be the Elder Mother of our kind yes, but she is also full of emotions as any female dragon is. And those emotions are for you! Even Syrilth has noticed and she has known her for less than any of us. 

Perhaps you are right Elynth.
Andro turned his head and looked at him. Then make your feelings known Daurgo! Tell her in the ways of your kind. You have a new job now anyway.
Daurgo nodded. Yes. Yes I do.
BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
PROGENITOR 

THE WILDS 

3.4 LYs FROM HIGH COVEN BORDER HOLDING POSITION NEAR JUNTHOR

Pontal simply sat in his command chair staring out the empty view window into the void of space around his ship. Just barely two hundred years past twelve thousand years of life and probably the most experience combat officer within the entire High Coven. He has taken part in every major battle the High Coven has waged since he became an officer, slowly working his way up the ranks to the position he now held. He had turned down countless promotions to the High Lord’s Military Council because all he wanted to do; all he was good at was leading men into battle. Pontal actually cared for the men and women under his command, unlike so many other officers now. He bore the scars of several close calls and numerous destroyed ships all over his body, but he had always tried to win. He did not sacrifice men to accomplish the goal, he found an alternative method to succeeding at that mission. This alone endeared him to the nearly four hundred thousand men and women under his command. 


He commanded the High Coven equivalent to a Lycavorian Union Combined Fleet Force Group. Upwards of six hundred warships and their support craft as well as three divisions of elite cloned vampire troops. He had instilled a sense of purpose and pride in those cloned troops and all the men and women who served on any ship in his command. His discipline was harsh at times, but every man and women in his command would swear by him, including the three hundred Akruxian Immortals who loyally served him. When the order went out releasing the Immortals from their service, only sixteen choose to leave Pontal’s command. The rape and subjugation of female elves by Immortals was forbidden within his command. Rape overall had been long forbidden, and it carried a death sentence within the 69th VHCCFF. He was guilty of it but something had changed his mind and Pontal did not abide it any longer, for it broke down unit cohesion and trust, and ultimately would get them all killed in the end. Pontal was also one of only six or seven senior fleet commanders who had women commanding warships, a practice looked down upon by the High Coven Military Tribunal, but not something they would confront him on since those women accounted for perhaps ten percent of ship to ship victories against the KFI. Pontal was a realist to the extreme. If it did not help him or his men, he wanted nothing to do with it. He remained on the borders of the High Coven, fighting the Kavalians when they came and training his ships and men while they waited. He was among a small number who wanted to mount an offensive campaign against the Kavalians, for he knew this defensive war they were fighting would only lead to their ultimate defeat. They needed to act boldly and with charisma. They needed to make the Kavalians fear them. Pontal had thought Admiral Moran would be the one to do this when he was chosen by that Empress as Supreme Commander. After a few initial battles using these very tactics, Moran suddenly became more of a politician than he did a commander of men. Since that first year Pontal had become increasingly disenchanted with the High Coven and its actions. It was almost as if they did not want to win this war and restore peace once more.

Aikiro’s actions on Earth only confirmed that to him and so many in a most horrible of ways.


Many of the senior officers were hopeful that a Cease Fire with the Union would bring them allies. They had hoped that over time they could become if not allies, then friends with the Union. When the Cease Fire was announced many of them were extremely happy, thinking that Aikiro had finally pushed aside her open hatred of the Lycavorians and was reaching out to them for the future. Pontal and the others should have known better. As word of the gang rape and near beating death of Zarah Leonidas reached them far out on the borders; as word of Androcles Leonidas’s response and his actions in killing Javier Moran and nearly Yuri herself in his rage at this brutal assault against his sister, Pontal saw their hopes being crushed. Pontal had never feared any one man in his entire life, but he and so many others like him feared Martin Leonidas and his son Androcles. They were far too much like the King Leonidas that had nearly killed that fool Xerxes on Earth so long ago, after slaughtering many of his finest troops. 

Aikiro’s vile and repugnant actions were the thing that broke through the barriers and made it all so clear for him and others. They were not unhappy she was dead. Nor did they lose any sleep over Admiral Tesand’s death. Within two days of discovering that Yuri clung to life and Moran still lived and they had escaped Earth Pontal was meeting with his equals from six different fleets such as his. They were all of like mind and their only concern was how to let those within the Union know. Cha'talla’s speech had given them their opportunity. That the former High Lord Captain was still alive came as quite the shock to him and to others. That he looked so unlike the Immortals within his own command was even more shocking. Discovering what Veldruk had done to the Akruxian people millennia ago to make them appear as they did now was the final nail in the coffin of their loyalty to the High Coven. Pontal felt the warmth on the back of his hand and his eyes cut to the lightly tanned smooth skin of the hand that covered his. 

And here was the biggest reason he was now fighting for the future instead of the past.

Barely fifty years old now and a vampire for less than half that time. Long dark brown hair fell well below her once human shoulders, outlining a flawlessly beautiful face with soft, full lips and pale blue eyes that to this day made Pontal shudder inside. She had been a slave to him once, a human captured from Earth that he would use at his will. He did not treat her badly, just the opposite in fact, and it was this young woman who had managed to worm her way into his heart and being.  She had the sweetest tasting blood he had ever fed on, she was incredibly intelligent, and above all else she was the bravest woman he had ever met in his life. She had proved that to him the day several Kavalians had boarded his ship in the middle of a battle in an assassination attempt against him. It was this woman who had saved his life without wavering. Two Kavalian soldiers she had dispatched with nothing more than a dropped Immortal sword and her still human strength, crazed over the attempt to take from her what she had unwittingly come to love more than her own life. 
That was Pontal.

Pontal had turned her willing mind and body the next day and made her his Blessed Wife a week after that. One month later rape or forced sexual contact among anyone within the 69th was forever banned and outlawed. He still tried at times to determine what she saw in him. He was over ten thousand years her senior, she was breathtakingly beautiful, and yet she had eyes only for him as she had proven for so many years now. The ultimate gift and show of love had been the three children she had bore him and who she now doted over. In the closer systems to the High Coven capital, what Pontal had done with her would have been a crime and he would have been stripped of his rank and command. Out here along the borders no one questioned him or what he did. Indeed… his crew would die for her just as easily as they would die for him and any new officers were severely vetted before being allowed to join Pontal’s command.

“You have that deep concerned look on your face my Du'ased M'ranndii.” She told him reaching up to stroke his cheek. She was a frequent visitor to the bridge and often times she would bring Pontal food or drink and even more for those who were working. “Are you having doubts?”
Pontal placed his hand over the top of hers as her palm flattened against his weathered skin. “No ussta Victoria.” He replied with a small smile. “The time for doubts is long gone.”

“Then what vexes you my love?” She asked moving closer to his chair and leaning closer to him. It had been odd at first to see them beside each other considering she was so much younger than him, but her actions had long ago proved that Pontal was the only man who stirred her in any way.
Victoria Tanner had been a slave once, taken from her home on Earth by creatures she thought only existed in fairy tales. She had been raped and fed on for months before ending up here with this man. A man she had hated just as intensely in the beginning as she loved him now. He never struck her, never raised his voice to her, and gave her as much freedom as he could. Victoria soon began to realize that ending up her was not so bad a thing. He allowed her to read and cook and learn about this new world she had entered, even going so far as to give her access to forbidden material. When Pontal did take her, Victoria soon discovered he was an extremely skilled lover who could make her explode in bliss under him with ease. When he fed on her blood, he took only very small portions, usually at the peak of their sexual encounters, and Victoria Tanner would scream out her ecstasy and clutch at his broad shoulders as her world exploded in white lights and stars. She was intelligent enough to know that she did not want to return to the horrible months before this man, the rapes and beatings, and she set about pleasing him in every way she could so that he did not dismiss her. She did not know that Pontal had already made that very decision concerning her. In the process of ongoing years, his warm and gentle touch, the moments when he would hold her in his arms and tell her of his day, all this had Victoria falling deeply in love with him. It was she who told him to turn her after that battle. He refused at first but she did not want to be apart from him, she wanted to be like him and remain with him forever. He relented finally and her life altered dramatically after that. It was an event that she embraced completely, along with her love for him.

“I question and wonder if the Lycavorians have enough fortitude to forgive.” He spoke softly. “Trusting us… after what Aikiro ordered done…” Pontal shook his head. “I do not know if I would be able to do it.”

“They agreed to this meeting.” Victoria said.

“No… Cha'talla and Narice agreed to this meeting.” He told her. “Androcles Leonidas has put a bounty of one billion Riyal on Dante Moran’s head because of what he did. Half that for Yuri. He is as unforgiving as his father, perhaps more so, and it is why officers like myself have counseled caution in dealing with the Lycavorians ever since his father returned to take the throne.”

“Princess Narice is now married to his brother husband.” Victoria said softly. “You don’t believe he would allow her to come here without his knowledge do you?” 

Pontal shook his head. “No. But that brings into question what his motives are then.”

Victoria smiled softly and dropped her hand from his face to take his fingers in her grip. “Now you are acting like the officers near the homeworld.” She said. “Always distrusting one another to the extent that can’t trust themselves. Why does he need to have a motive husband? Perhaps he wants what we want.”

Pontal met her eyes and smiled. “Always the optimist.” He said warmly. 
Victoria smiled. “You taught me that.” She said.

Pontal nodded. “I wish I could be so optimistic. We have been here for nearly three hours now and nothing.” He said. 

Victoria turned to the view window and looked out at the surrounding stars. “Do you think they are even here?” She asked.

Pontal nodded. “Oh… they are here.” He answered. “Our instruments may not be able to pick them up… but they are here. I can feel it in my gut. That we can not pick them up is a matter of some concern considering our Shrouds are similar. Whether they will communicate with us or attack us in the question.”

Victoria turned back to him. “Have faith Pontal.” She said. “We need to have…”

A soft chime began to sound over the bridge intercom and Pontal turned his head towards his COM officer knowing immediately what it was. The man was now very alert as he adjusted his console. “Incoming secure communication Admiral!” He announced.

“Is it the agreed upon frequency and repeater codes?” Pontal asked coming to his feet.

“Yes sir!”

“Activate the holodisc!” Pontal hissed softly. “Quickly!”

Pontal turned slightly to the side of the bridge and saw this disc in the floor near his command chair glimmer and then burst into existence. In that clear transmission he saw Narice standing beside Cha'talla on one side, with the tall and muscular half elf male on her opposite side holding her hand. No doubt this was the half elf son of Leonidas who it was rumored had stolen her attention. Narice looked slightly different from when he had last seen her on the High Coven vidnews. Her hair was longer and her face appeared much more relaxed and at peace. Her dark eyes were brighter than he remembered and from the way she held the hand of the son of Leonidas, it was plainly obvious this was not the Narice he was used too.
“Admiral Pontal.” Narice stated calmly.

“Princess!” Pontal bowed his head. 

“Admiral… board one of your G9s and leave your ship. You may bring who you wish, but you will adhere to the coordinates I am sending you now.” Narice turned her head and nodded to someone out of view.

“Princess… this is not… this is not what we agreed too.” Pontal spoke.

Narice nodded her head. “I understand that Admiral… but you will forgive me if I am slightly apprehensive about this meeting. I would be considered a traitor by many within my mother and sister’s inner circles. Capturing and returning me to my sister would be a large plus for any career officer.”

Pontal took the pad from his XO and his eyes dropped quickly to the information. He looked back up quickly. “The planet?” He asked.

Narice nodded her head. “We have established a neutral meeting place on the third moon. A simple structure with simple adornments. As I said… you may bring who you wish within reason. Cha'talla, my husband Arrarn and half a dozen others will be joining with me.”

“Why here?” Pontal asked.

“Because it is in the middle of a dry lake bed Admiral and we can see anyone coming for many kilometers.” Cha'talla answered. “We want this as well as you… but you must know we will take precautions.”

Pontal’s eyes shifted to Arrarn. “And do you speak for your husband as well Narice?” He asked her. “He is a Leonidas… brother to the young woman who your mother ordered ravaged and nearly killed. I do not wish to bear the brunt of a decision I had no part in. Certainly one I would never have sanctioned.”

Narice glanced at Arrarn quickly and then back to Pontal. “Androcles is the reason we are here now Admiral.” She said finally. “He trusts me and he trusts his brother. We can help each other if you are sincere Admiral Pontal.”
“And if I am not?” Pontal asked.

“Then you will die.” Cha'talla answered with cold finality in his voice. “We did not come to play word games. Do you wish to meet or not?”

Pontal nodded. “I will greet you in one hour.” He stated.

JUNTHOR

Pontal stared at Narice from only a meter away. He was right of course. Her five foot one frame was somehow much fuller and more muscular and her hair was longer. She looked healthier than he had seen on any of the previous vidnews channels or their reports of her. The Lycavorian ArmorPly was a lighter version of the Mark IV, and it hugged her lush figure like a second skin while giving her extra protection for her joints. Seven Durcunusaan stood behind her along with three immense dragons, one who he knew was her dragon, and all of whom rested alertly on their haunches. The huge structure was basically a portable building Pontal saw as they landed just outside the entrance beside the STRIKER DT. Inside there was a small area that now held several couches with a large knee high table between the couches. Standing in front of her as he was, Pontal’s doubts about all of this simply vanished. Looking at her now, he knew what he was about to do was the only way to secure their future and the future of the High Coven.
Pontal bowed his head. “Princess.” He spoke softly.

“I am not a Princess of the High Coven Admiral.” Narice said.

“There are those who would debate that with you, but you are also the Blessed Wife to a Leonidas. You are a Princess of the Union?” Pontal asked.

Narice glanced at Arrarn quickly with a sheepish grin. “Yes… I suppose I am.” She answered turning back to him. She looked at the dark haired woman next to Pontal. “Your aide?” She asked.

Pontal shook his head quickly. “Victoria… my Blessed Wife and mother to my three children.” He answered pulling her closer.

Arrarn saw both Narice and Cha'talla make odd facial gestures and he squeezed Narice’s hand. “What am I missing?” He asked.

“Admiral Pontal is a pureblood Arrarn.” Cha'talla answered. “It is heavily frowned upon for a pureblood to take a turned vampire as his wife, especially one that is… or was human. At least it used to be.”

Pontal chuckled. “It still is. I’m hoping part of what we accomplish here will change that.” He said.

Narice watched the body language of this Victoria and knew within the first moments that she was here very much of her own free will. This spoke volumes about Pontal and his sincerity, at least to Narice. She motioned to the couch to her left. “Please Admiral… take a seat.” She spoke.

Pontal remained where he was standing, his eyes darting back and forth from her to the Durcunusaan. He had come with Victoria and only three guards, one of whom was an Immortal that could not stop staring at Cha'talla. “I can assume then that I am not to be attacked.” Pontal spoke.

Narice looked at Arrarn and brought his knuckles to her lips for a soft kiss before she moved to the couch and sat down. Pontal breathed somewhat of a sigh of relief and he directed Victoria to the couch as Arrarn took up a spot behind Narice.

“I would first like to say that what Aikiro did… what she ordered… when we found out about it we were appalled.” Pontal spoke as he settled next to his wife. “It was a vile action that has no excuse.”
“We?” Narice asked.

Pontal took a deep breath and leaped off the proverbial cliff. “There are six others like me.” He said. “Six others who believe as I do and command similar forces. We have remained away from the trappings of our homeworld and the politics it breeds Princess. We have long advocated a stronger and more progressive war against the Kavalians instead of this defensive war that Moran and your mother were fighting. It has cost us the lives of many good men and women. When we first heard through different channels that a Cease Fire had been signed, many of us believed that our future was at hand. We thought she had finally decided to put the past behind us and begin working with the Lycavorians. We didn’t know how wrong we were. I suppose you could say that I have become the unofficial spokesperson for the others as well as myself.”

“Why now?” Narice asked.

“When we determined that Moran and your sister had yet to return to Uzu Ozeib 7 we concluded the only reason for this was that Yuri barely clung to life. If this was the case then Moran would know the many backstabbing politicians would not openly support him.” Pontal answered. 
“Yuri is alive.” Narice said confidently.

Pontal nodded. “Yes… I assumed as much. She is not an easy woman to kill your sister, and her Immortal Captain is somewhat of a fanatic when it comes to her protection. We can only conclude that she and Moran are waiting to see how the senior politicians and military officers act before moving.”

“How they act?” Arrarn asked.

Cha'talla nodded his head in understanding of what Pontal was saying. “It is as we talked of Arrarn.” Cha'talla said looking at him. “What they will attempt to do to advance their own power base in the absence of Yuri or Aikiro. Her refusal to return to the Coven homeworld is being seen as a weakness isn’t it?”

Pontal nodded. “Yes. These men and women feared Aikiro to the extreme. Tesand and Moran were nothing more than her lap dogs and they feared them as well. She made Moran Supreme Commander because he won a few battles and was married to her daughter whom she wanted to control.”

“Using Moran in this way was how she did it.” Narice said nodding. “I always thought there was something odd about her decision to do this as I grew. It didn’t seem like something she would do… like keeping Yuri on Nuwaroa for such long periods of time.”

Pontal nodded his head once more. “I do not know what was happening on Nuwaroa Princess. I do know Moran was doing Aikiro’s during these times. With Aikiro and Tesand now dead and Yuri not returning we felt now would be the perfect time to try and wrest control of the government and the military from those in already power. The chaos and mistrust between the senior members of the Ruling Council would be a much needed distraction while we moved against them and tried to save our people.” He met Narice’s eyes. “Something it appears you determined as well.”

Narice nodded slowly. “Androcles actually.” She said.

Pontal’s eyes grew a little wider. “Androcles?”

“He came to me with some intelligence information similar to what you are saying now.” Narice said evenly. “It was from a different source but one he and his father have trusted for some time. He…”

“Narice!” Cha'talla cut off her words.

Narice looked at him. “He has come this far Cha'talla. You know as well as I if this was a trap to get to me they would have sprung it already. We must be forthright going forward or none of this will matter.”

“The… the Lycavorians have an agent inside Aikiro’s inner circle?” Pontal gasped looking at her.

Narice turned back to him and nodded. “I do not know who it is.” She stated right away. “Androcles is unwilling to share that with me or anyone right now. What this man or women sent in his last report mirrors what you are saying now. That is why he came to me even though he knew the wrath he would incur by doing so. I was very content Admiral. Content to be wife to Arrarn and lover to Toria Dellion. Content to begin a new life in the Union.”

“What… what changed?” Victoria asked.

“The High Coven could be so much more.” Narice said. “Androcles told me if I thought it was not worth it then I should not undertake it. I do not wish to see my people fail and die. I certainly don’t wish to see the Kavalians destroy us because of my sister’s lust for power. She became almost as bad as my mother at the end there.”

“If you don’t mind me asking… why would Androcles Leonidas care what happens to us after what Aikiro perpetrated upon his sister? Why would you care Arrarn Leonidas?” Pontal asked. “His bounty on Dante Moran speaks towards what he feels I think.”

Narice shook her head. “Never think you know Andro or his father Admiral. That would be your first oversight.” She said. “Make no mistake… my nephew will be caught… and he will die a death that even I would not wish upon any vampire for what he did to Zarah. That is as certain as the sun rising over the horizon, and Androcles has been very clear on that. But Andro has also taken my niece Carisia as his wife and mate. A pureblood like you and I Pontal and I have seen how he loves her without any hesitation or doubt. I can not begin to describe to you the love my own husband has shown to me as well as our wife Toria. Dante’s actions condemn only him… not our people and that is where Androcles is different from his father. He will not cast all of us aside for the actions of one raging lunatic. Not when together we could be greater than we are separately.”

Victoria’s hands took Pontal’s arm before he could speak and she leaned forward. “King Leonidas is not dead is he Princess Narice?” She asked softly. “The Kavalians failed in their attempt to kill him as your Netnews has been reporting for so long didn’t they?”

Narice looked at her. “Why would you say that?” 

“Every time you have mentioned King Leonidas, either directly or indirectly, it has been in the present tense. In none of those times did you refer to him in the past tense.” Victoria stated as Pontal looked at her with wide eyes. “If he… if he was dead you would be referring to him in the past tense and not the present tense. He’s alive isn’t he?”
Pontal’s eyes shifted to Narice then and his eyes grew wider when he realized she was not going to deny this. “Princess?” He finally gasped.

Narice looked at him evenly. “It seems your wife is very intuitive Admiral.” She said. “And she is also very correct.”

Pontal came to his feet now. “King Leonidas lives!” He gasped. “Why… but why has he not revealed this publicly? Why…” Pontal met her gaze as realization hit him. “The Kavalians have Queen For'mya! He is remaining dead so as not to endanger her life. If the Kavalians knew he lived they would kill her instantly for their plans would be for naught!” Pontal paced back and forth in front of the couch. “I knew there had to be a reason Androcles was allowing them to do what they are doing. He is too much his father’s son to be cowed by those animals and…” He stopped and looked at Narice and Arrarn. “They have… they have raped your mother Arrarn Leonidas. Pusintin… he… he has forced her to endure what no woman should have to endure. You... you have my most sincere and heartfelt sympathy that this vile act has taken place.” 

Cha'talla stood there impressed with Pontal’s keen tactical mind. The man had lost none of the edge he had from many years ago when Cha'talla had seen him in action. “This too will not go unpunished.” He said softly.

Pontal glanced at him and then back to Narice. “The King? He does not know that this is what Androcles plans?” He asked.

Narice shook her head quickly. “Do you think we would be having this discussion if King Leonidas was in command?” She said simply. “It is why we need to move now. Before Arrarn’s father resumes his duties. Andro believes we can be more, even after what Dante has done, and so do I.”

Pontal looked at her intently as he returned to his seat. “If he believes this then he must have a plan. If he sent you here to meet with me then you must have a plan that would have worked without my help.” He said.

Narice met his eyes. “We do.” She said evenly.

Pontal looked at his beautiful Victoria for a long moment. He turned back to Narice. “Then tell me what we can do.” He told her. “Tell me how we can support this plan of yours. I pledge myself to you Princess Narice. I pledge myself to you and to our people. I am a military officer and I have no desire for power or gain.” He looked at Victoria again quickly and then back to her. “I have all I could ever want right now. Everyone who follows me pledges this as well Princess. Command me… command us… for we do not want to see our people fade into obscurity and death.”

EARTH
BARRINGER CRATER

DRAGON BRIGADE HEADQUARTERS


Arzoal and Helen finished watching the lengthy holovid of the training and planning they had undergone, Elynth and Andro watching their reaction carefully. It was easy enough to feel the immense pride Arzoal felt within her at what she had seen, and this transferred to Helen. They had remained silent while viewing the hour long holovid. It had broken down and then chronicled the exact steps Andro and Isra and Daurgo had taken to choose those members of the Dragon Brigade. In actuality they had refused far more candidates than they had accepted for it seemed every dragon on Earth had wanted to be part of it. Those who were too young or had not yet been off world in any way were dismissed. Wind patterns were different on every world and unless you had the experience of being able to alter your flying technique because of these changes Andro felt it was too dangerous to risk. Many of the names Arzoal recognized from their warring time on Enurrua and it warmed her heart to know that they had learned from these experiences and were willing to lead and share them with younger dragons. 

And quite possibly lose their lives in the process.


As the lights grew brighter Arzoal turned her massive head to look at Androcles who stood with his arms crossed over his broad chest and gazing at her intently. Elynth rested on the floor beside him, her head close to his shoulder and her golden eyes holding just as many questions and trepidation as her Bonded Brother. She gazed at them for a moment, seeing how their actions mirrored each others and they didn’t even realize it. Just as Torma’s and Martin’s actions mirrored one another. It was something none of them noticed and that was part of the power the four of them could wield. They were so deeply connected that they could draw on each other’s reserves of energy and willpower, and in doing so, bonded as they were they acted and thought as a single entity. She shifted her huge body until she was facing them completely and then she too settled to the floor.

Androcles. Elynth. What you have done here is…


Elder Mother I did not make this decision overnight. As Talon Guardians we agonized over this for months! Andro interrupted her. We questioned others… we… 


Be silent. Arzoal spoke.


Grandmother! Elynth exclaimed coming to what she thought was the defense of her Bonded Brother.


Be silent both of you! Arzoal barked. There were perhaps three or four individuals who could actually get away with talking to either Andro or Elynth in such a way. Arzoal happened to be one of them. She extended her massive head out on her neck until she was more or less touching Andro’s forehead with her snout. I was going to say… what you have done here… all of you… it is remarkable. You have… you have shaped them. Given them purpose.

Andro shook his head quickly. You shaped them gave and them purpose Elder Mother. Just as you have with all of your kind. You have brought dragons forward to this day by force of your will alone. He told her. Elynth and I, Uncle Isra and Aelnala, their trainers and their… their leader… we only refined it.


Arzoal chuckled within Mindvoice and then she did butt him gently in his shoulder. Will you never cease giving credit to others when it is due you young Androcles?

And risk the wrath of the Feravomir for not being humble? Never. He answered.


Arzoal laughed once more and looked around the large room. I need to send for Daurgo and the other Elders. They need to see this… what you have done here… before you send them away into battle. She turned back to him. That is what you are planning is it not.


It is not what I wish Elder Mother. Andro said.


I know that Androcles. It is never the wish of a Talon Guardian to put others at risk. But it is beyond our ability to control now. I know that. Arzoal answered. I wish to meet their leader Andro. The one who will act as your will in guiding these dragons.


Andro nodded. Of course. I want you to know he volunteered for this. We did not ask him to undertake his position.


Arzoal cocked her head slightly. As you say. She told him. But why would this matter? Is he not here?


No. The voice echoed in all of their minds and Arzoal’s head snapped around as if on a swivel when that voice touched her. He is here.


Daurgo walked into the huge room still encased in the light gray and blue Dragon Armor. As Arzoal’s eyes fell upon him he flicked one of his right talons and the Dragon Armor began to quickly recede into the deployment container that he wore on his back in much the same fashion as a saddle. Arzoal’s eyes grew wider as his light green scales came into view from under the armor and very suddenly fear gripped her heart.


Daurgo! Arzoal gasped. You!

Daurgo moved up in front of her. He was the second oldest of the Dragon Elders at nearly twenty-three thousand years of age. His thick, muscular eighteen and a half meters in length was surpassed in size by only Torma, Jeth and Arzoal, though his neck and midsection were built very similar to Torma’s muscular definition and thickness. He had been chosen to the Elder Council at seven thousand years old, and had loved Arzoal for more than ten millennia.

I will lead them Elder Mother. I officially relinquish my seat on the Elder Council. I have another calling now. I will lead them with all that I am and I will guide them and we will make you proud Elder Mother. Daurgo spoke softly.


Relinquish your seat on the Council! Arzoal gasped. But you… damn you Daurgo… this is what has occupied so much of your time? This is what you have kept hidden from me? Why you could not attend so many meetings of the Council? I do not need you throwing yourself into battle to impress me Daurgo. I have come to… I… I rely on your counsel to me.

Daurgo nodded. You will still have that Elder Mother.


Do not call me that Daurgo! Arzoal barked. I have asked you to call me by my name when we are…


No one else on the Council is old enough or experienced enough to do this. Daurgo said. It has to be me Arzoal… you know this. Daurgo moved even closer to her and touched his snout to hers. I have loved you for over ten millennia Arzoal. I… I have watched you do many great things for our kind; lead us through our darkest hours, show us the path of right and wrong, and even watch as almost every egg to hatch in the last ten thousand years came into this life. You deny yourself even the smallest of comforts and you deny yourself the right to feel.


That is not true! Arzoal protested.


Isn’t it? Daurgo asked. I may live another thirty thousand years or I may die tomorrow. No matter what happens… I will go into the Beyond loving you just as intensely as I do now. I have never had a mate and I will never take one if I can not have you.


Daurgo you… Arzoal looked at him with astonishment.

No. You loved your mate Arzoal… I know this. And I will never take his place in your heart. Daurgo spoke. I do not wish to. I will do this… I will lead them, into battle if necessary, but this is my calling now. And if I can not have your heart then your blessing in our actions will have to suffice. 

This was it. 
This would happen now. 
His constant presence and soothing counsel had always been a strength to her. His light green scales and the way his shimmering eyes gazed upon her. Twelve thousand years she had seen this and felt this. Three thousand years after he joined the Council she found herself admiring the lines of his back and shoulders as he walked. She had watched his dedication in the war on Enurrua, always the first the leave the safety of his cave to come and see her at her request. Many times risking his life in the process she later came to discover. Three thousand years ago Daurgo began to replace her long dead mate in her dreams and that is when Arzoal knew she had fallen deeply in love with him. For all this time she has pushed it aside, held her feelings in check for the betterment of her kind and their continued existence and not knowing if he felt the same. Now she had to make a decision for herself. Now she had to decide if she wanted to lose only the second male dragon she had ever loved because she was not brave enough to face the future.
[Do not deny yourself any longer sister.] Helen’s voice filled her mind causing her to turn and looked at the woman who had become her closest and most important friend. A friend she had not had in over forty thousand years of life. [Dragons are strong once more and they grow stronger and more numerous every year thanks to what you have done. Let go the reins you have on yourself and allow yourself to feel and love once more.] Helen reached up and placed her hand on Arzoal’s thick foreleg. [Think of yourself this time sister.]
Helen turned and looked at Elynth and Andro who had been standing there during the exchange. “Why don’t you two come with me?” She stated. “I’m sure there is much you can show me.”

“Feravomir I wanted…” Andro began.

Elynth opened her jaws and clamped them down on Andro’s shoulder lifting him off the floor easily. Come Androcles. She growled. Let us go with the Feravomir. 

“Jeez! Ok! Ok!” Andro exclaimed as he gripped Elynth’s snout and they left the massive building to the two dragons.

LEONIDAS IIA-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

ARCH DEMON

COMMAND SHIP

DENALI AND LISISA LEONIDAS

ENROUTE TO BETA QUADRANT



This was certainly not anything Lisisa had expected so soon she thought to herself as she stepped from the large shower. Of course she had not expected much of what had happened in these last months either. Discovering her true bloodline and dismissing it for the man who her heart told her was her father. The love that she and Denali shared being made public finally and receiving nothing but encouragement and support in return from not only her family but from people across the entire Union that she and Deni did not even know. After she wrapped her petite but powerful frame in the towel and stuck her head into the dryer, she hit the switch and let the warm air blow her lush black hair almost dry. As she took another towel and began to rub the ends of her hair her mind wandered more.


Whether by design or intention and knowing Andro it was probably the latter, it seemed this ship had been recently built, and it almost appeared as if it had been built with her and Deni in mind. Lisisa realized it when entering their quarters. Andro knew both of them liked to read and study history and the walls had been decorated with half a dozen historic hand oil paintings that were exceptionally rare. The wall refrigeration unit had been stocked with large amounts of the high protein grape drinks that Deni liked so much and enough Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos to last her several months at least. It also had different snacks that they both enjoyed. While they had brought pretty much all of their uniforms and different civilian clothes, they discovered that a delivery of extra uniforms and even more styles of civilian clothes had been dropped off in three travel crates inside the door. The quarters were also quite large, but their actual bedroom was smaller than normal. This is what sold Lisisa that Andro had been planning to give this ship to Deni for some time. Their bedroom on the ARCH DEMON, while not small by any means, wasn’t as large as Andro’s on the SCIMITAR. Deni had told Andro several years ago about how the bedroom in the villa he had bought was cozy and he hoped whoever shared his life in the future liked being close to him. Lisisa couldn’t picture her Denali using the word cozy and she had laughed at his expression when he told her about it. The walls within the bedroom had been arranged in such a way as to make the room appear smaller and different styles of furniture had been made to fill the vacant spots. Lisisa did enjoy being close to Deni. Much like Andro and Eliani, if she could have remained in constant physical contact with her beautiful mate and husband Denali, it would have been heaven for her. 

Lisisa was nearly five hundred years his senior, but in his arms he made her feel like a child. A giddy love struck child. The wolf blood within her was as pure as it got, though she would have preferred it came from the man she called father and not his fool brother. No matter the source, her wolf blood was dominant in every regard and Deni’s aura could set her to singing in an instant. Combined with the fact that her vampire genes simply adored the taste of his blood, Lisisa Leonidas was in heaven when anywhere near her handsome husband and mate. Lately however, something else had begun to peek her interest in a way it never had before. While she would not think of pursuing this without Deni’s knowledge, she also smelled it within him. An interest in the Vanari female Arduri. It seemed just being around her was very intoxicating to both of them and Lisisa did not know if it was because they both were attracted to her or if she was using her Alkay to entice them. It did not seem to have the effect on Deni that it did on her and she reasoned it was because his willpower and Mindvoice ability was ultimately far superior to hers because of the pureness of his blood.


Lisisa continued to dry the ends of her hair as she moved out of the shower room and into the main room of their quarters which was very spacious and comfortably furnished. She came to a halt when she saw him sitting on the velour like couch completely naked. They hardly ever wore clothes when it was just the two of them for they liked to look at each other, Lisisa being the one to look the most. She could not get over the incredibly sculpted body that Denali had, the deep tan or the fact that he was all hers. Of course, what he had between his legs was also a very important part of her interest as well. 
A most distracting and delicious part. 
Denali was by no means the largest male equipment she had within her, the Immortals who had raped her on Lycavore for so many years would always hold that distinction, yet his impressive size would forever be what she craved most of all. Deni fit within her as if he had been especially made, just for her use and enjoyment. He stretched her, reached inside her to the point of pain, but never crossed that threshold even in the midst of their most ardent and active lovemaking. And there had been many times when they had wanted each other so badly the only thing that mattered was slamming their bodies together as hard and as fast as they could to obtain their mutual peak. Just being within his arms, having him stroking her skin, never failed to send shivers of love surging through her. Lisisa Leonidas would want no other man she knew, however there was a certain blue skinned beauty that both of them would have to address their growing feelings for. Before it became a distraction to what their mission and purpose was for coming on this trip. As was her nature, Lisisa decided to tackle the issue head on. She tossed aside the towel she was using on her hair and walked up to the side of the couch where Deni sat. He was reading from one of a dozen data pads that surrounded him on the couch, most of them pertaining to his new ship, but several also given to him by Devra in the hopes he would come to understand Vanari culture as much as possible during their three day journey. 

Deni didn’t look up when she came from behind him for her scent always filled his nose now. He tapped the button on the pad and started talking however. “Lisi… did you know that the Vanari have this ritual that they celebrate every three years? It’s like one mass orgy where they…” Deni looked up and his words died in his throat as he saw her slide seductively over the arm of the couch. He knew Lisisa’s maple and wheat scent intimately and Deni would never tire of smelling her. How could he tire of such a beauty? If need be he could and would track her over hundreds of kilometers in order to find her. Deni grinned as she stalked across the couch on her hands and knees. “You smell tasty.” He spoke huskily.
Lisisa smiled that seductive smile. “You smell better.” She told him as she reached his body and slowly slid into his lap, pinning his arms to the back of the couch and then dragging her tongue up his chest and throat. She felt him stiffen slightly in her grasp and Lisisa reveled in the power she had over him. She brought her face up to his and saw his dark brown eyes wide and nearly feverish staring back at her. “Deni… we need to talk.” She spoke softly as she placed butterfly kisses along his jaw and the edges of his lips.

“Just talk?” He asked with a grin.

Lisisa smiled at him and then kissed him hard, quickly and wantonly, stabbing her tongue between his lips to increase his passion and then taking his handsome face in her hands. “Talk first… then you can have me in whatever way you desire.” She spoke huskily into his lips.


Denali smiled. “I don’t know… I desire you in a lot of ways.” He quipped.

Lisisa smiled at his words and settled herself more comfortably on his lap. She could feel his slightly thickening cock between her thighs but her desire to talk made him quickly grab onto his passion and hold it in. He knew her well Lisisa thought and his actions only continued to show her that he loved her mind as well as her body.


“Well… when we finish you can start acting on those desires.” Lisisa told him. 


“And I will.” Deni answered. He dropped the data pad he had in his hand onto the pile next to him and then proceeded to push all of them onto the floor. His arms went around her back, his hands gripped her tight ass and he pulled her closer to him. His eyes lifted and met her gaze. “Now… what is it that you want to talk about. You have my undivided attention.”


Lisisa bit her bottom lip and rotated her hips atop him, feeling his beautiful cock press against her bare pussy. “Undivided?” She asked.


“Not if you keep doing that!” He announced.


Lisisa grinned. “Just checking.” She said. 


Deni reached up and brushed some of her damp hair from her cheek. “What troubles you Lisi?” He asked.


“Arduri.” Lisisa blurted out.


“Oh boy.” Denali spoke shaking his head and then resting his forehead to her large jutting breasts. “I was… I was so hoping to avoid this conversation.”

“I know you smell it Deni.” Lisisa said. “If I can smell it than I know you can.”


Denali nodded. “Yes I smell it.” He told her lifting his head to look at her. “What do you want me to say Lisi?”


“What is in here and here would be a good place to start.” She said touching his chest over his heart and then his temple.  


“Is this a trick question?” He asked suddenly with a grin.


Lisisa snarled at him and pinched his arm hard. “Deni!” She exclaimed. “I want to know what you feel?”

“What I feel is this…” He stated pulling her even closer. “Arduri is… she is beautiful and unique and she smells very good. But Arduri is not you… and you are the one who holds my heart Lisisa.”


“Deni I know that.” Lisisa spoke softly. “And you hold mine so very tightly. You are my love and nothing will ever change that and no one will ever come between us.”


“So what are we talking about then?” He asked.


“I find her intriguing Deni.” Lisisa spoke. “I find her intriguing and so very attractive. I find myself wondering what she tastes like and I have never done that before with any woman. I find her attractive Deni. Do not tell me you don’t think the same because I know you.”


“I won’t tell you anything different.” Deni said. “But simply because she smells good and is attractive does not mean anything.”


“No? Then why do we both feel the same thing?” Lisisa asked. “Why do we both find her so tantalizing? She desires both of us you know… that much is so very obvious. The way she looks at you and me both. How her scent spikes whenever she is near us.”

“Are you telling me you wish to pursue her?” Deni asked.


“All the women that we have seen since we have been together.” Lisisa said. “And many of them have had an interest in you and I Deni… all those women and Arduri is the only one who invokes the same reaction in both of us. The same feelings.”


“Yes.” He said.


Lisisa took his handsome face in her hands. “Have we not always believed that the gods brought us together Deni?”

Denali nodded. “Yes.”

“Could it be a sign that they mean for Arduri to be part of our lives, because we are both so strongly drawn in by her?” Lisisa asked.

“I suppose.” Deni answered softly. “But I don’t…”

“Andro and father have always told you that you would one day break out of the shell you had around you Deni.” Lisisa spoke. “You have broken out of that shell now. Since you have discovered the power that was within you your aura is so much stronger and your scent sweeter to me. It has made me stronger and more focused as well.”

“And what if it’s just me and you are feeding off me Lisi?” Deni asked. “Yes… she is beautiful… not as beautiful as you in my eyes but still beautiful. I would be lying if I said I have not thought about what being with her would be like. Could that be affecting you?”

Lisisa shook her head. “No… because I have felt this way from the moment we met her.” She said. “And apparently Vanari have no qualms about letting someone know how they feel with their body language.” Lisisa smiled shyly. “I have thought about wrapping my body around hers far more than you I’d wager.”
“So you are saying you do want to pursue her.” Deni said.

“I’m saying I think we should allow events to occur as they happen and not try to fight them.” Lisisa answered. “If that means we end up with Arduri in our lives then fine. If not… that is fine too. At least we will not have fought what we feel and allowed someone to escape that would have made all three of us blissfully happy.”

Denali stared at her for a long minute. “I guess when you put it that way.” He stated. “I don’t want us to chase her. If this is meant to be then she will come to us eventually. Fate will bring her to us.”

“As fate brought me to you.” Lisisa said leaning close to his face and brushing her lips over his. “Take me Denali Leonidas.” She whispered to him. “Fuck your wife and mate until she screams out your name.”

Denali growled hungrily at her words and covered her lips with his and he rolled her over under him on the couch.
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Yuri was in no position to deny him anything he wanted. In truth she didn’t want to.
The rapturous pleasure that was sizzling through her veins was beyond anything she had ever experienced in nearly three thousand four hundred years of life. She had been so hesitant at first, the centuries old dogma beaten into her head bubbling to the forefront. His kiss was like a cleansing tidal wave that swept everything away and left her standing there open and bare to him. It took perhaps thirty seconds before Yuri Moran surrendered completely to the fervor that was rapidly building within her. 
This was a man. This was a man who had risked death itself for her on more than one occasion. This was a man who wanted nothing from her except her love. No position of power, no riches or titles. Only her love. After more than twelve hours of doing nothing but talking with him the last few days, Yuri knew him far better than she ever knew him before. She learned things she had never known or would have imagined. Yet through it all was one simple and undeniable fact. He loved her more than his own life. Yuri did not believe she could be swept up so easily, but after only thirty seconds of his kiss she realized that she had never been loved as this man loved her. Even with the scars that now dotted her face and body, faded but there, he loved her. Without hesitation, without doubt.

Without an iota of fear.

And the light that exploded within her mind told her one thing. She loved him as well. Loved him more than she had ever loved anything in her often times miserable and darkness filled life.

Yuri Moran had surrendered to his kiss then and within moments she was kissing him back with a zeal beyond anything she had known. She didn’t hesitate when he began to strip her, even helping him frantically to remove her clothes until she was before him naked as the day she entered this world. He soon joined her and she could do nothing but marvel at the total perfection before her as she saw it. Rippling muscles that defined his species and him. Then he was on his knees before her and his lips and tongue went directly for her center where he found her waiting and oh so very willing. Yuri had screamed then; screamed because he was not simply enjoying her, he was devouring her. She shuddered under his lips and tongue as they explored every tiny portion of her quivering body. Two mind shattering orgasms later he poised himself above her sweaty body and in one soul robbing, mind numbing plunge, Yuri Moran was filled with fifteen inches of steel hard Immortal cock and she leaped from the precipice of darkness and into the light of a new dawn. 

He took her… gods did he take her. 

With dominating thrusts and power, with breath stealing kisses, with feather like strokes on her shuddering body he took her. Three riveting orgasms into their lovemaking and his first eruption into her began her reshaping. Yuri’s dark eyes rolled into the back of her head and she howled out her blissful enthusiasm and passion as his searing hot Immortal come rocketed into her womb, purifying her body and mind and forever sealing her on this new path. A path she welcomed with open arms. It didn’t stop there and a gasping Yuri could only laugh in joy at his eagerness as he began anew, quickly driving her over the top once more as she covered his dark gray skin with loving kisses and whispered new found words into his ears. Within moments he was once more filling her with his passion and she was well beyond pleasure.

Yuri retained enough presence of mind to push him off her and quickly roll over on the bed. Her hand found his still willing and very hard cock and she gasped as her fingers barely fit around the immense length. She knew what she wanted. What she needed. She needed him in every position anyone had ever taken her. She needed him to completely make her his. He looked at her with wide eyes as she positioned him and then cooed out her need. To Yuri’s enchantment he didn’t hesitate. She screamed out her ecstasy as he filled her bowels with his Immortal manhood in a single stroke of pain and pleasure. When he struck bottom and she felt his enormous and crazy hot balls rest against her asscheeks Yuri Moran lost it in orgasmic bliss. As she squirmed and squealed beneath him, exploding continuously in orgasmic delight, a part of her hazy mind recalled what had brought this life altering moment into existence.

 “…be gone for about thirty-six hours.” Moran spoke as they walked down the corridor together. “We’re meeting in the next sector but everyone will not be there until late tonight. When I get back we should have a clearer picture on who is on our side and who is not and then we can draw up a plan to deal with them.”


Yuri nodded her head. “I will be fine Robert.” She said softly. “Insure the secondary research base has been activated and all project materials copied and transferred there.”


Moran stopped as they came to the landing bay entrance. He turned and looked at her. “You are looking much better these last two days.” He said.


Yuri nodded her head. “And I am feeling better. I’ve been working out in our private gym and Doctor Nalavi has prescribed a special diet to return my strength to me.”


Moran nodded. “Good.” He said. “We need you at your best Yuri.”


“And I will be.” She said. “You… you are taking Dante?”


Moran nodded. “He wanted to come. He wants to be more involved in the day to day activities and I agreed.”


“Is that wise?” Yuri asked. “He is different since we returned.”

Moran nodded. “I know. I’m hoping this trip helps him to break out of the darkness that surrounds him.”

“Be careful of what you share with him.” Yuri said.


Moran looked at her. “Why?”


Yuri shook her head. “Something inside me tells me to be careful that is all.”


“Yuri he is our son.” Moran spoke. “He is no danger to us.”


Yuri gazed at him for a long while. “You are right of course.” She said. “I’m going to review the intelligence reports received from the homeworld and see if I can piece together whatever plans those fools may have.”


Moran nodded. “We’ll have to take them out.” He said.


Yuri nodded. “I have no problems killing traitors.” She answered. “None at all.”


Moran smiled. “You are becoming your old self again.” He said.


Yuri smiled. “Yes I am. And it feels good. When will… when will you return to our quarters Robert?”


Moran hesitated for a long moment and looked at the floor. “I think it’s better if I stay away for a while longer.” He answered. “I don’t want to rush your recovery as much as I would like too. You need to be back to your full strength Yuri. Then I intend to ravage you.”


Yuri smiled seductively. “I look forward to that.” She said.


Moran smiled and nodded. “Then I will see you in thirty-six hours.” He said. 
He made no attempt to kiss her and turned quickly to enter the landing bay. Yuri moved to the small view window as the doors closed and she watched him as he moved across the landing bay to the G9 Runner. Halfway across the distance she saw the blond pureblood fall in beside him and his face lit up happily. Yuri’s dark eyes narrowed as she watched and what she feared became more and more obvious to her as the hours passed. Everything Nalavi had been telling her for the last few days was coming true. She reached into the side pocket of her dark blue uniform jumpsuit and removed the data disc, holding it in her fingers.
“Ravage me you say.” Yuri whispered softly. “We shall see. We shall see.”
“…a success.” Aikiro spoke as she lifted the glass of fresh blood to her lips.

“So it worked?” Robert Moran asked.

Aikiro nodded. “I watched it from a secure containment room. The chamber unsealed when she entered the code and the full essence of Xaxon was released. It was like a dark cloud, oily yet dry. It quickly engulfed her.”

“What now?” Tesand asked.

“Now we wait.” Aikiro spoke. “He communicated with me that he needed a vassal. I have been preparing her for years. Yuri is perfect for him… at least until we are able to recover his own body. We had to wait until after she had given birth to Lucia and her body returned to normal. Twelve years I have schooled her and taught her what he told me to teach her.”

“What happens to Yuri when we find his body?” Moran asked.

Aikiro looked at him. “I’m sorry Robert… there will e nothing of Yuri left when he departs her physical body. He will need many years to become accustom to her body for it has been so long since he has occupied one. When we do accomplish that goal she will be nothing more than a vegetable. I will honor my word to you. You will remain Supreme Commander and you will have your choice of females. As many as you wish.” Aikiro stood up in the holovid and walked across the room they were in stopping in front of the window before continuing. 

“Yuri was the only one who was compatible for him. The only one outside of Martin Leonidas’s son Androcles. He would have preferred that body, but the boy’s blood is too pure and he proved to be too strong willed and that damnable dragon of his and the bond they share only made it more impossible.” Aikiro spoke. “When the time comes he will choose a young body and then his power will be infinite. And then we can achieve what we have always wanted and he will have his revenge on his brother and his brother’s descendants.”

“Will she figure it out?” Moran asked. “She’s not stupid Aikiro.”

Aikiro shook her head. “She will find herself becoming increasingly darker in her thoughts and actions. Crueler really. Xerxes’s rape of her opened the door into her inner psyche and exposed what Xaxon needed. She is strong enough to hold him, contain him, but slowly her mind will no longer be her own.”

“And there is no way to reverse it?” Moran asked.

Aikiro shook her head. “Not while she lives… no.” She answered.

So she had died on Earth Yuri now knew. Androcles Leonidas had killed her in his rage. She should have known facing him was quite possibly the stupidest thing she had ever done. He was every bit as powerful as his father, who Yuri didn’t doubt would grow even more powerful. Between his teeth and his claws she had died and only Pa'cour’s love and quick action had brought her back. She had seen it all now. Seen it in his mind as if was happening all over again. This time however, Yuri didn’t shy from the visions, and she learned what she had so craved to know. How he had held her head to his neck, her body limp in his powerful arms. How he had directed her extended fangs to his flesh and then pushed her head forward stabbing those fangs into his own skin. He had given of himself to her without question or doubt. As clearly as the orgasms that he caused to rip through her now, he had truly brought her back by force of his love for her alone.
Yuri hissed in blissful joy when he stopped his will crushing strokes into her and with exquisite slowness he turned her body to face him. They never became disconnected as he rolled her over onto her back and then slowly lowered his body atop hers, crushing his powerful chest against her breasts as he sank fully into her tight ass once more. Yuri’s cobalt blue eyes matched his own in devoted passion and she saw in them what he wanted to do so badly. She grabbed his face in her hands, so beautiful to her now, feeling the bone spurs along his jaw and she nodded to him with glassy, tear filled eyes. It took only six more strokes before he lost it completely and Yuri Moran howled out her surreal bliss as his vampiric fangs sank deeply into her neck and their simultaneous eruption overtook them. Her slim ankles were securely locked across his jerking asscheeks, her hands spread across his powerful back, and her body quivering almost violently in exploding ecstasy. It was then that Yuri Moran sank her own vampiric fangs into Pa'cour’s thick neck and she fed on the most delicious nectar she had ever tasted in all of her twisted life. 
All while Pa'cour continue to erupt inside her and mold her into something new.


Yuri cooed most deliciously as his warm lips left a trail of soft kisses down her spine. She felt the cool air of the room across her skin as he pushed the sheet that covered her shapely ass down and gently used his nose to caress the firmness of her upper ass cheeks. He replaced the sheet once more and began his travels up her back again, his large hands coming to rest on either side of her body as he pressed his powerful frame against hers almost reverently. He moved her thick raven black hair away from the side of her neck and nuzzled her there insuring the marks from his fangs had disappeared completely and then he settled to the bed beside her. She whimpered in happiness when those same powerful arms pulled her back tightly against his broad chest and her arms dropped to wrap just as tightly over his, pulling them hard against her bare breasts and feeling her nipples press into his forearms.


“How much longer?” Pa'cour asked her softly.


“Six hours.” She answered.


“Yuri… I… I will not be able to tolerate him violating you.” Pa'cour told her. “I will tear him in half before he touches you again.”


Yuri rolled over quickly in his arms, and without a second’s pause she pressed her body to his as she pushed him fully onto his back. She draped one of her long legs over the top of his, feeling the huge Immortal cock that had given her pleasure she didn’t believe existed. It was soft now, but just as impressive as it had been hard. She let his right arm draw her close, her large breasts flattening against the side of his ribcage and she let her fingers reach for his face. She traced the dark gray skin, running her fingers over the tips of the bone spurs, and feeling his body react. It was an erogenous zone for Immortals, the tips of their bone spurs, and knowing she had this affect on him sent tingles through her.

“He will never have me again Pa'cour! Never! Only you my Immortal love. Only you.” Yuri spoke meeting the gaze of his incredible dark eyes.


“What do you wish beautiful Yuri?” He asked her lifting his own hand to stroke her smooth cheek. The scars on her face were faded to almost nothing yes, but to Pa'cour they did not mar the beauty of this woman in his arms in any way. Robert Moran was a fool to have let them do to her what they did. Such beauty and intelligence and strength nearly wasted because of their mad hunger for power. If at all possible… Moran would fall under his hand. With as much violence and hate as Pa'cour could muster.


“I feel… I feel different Pa'cour.” Yuri spoke softly lowering her head to his massive chest. Her hair spread across his skin as her fingers danced over his abdomen. “I am me… but I am not.” Pa'cour used his fingers to trace her shoulder and waited patiently for her to continue. “I still have… I still have a darkness within me, I think I always have, but I am free of all the hate and anger. You have freed me.”

“Me?” He asked.


Yuri looked up and turned her head to face him. “I died Pa'cour.” She said. “I died. It is the only way Xaxon’s essence would have left me. I died and you brought me back. Your love for me brought me back.”


“Having his… having him out of you took all the hate and anger?” Pa'cour asked still not able to comprehend the intricacies of Mindvoicing and what it entailed.


Yuri shook her head slowly. “Having him out of me took away the darkness, but your love for me took away the hate and anger. You… you gave of yourself even knowing what could happen. Your love for me is what saved me. No one… no one has ever done for me without wanting something in return Pa'cour.”

“I want only you Yuri.” Pa'cour spoke softly. “Nothing else matters to me now. Only you and your love. That is all I have ever wanted.”

Yuri smiled warmly as she looked at him. “I know.” She said softly. “And I want you my love. More than I have ever wanted anything in my terrible life.”

“What of Dante? You believe this Xaxon has infested him now?” Pa'cour spoke.

Yuri nodded. “That is why he spoke to me in my dreams. Just before I woke up in the Med Bay. He was torturing me because he leaped to Dante prematurely when he thought I was dead. Dante is twisting quickly. His own lust for power and strength is accelerating what took years for him to do with me.”

“Then he will not easily allow you to assume your mother’s seat of power. He will want it for himself and he will do everything in his power to make sure you never take her place.” Pa'cour said thoughtfully. “He will fight you every step of the way. He has already managed to turn Moran fully against you.”

Yuri’s eyes darkened even more than they normally were. “There is more to Robert’s deception than just Dante.” She snarled softly. “Something I will take care of very soon.”
“The High Coven will fall Yuri.” Pa'cour spoke. “If not by Martin Leonidas’s hands than by his son. They will never forget what was done to their blood. They will never forget and they will never forgive.”
Yuri dropped her forehead to his chest. “I can not believe my mother would stoop so low.” She said. “I can’t believe I would stoop so low as to allow that.”

“It was not you Yuri.” Pa'cour said.

“Yes it was.” She answered quickly. “I have always been driven Pa'cour. My father and mother drove me to be the very best. To remove anyone in my way. My mother knew about Xerxes raping me. She knew all along and acted as if she did not find out until later. She was using me even then. They let Xerxes rape me. Told him to rape me. To make me weak and vulnerable. To make me hate and carry so much anger in me. Phraktos… a large part of me rejoices that she is dead.”

“She betrayed you Yuri.” Pa'cour said. “Betrayed you and used you when she should have been a mother to you. What you feel is not wrong.”

“And she turned me into her in the process!” Yuri said. “I am hated by my own people! I have a price on my head so large that even my own people would surrender me to the Union if they were given the chance.”
“That will never happen.” He stated. “I would never allow it.”

“For the first time in my life I have no idea what to do Pa'cour.” Yuri said. “I don’t know what to do and I fear what the future holds. For me. For us.” She spoke looking at him. “I can’t lose you now! I can’t!”

“You are not going to lose me Yuri.” He said.

“Then what do we do?” Yuri asked him. “They will move against those in power on Uzu Ozeib 7 within the week. I will be expected to lead that charge.”

“We will run.” He told her. “We will take a G9 and we will run. I will find how it is the Immortals have changed… you can alter your appearance enough to fool the causal observer. We will find a planet and build a home in the mountains somewhere. In time they will come to forget us.”
“Pa'cour my love… I have a half billion riyal bounty on my head.” Yuri spoke. “We will not be able to hide forever. I am just too well known too go unnoticed for very long. We would be running forever.” She lowered her head to his chest again and wrapped her arm across his powerfully defined abdomen.

“I would run forever if it meant I was with you and you were safe.” Pa'cour told her.

“We can not start a new life if the old one continues to hound us Pa'cour my love.” Yuri spoke almost smiling with the ease that those three words fell from her lips. Pa'cour took a deep breath. Much deeper than normal and this caused Yuri to lift her head and turn back to face him. “What is it?” She asked.

Pa'cour took her beautiful face in his hands and smiled. “What if I told you there was a way.” He said. 

“A way to do what?” Yuri asked.

“A way to leave High Coven space. To start over and not worry of this bounty. To be free and to begin our life together if that is what you wish.” Pa'cour said. 
“If only it were that easy.” She said.

“I did not say it would be easy… I said there is a way.” Pa'cour told her. 

“What way?” She asked. “What do you mean?”

“A way for us to just disappear. No bounty. No mercenaries. Just you and me. I only need to hear you tell me that this would make you happy. That this would be what you want.” Pa'cour said.

“How?” Yuri asked him.

“Tell me.” He spoke softly.

“Tell you that I love you?” Yuri said. “Tell you that I want to feel you within me for all of eternity. That I would go anywhere with you. Is that what you want to hear?”

Pa'cour smiled gently. “That will do for now.” He said leaning up to kiss her. A kiss Yuri did not hesitate to return. He pushed himself up on the bed as she sat up and held the sheet over her breasts. He pressed his back to the headboard and looked at her. “I can insure that we will get all the supplies and credits we will need. At least enough to find a place and get settled in. I can also insure that the bounty on your head will cease to exist. The one on your son however… that one I can do nothing about.”

Yuri scooted closer to him. “He is no longer my son Pa'cour. The moment Xaxon seized him, he stopped being my son. I have lost all of my children because of what they did to me. I will never get them back Pa'cour. I am dead to them. And they would never believe me if I told them all that we now know. Now do not make me wait any longer my Immortal…” Yuri didn’t finish her sentence and her eyes grew a little wider when she realized what she was going to say and how naturally it was going to come out. “My Immortal husband.” She finally finished the words, speaking them with a soft reverence in her voice. She looked up and saw Pa'cour staring at her. “My Immortal husband.” She said again with an almost wistful smile.
Pa'cour reached out, took her face in his hands and kissed her hard. Yuri whimpered in joy and returned the kiss with equal passion. It was the first thing she had ever done in her life that felt so very right. He pulled away after a moment and used his thumbs to stroke her cheeks. He sat back slowly never breaking her gaze and began to speak.

“I will… I will do something I have not done in six thousand years.” He said softly. “I will… I will ask my brothers to help me.”

Yuri’s eyes grew wider. “Your brothers?” She gasped. “Pa'cour… I thought your tribe and family were dead? How could you have brothers?”

“Six thousand years ago I had a tribe, a family and a wife.” He spoke meeting her gaze. “I was following in the footsteps of my older brothers and being a good Immortal soldier. Until the Trebin Uprising.” 
Yuri moved even closer. “I thought the Trebin Uprising was between warring Immortal tribes over territory on your home planet.” Yuri said.

“It was.” He answered. “It spilled over onto the moon of Trebin when the other tribe attacked the colony there that our family had established. They slaughtered nearly four thousand of our tribe over that three day period. Among them my Immortal wife. It has been an arranged marriage as they all were back then, but she was strong and happy. They broke every bone in her body before they slit her throat and left her to rot in a ditch. I found her a week later among the bodies. I swore a Blood Oath for revenge but my oldest brother, the leader of our tribe refused. He had just gotten the two factions to sit down and try to settle things peacefully. Over twenty thousand had been killed among our two tribes during the uprising and if not stopped it would have killed far more. My brother knew this… I only wanted revenge.” Pa'cour took a deep breath and leaned back against the headboard. 
“I ignored my brother’s edict and in my rage I found and killed the two oldest sons of the Tribe Elder. I killed them in the same fashion they had killed my wife.” Pa'cour explain. “I did not try to hide this fact and I was proud of what I did. The only way to keep the uprising from continuing and growing larger because of my actions was to do what my brother did. I was stripped of my tribe name, stripped of my family and all that I owned and I was exiled. Never to be seen again. Never to set foot on our homeworld again. I hated my brothers for that. I hated them terribly for not understanding how I felt. For not getting revenge with me. Six thousand years I carried that hate… until the day I ordered my men to kill one of my brothers and his two sons because of an order I received while I was stationed on Lycavore. Just before you arrived. I tried to rescind it almost immediately but the men had already left. It was an order from your father.”

Yuri’s gasp filled the bedroom and her eyes grew huge in disbelief. “Pa'cour!” She stammered. “You are…”

Pa'cour nodded his head slowly. “Cha'talla is my brother Yuri. T'lolt is my brother.”

“But how did… no one ever knew. No one ever discovered this!” She gasped.

Pa'cour shook his head slowly. “I altered my facial appearance somewhat and took a new identity. Pa'cour is a common enough name… I just had to give this person a history. Which I did. Cha'talla’s brother Pa'cour was listed as killed in the Trebin Uprising and removed from the rolls of the Immortals. When T'lolt came to Lycavore he knew immediately who I was but he said nothing. He protected me and in my centuries old hate I took his sons from him and nearly killed him as well.”

“Does he know… does he know you gave the order?” Yuri asked.

Pa'cour nodded. “I’m sure he does.” He said. 

“But if you… if you ordered his sons killed… why would they help you now. After all this time and what happen on Lycavore.” Yuri asked.

“Akruxians. Immortals. We followed a very strict code of honor even after your father changed our world. A code we lived by and would never violate. No matter what.” Pa'cour said. “Part of that code of honor is to grant one request to an exile before he must leave. Only one. I… I never requested anything. I spit on Cha'talla when he offered me this and I walked away from him. I never looked back.”
“Why are you so sure he will… after all this time… after all that has happened.” Yuri gasped. “Why are you so sure he will honor it now?”

“Nalavi.” Pa'cour said. “He showed you Cha'talla’s speech.”

“Yes.”

Pa'cour nodded. “I was the brother he was speaking of Yuri. That last part of his message was meant for me.”

Yuri shook her head. “A l'Ze'zhuanth Sanguine!” She gasped. (By the ancient vampire lords.)

Pa'cour chuckled. “Yes… I find myself saying that as well.”

Yuri looked up at him. “Ok… that issue aside for the moment… how do you propose to have Androcles Leonidas remove the bounty on my head my Du'ased M'ranndii? No matter how you calculate it… I am still responsible for what Dante and Javier did to his sister Zarah.”

Pa'cour nodded his head. “Yes… but I have something that they will want far more than your death.” He said as he began getting out of bed.

Yuri’s face twisted into a confused expression and she watched him pad naked across her room. Her eyes admired the way his back muscles moved and how his immense cock dangled between his thighs giving her an incredible view of his tight, powerful ass as well. She shook her head quickly to clear her thoughts as he bent down to pick up his personal data pad. “While hearing you say that gives me more confidence than ten seconds ago, just what do you have that they could want more than me?”

Pa'cour moved back to the bed and sat on the edge as he was typing on the pad. Yuri moved across the bed and pressed her front to his back as she rested her jaw on his shoulder. He held up the pad finally and looked at her. “This.” He said.

Yuri’s eyes nearly fell out of her skull as she snatched the pad from his hand. “By all that is holy Pa'cour!” She almost shouted. “How?”

“Your father tasked my Immortal squad with retrieving them and destroying what remained.” He said. “We would not allow them to remain the way they were or follow those orders. They were honored enemies who fought with courage and honor. We took them aboard our ship, cleaned their wounds and them wrapped them in satin silks before sealing their bodies within three vacuum chambers. I choose the spot to seal them away and we conducted a simple Akruxian ceremony. They have been there ever since and I am the only one still alive who knows the location. The moon is a day’s trip from here.”
“But why…”

Pa'cour took the pad from her again. “Because no matter how you view them my beautiful Yuri… they are just as bound by honor as we are. It is in our blood. Our very beings.” Pa'cour got to his feet. “When I tell Androcles Leonidas that I will return to the Lycavorian people the perfectly preserved bodies of their King Resumar, his Queen and concubine, he will not hesitate for a moment to do what I ask.”

