CHAPTER SEVENTY-SEVEN

NEFOA

THREE HOURS AFTER THE BIRTH OF EIRENE AND FEDOR


For'mya looked up when the inner door to the medical room opened and Muton’s bulk walked in. The door closed quickly behind him and he checked the pad to make sure the audio and security Vid monitors were off out of habit. He had disabled them manually when they first arrived and so far no one had questioned him. He looked at For'mya standing beside the bed where both Eirene and Fedor were laying beside one another, For'mya having just bathed both of them. They looked nothing like newborn babies and anyone who saw them would swear they were six or seven months old at least. For'mya’s face was much more animated than he had seen it in the time he had known her and he no doubt knew why. He held the object in his hand as he moved casually to the bed, the object that had been blocking what For'mya and so many other Lycavorians and those turned by them had come to rely on so much. In the first hour after he removed the inhibitor she had been talking non-stop with Eirene and Fedor within Mindvoice, and only Muton’s demand that she not overdo it and shield herself heavily made her stop. He did not suspect any Kavalian or vampire would be able to hear her given the level of her skill, but better safe than sorry and For'mya agreed. 

As For'mya looked up at him she smiled brightly, her sense of equilibrium having been returned now as she could feel within Mindvoice once more. She kept her thoughts and voice tightly shielded so as not to raise suspicion if the base here had dampeners or anyone who could Mindvoice just as Muton had told her, but she longed to feel her family and above all else she ached for Martin’s Mindvoice presence to swirl around her and engulf her.

“Muton.” She said softly.

He mobbed up to the side of the bed and smiled at her, his appearance almost frightening if you did not know Kavalians. For'mya had spent enough time around him now to see it for what it was and this man would never frighten her again. He had done more to earn her trust than Muton would ever really know.

“I told you to rest.” He stated.

“They were hungry and I needed to bath them.” For'mya answered. “I can’t refuse them Muton.”

Muton nodded as his hand went out to rub Eirene’s smooth cheek and she cooed happily at the touch of his clawed hand on her skin. For'mya chuckled slightly and he looked at her. “What?”

“She says your claw tickles her skin.” For'mya told him with a smile. “And thank you for bringing her into this world.”

Muton pulled his hand back quickly. “Oh… sorry.” He said swiftly looking at Eirene and her dark brown eyes. Eyes so much like her mother. If Muton didn’t know any better he would say that both of them looked far more like For'mya than they did Pusintin. “My apologies and you are very welcome.”

“Thank you Muton.” For'mya said looking at him. “They… they are beautiful. Thank you so much… for everything. For making me, us, for giving us hope.”

Muton smiled in return. “I should be the one thanking you. What has happened to you aside For'mya, your presence here is what is allowing me to fulfill my duties to my people. It was vile and wrong and horrible what you experienced but…” 

For'mya reached out and gripped his hand. “You do not need to explain. I know what you are trying to say.”

Muton met her eyes and nodded. He held up the Inhibitor in his hand. “I thought you might want this.” He said.

For'mya reached up and he placed the inhibitor in her palm. “This is it?” She asked softly. 

Muton nodded his head. “This object is not of Kavalian construction.” He told her. “It appears to be some sort of High Coven manufacture. I’m not entirely sure, but if I had to guess, it was made with components from the Mindvoice ship that Aikiro had. The same class vessel as the one your Martin Leonidas discovered on Lycavore.”

For'mya looked at him. “You know of that?” She asked.

Muton nodded. “The vampire officers who defected to the KFI at the beginning of the war talked of it in whispers. We had always suspected such a ship existed, just as the one on Ritaah. They said it was something that Aikiro was very interested in obtaining. Her actions proved that... but they also killed her in the end. Keleru decided against trying to obtain this information because he did not believe it.”

For'mya nodded. “Yes... her actions did condemn her.” She spoke. “Are there more of these?”

Muton shrugged. “I do not know for sure but I am going to say yes.” He replied. “The scientists who work in the military’s Science Division are bright and intelligent but they would never be able to construct something like this For'mya. Keleru and Pusintin keep them focused on building newer and better weapons and engines.” Muton took it from her palm. “No... this device is not something they could build. I suspect the vampire officers who defected brought this with them, and that there are probably more somewhere.”

“Destroy it.” For'mya spoke with a shudder. “It was designed to use against those who can Mindvoice Muton and believe me... what it does is far more insidious than you think. When it was within me I....”

Muton gazed at her for a long moment before dropping it to the floor. “You do not need to explain it to me. I can imagine some of it for I saw how you acted.” He stood up and brought his boot down on the Inhibitor with all of his two hundred and forty pound weight, smashing it into dozens of small pieces.

“Avoi.” For'mya said softly.

Muton turned his attention back to Eirene and Fedor on the bed. “They are growing very rapidly. Faster than I had thought.”

For'mya looked at him. “That’s not bad is it?” She asked with some concern in her voice.

“What? No! Not at all!” He answered quickly his hand moving to touch her shoulder and reassure her. “They are perfectly healthy For'mya. Better than healthy actually. I think I must have misdiagnosed the potency of the serum they injected you with.” For'mya looked down at the jumpsuit she wore, hesitated a moment and then looked back at him. Muton detected this and his head tilted slightly.  “What is it?”

“I am... this is very hard to discuss with...” For'mya stammered.

“For'mya I am a doctor first and while I’m quite sure I do not have the bedside manner of your Anja... I am very professional in that regard.” Muton said. “Tell me.”

“My breasts have grown larger Muton. A full cup size almost. This was normal when Arrarn and Bryon were born but they always returned to ordinary after I stopped feeding them. They have not this time.” For'mya told him, knowing that he was right. He had delivered her children and in all of his examines of her he had gone out of his way to be almost coldly professional.

Muton nodded. “And they probably will not.” He answered her just as professionally. “When used in our females, this is a side effect of the growth hormone that never goes away.” He told her. “I’m sorry.”

For'mya couldn’t help but chuckle. “Don’t be... Martin will not be sorry. I’ve always wanted slightly larger breasts. I guess now I have them.”

It took him a moment but he laughed softly when he realized the connotation of her statement. He shook his head. “I am very happy that you have not lost your true self For'mya. A large part of it is Eirene and Fedor I know.”

For'mya nodded and looked at them. “Yes.”

“At this rate… at this rate they will be walking and running by the time the remainder of my team arrives.” Muton said. “Which will be very good since we will need to leave as soon as they are all here.”

For'mya met his gaze. “What has happened?” She asked detecting the seriousness in his voice.

“The base commander… Dinxi.” He said softly, and For'mya could detect the shame in his voice easily. “In order to keep him away from you and out of my hair until another time, I told him I would arrange for him to inspect you after they were born. I told him Pusintin had planned to give you to the brothels but I would see to it that you were given to him instead if he let me deliver the children without interference from him.”

“And he will be coming to collect his prize soon no doubt?” For'mya asked calmly.

“For'mya it was the only way to keep him out of our business until…” Muton began to speak.

For'mya shook her head and her hand squeezed strongly on his arm once more. “No Muton… you did what you needed to do to keep me and my children safe. To keep you and your people safe. I will not hold that against you. How could I?”

Muton breathed a sigh of relief and nodded. “Then my next question is one you can help me with.” He said. “Dinxi is supremely well trained… and he will be very close to you when he comes here. He…”

For'mya met his eyes with those dark brown orbs and Muton suppressed a shudder at the look in them. “I will deal with our Kavalian Commander.” She hissed softly. “Gladly.”

“We will need his code card.” Muton continued. “Once we have that we will take the children to the base’s ship bay. I have already instructed my people to secure the fastest ship there. Probably a LEUGERS-Class transport. Can you fly that?”

For'mya looked at him. “Yes. Why would you need me to fly it though?”

Muton grinned. “You are the finest pilot in all of the Union For'mya... at least that is what many say. The more odds we have in our favor the better.”

For'mya nodded. “True.”

“Once we are away from Nefoa we will need to move quickly so they can not follow us.” Muton said. “My people will be waiting for us at a designated set of coordinates and…”

“Enurrua.” For'mya told him.

“What?”

“Have them meet us at Enurrua.” She answered him calmly. “That is where the ship you seek is.”

Muton’s eyes grew wide as he realized what she was saying. “They… they talked with him?” He gasped loudly. “How? When?”

For'mya nodded her head. “A few hours before they arrived into this world. Andro must have somehow deduced this is where we were and he used a Mark II Neural Booster to reach them here.” She answered. “They did not tell me until an hour ago because I was sleeping at the time he made contact.”

“He is… he is that powerful For'mya?” Muton asked.

For'mya nodded. “The Mark II Neural Boosters only provide a clear signal and help you to focus your Mindvoice potential more efficiently, but if you are speaking of raw power, then yes he is strong enough. I have seen him and Martin talk to people on the other side of planets and even different sectors of space with almost no strain. Distance plays a great role in actually talking with another, but not so much in being able to sense emotions and feelings.”

“Enurrua?” Muton asked with an animated face. “You are sure?”

For'mya nodded her head. “Yes. Muton… tell me... what does this ship have that you need so badly?”

He met her eyes and didn’t hesitate. “The way for us to return to our home. Our true home.” He answered.

For'mya looked at him shocked. “You mean where your ancestors came from?” She asked.

Muton nodded. “That has been our goal for some time now. To return to where our ancestors came from.” He inched closer on the bed. “Each of our ancestors left imprints within us For'mya.”

“A path home?” She asked.

Muton shook his head. “No. How to build a ship that could take us home.” He replied. “That is what we have been doing for the better part of three centuries now. Using these partial imprints to piece together a larger picture or schematic if you will. Once we had all the pieces… we began gathering the materials needed to build the ship. This ship would have allowed us to find the ship your son Resumar now has in his hands, which would in turn allow us to find the ship that took our ancestors off Elear all those millennia ago. That was our hope at least.”

“Why would you need to find that particular ship?” For'mya asked. “Muton… the Elder Mother used it as an egg chamber when they arrived on Enurrua. This is what Andro told Eirene and Fedor. It was destroyed during the war with Chetak and his followers. She says that all of the data cores were wiped clean when it returned to Elear for her and the others. That the only information within the data banks was how to return to Elear. How could this tell you the way home?”

Muton nodded. “The data banks were wiped clean. My great grandmother did not leave me the knowledge as to why they did this though. However… she did imprint within me the means to extract the information we need to chart our path home from the bio-mechanical compounds of the ship itself. If even one small part of that ship remains then we can get our path home. I can get it.”

For'mya’s eyes grew wider. “That… then you would know where Arzoal sent the dragons and the remaining Pralors who survived what happened on Elear!” She gasped. “Muton that is wonderful!”

Muton nodded. “The planet they eventually settled on yes. Or the sector the planet is in at least. That is where our ancestors came from and that is where we want to return to. That is the only place we can truly call home For'mya.”

“Muton… that… that is amazing! Do you know what that will mean to the dragons still living here?” She almost shouted. 

“It was always my intention of transmitting this data back to your Martin Leonidas when we discovered the world.” Muton told her. “The Lycavorians have become bound tightly with the dragons here, knowing what I know now makes it much easier to see why, and it would not be right for me to keep that information from them unless those where we are going do not wish it.”

“They would… they would have to agree to it!” For'mya exclaimed. “Why would they not?”

Muton nodded. “That is what I foresee as well.” He told her. “Now… now you know everything For'mya. This is the only secret I have been keeping from you during these last days. Now you know why I have guarded it so viciously. It is all my people have ever wanted. All any of us have ever wanted.”

“Carians yes!” For'mya declared.

“When we find the ship then I will give you the LEUGERS transport and you can return home to those you love. With you will be the COM device I will contact you on.” Muton told her. “I have seen enough of your Martin Leonidas on the Netnews and read enough about him that I know he will guard this information with his very life. As will your son Androcles and all of your children and family.”

“That goes without saying Muton.” For'mya told him. “Martin and Andro especially for they are Talon Guardians. Protectors of the dragons species.”

Muton nodded and squeezed the hand she had still resting on his arm. “Our fates are now intertwined For'mya Leonidas.” He said softly to her. “I will not forsake you or these children you have brought into this world and I know you will not forsake me or those I protect. What happens to one of us happens to all of us now. The Kavalians can not declare war on the Union if it is a group of Kavalians that helps you to escape and then returns you to your people and your rightful family. Everything Keleru and Pusintin have worked for up until now would be shattered if they did such a thing. The entire universe would see them for what they truly are For'mya.”

“Are you so sure?” For'mya asked.

Muton was silent for a moment. “I can hope.” He said finally.

EARTH

SPARTA

HOME OF DUEWA AND THOTI 


Duewa moved quickly across the room of their home, completely beside herself in excitement and a flood of emotions she had never felt before. Thoti walked in from the kitchen area sipping from a mug of coffee and saw her. He couldn’t help but grin as she rushed past him carrying several bags in her hands.


“Duewa my mate… we will not be gone that long.” He told her.


Duewa turned to look at him. “Thoti… I don’t know what to bring. I… I need for this to go well. I want to show Anja I am different. I can’t believe she requested I go. I can’t let her down now. I can’t!”


Thoti moved up to her and took her arm causing her to stop what she was doing and turn to look at him as he let his aura wash over her. Duewa reveled in the emotions that swept over her as his male aura curled around her and put her at ease. She gazed into his handsome face and pressed closer to him, loving the feel of his powerful body against hers. The days had crowded together lately as he and his family accepted her and helped to her to adjust to the changes within her. The first time she had shifted it had terrified her to no end and if not for Thoti’s mother clamping her paws on Duewa’s hindquarters she would have stumbled about like a new born pup for hours. Thoti’s mother schooled her within Mindvoice with an ever soothing voice, easing her into the transition quickly. Once Duewa had gotten the hang of moving on four legs and using her thick bushy tail she had fallen in love with running. Each morning since that first day, if they could, Thoti and she went for a run through the mountains usually stopping by some creek or stream to consummate their union even more. Duewa could not get enough of him and he was equally enthralled with her. Their lovemaking was often times gentle and slow, but there had been times when he had her screaming out in unabashed delight as he took her.


“Duewa… she would not have asked you if she did not trust you.” Thoti said. “You need to accept that you are different now, Anja knows that. Everyone knows that. We have two hours before we leave and you have already packed and unpacked four times. Leave it my wife and mate. Have some coffee and then we will go to my mother’s home and say goodbye to our sons before we go to the base.”


Duewa took a deep breath and brought her hands up to place them on his broad chest so she could feel his powerful heart beating. As it always did, that steady drumming quickly put her at ease. “You are right.” She said softly. 


Thoti held out the mug. “Drink and I will take the bags we need.”


Duewa nodded and took the mug as the chime on their door sounded. She looked at him as she took a sip of the coffee. “I will get it.” She spoke. 


“It’s probably children from the school looking for sponsors for their upcoming games.” Thoti answered.


Duewa nodded as she moved across the large room to the front door and passed her hand over the security panel. Her green eyes exploded open and she nearly choked on her mouthful of coffee when she saw her mother standing in the doorway with a handful of Elder Guard Militia behind her.


“Mother!” She gasped.


Buonau looked at her sternly for a long moment. She wore her elaborate and expensive Prime Minister robes, and several rather gaudy pieces of jewelry. Duewa’s sensitive wolf nose twitched as she detected the scent of heavy perfume and it made her want to gag. She had discovered that her nose was very sensitive now and she much preferred the natural scent of a person as opposed to what she herself used to wear. Perfume such as her mother was wearing made her nauseous.


“Hello Duewa.” Buonau spoke coolly.


“Mother… I didn’t know you were here.” Duewa stammered.


“I arrived with the Kavalian delegation that is searching for the defectors.” Buonau told her. “You are surprised to see me I take it.”


“Yes.” Duewa answered honestly. “I did not think you would have the courage to show your face on Earth after what you have done.”


“What I have done?” Buonau gasped. “You have disrespected me Duewa! After all I have done for you?”


Duewa’s green eyes narrowed. “What you have done for me?” She snarled. “What have you done for me mother? Tell me! You used me for your own purposes! You used me as a tool mother! You used me, forced me to do things I did not want, all to further your thirst for power and your hatred of Anja! Please mother… tell me what you have done for me!”


“You dare to speak to me in such a way Duewa!” Buonau snapped. 


“I have chosen my path mother, I told you that.” Duewa spoke. “Now if you will excuse me… I am rather busy.” She began to turn to go back into her home.


“I came here today to give you a second chance Duewa.” Buonau said. She looked at Duewa as she turned back around. “A second chance to make amends for your failures.”


“My failures?” Duewa hissed. “My failures! What about your failures mother?”


“You can return with me now Duewa. We are going to try one last time to get Androcles Leonidas to see reason and turn Retta and Calyb over to their Aunt. You can come with me and help me to convince him that all we want is to give them a good home and life.” Buonau told her. “We can also begin research into removing this vile curse from within you and return you to who you were. You can raise your sons in the environment they should be raised in.”


Duewa stepped closer to her mother, trying very hard to contain her anger. “My sons are happier than they have ever been in their lives.” She spoke coldly. “Happy and healthy and they have an older brother who helps them and protects them, or did you forget that I am now the mate and wife to a Lycavorian.”


“I did not forget this girl!” Buonau spoke.


Duewa smiled as Thoti’s scent filled her nostrils and she turned to reach for his hand as he stepped onto the small path up to their door. She pulled him up to her and relished in the look on her mother’s face as his arm curled around her waist and he bent to nuzzle the side of her neck and behind her ear causing her to gasp slightly at the delicious sensations it caused. She looked back at her mother. 


“This is Thoti mother.” She spoke with supreme confidence in her voice. “My husband and my mate. The man who turned me. The man who saved my life after your fool soldiers shot me. And the man who has given me far more than you will ever know or comprehend.”


Thoti looked at Buonau and nodded his head slightly. “Buonau.” He said.


“That is Prime Minister to you!” Buonau hissed.


Thoti smiled at her. “To you perhaps, but not to those of us who know the truth behind your actions Buonau.” He told her.


Buonau glared daggers at him but the infuriating smile never left his face. “Duewa… you can still return with me. I demand you return with me! I already have our researchers working on discovering a way to remove this Lycavorian virus from your blood. From the blood of every Hadarian who has ever been infected! Given time we can find a way to return you to normal just as we can them. You can help me build our people into what they should be as my daughter.”


“You mean what you and Wiktor want to make them.” Duewa said. “With you as the final power and say on everything.” Duewa shook her head. “I have no desire to be part of your religious rule mother. It sickens me. Your actions have thrown our people back hundreds of years! Hundreds! And you only seek to use Retta and Calyb as tools to insure you never lose your power. You are not as smart as you think you are mother, for everyone with even a modicum of common sense sees right through your words and lies. And you will never get Retta and Calyb mother.”


“I can save you!” Buonau almost shouted.


Duewa laughed at her now. “Save me? I have been saved mother.” Duewa spoke turning to look at Thoti. She looked back to her mother. “Do you know how much I love to run as a wolf mother? The freedom and expression that it brings me. It is wondrous to finally see what they see when they take their alternate forms. I will wait until my sons are old enough and then I will give them the choice. Something you would deny them in every way.”


“I will not make this offer again Duewa.” Buonau barked. 


Duewa looked at Buonau, her beautiful face at peace and happy. She moved closer to her mother, allowing the change to come over her. Her dark green eyes shrank in size and the black ring surrounded the pupil as her canine teeth lengthened to nearly an inch and a half long and became thicker and able to tear flesh with ease. Smaller fangs protruded from the bottom but nothing like her main wolf fangs. 


“You are not welcome here mother.” She growled menacingly. “Look around you mother and you will see what these men and women think of you.” Buonau did so and her own eyes grew wide as she saw men and women had come out of their homes all up and down the peaceful street. All of them were watching the events taking place and none of them looked in the least bit happy to see her. “I have embraced what I have become mother. There is nothing like it in the universe. You can take your offer and shove it up your ass!”


Buonau’s head snapped back around and she glared at her daughter. “How dare you!” She hissed. “How dare you speak to me like that Duewa!”


“Leave mother.” Duewa hissed just as vehemently. “Leave now and never return.”


“I will not let this go!” Buonau barked. “You are my daughter and I will not allow you to do this!”


“You no longer control my life or what I do mother.” Duewa snarled. “You will never do so again. Goodbye mother… I have a life to lead.”


Buonau watched as Duewa simply turned on her heels and walked back into their home. Thoti stood there as the men and women that were closest and heard the entire exchange began to clap and cheer Duewa for her actions. Thoti turned back to Buonau and grinned.


“You should probably know… I intend to love her until she is breathless.” He stated with some confidence. “She smells so good and she tastes even better. I intend to love her and have many children with her. And every time she screams my name in our bed, you will know she is no longer your tool. And you will never know her again. Good day Buonau.”


Buonau watched as he turned and walked into his home. As the door closed she looked around quickly, seeing the smug looks of those Lycavorians standing all around. She looked at her Elder Guard Militia officer. 


“Let us leave this foul place.” She snarled. “She is lost to us now.”

DRAGON MOUNTAIN


“Seems too easy father.” Andro spoke as they walked the outer edges of the massive main chamber, Elynth and Torma moving along behind them. 

The many dragons training to fly within the chamber respectfully got out of the way of the four Talon Guardians, many of them bowing their heads in reverence. One of the first things a newborn dragon learned upon hatching and as they grew were the exploits of the four Talon Guardians now slowly circling the massive chamber. How they would not leave their fallen comrades, Lycavorian and dragon alike, to become trophies to the Evolli soldiers that they fought. They guarded the bodies of their honored dead, suffering horrors and injuries that left their marks on all of them.

Martin looked at his oldest son. “Say it all Andro.” He said.


“Is Pusintin so confident of his position that he would send mother to Nefoa to give birth? Trusting her to one Kavalian doctor? A man who is turning out to be something none of us ever suspected.” Andro looked at his father. 

Martin shook his head quickly. “No… I had no idea about that.” He said. 

“He is trusting that we would not try and find her and even rescue her with an attack on Nefoa. He can’t possibly believe the Union Senate will vote in his favor can he father?” Andro continued.

“I think he and Keleru believe they can.” Martin said. “Laustinos has undoubtedly told them that there are many who do not like me or agree with the way your mothers and I ruled. He’s right too. There are a lot more than we think.”

Andro nodded. “I don’t doubt that… but I fail to believe that they dislike you enough to actually side with Pusintin knowing his history. Or the history of the Kavalians for that matter. The Kavalians can not fool the majority into believing that they have suddenly become peace loving individuals can they? Not after what they did to come to this point.”

“The majority no…” Martin said. “But then again I have never been very good at being a politician. Or thinking like one.”

“It would be a debacle to try and take Nefoa without a full scale orbital and ground assault.” Andro said. “And I would not do that without first landing Infiltration Teams by the dozen on that planet to wreak havoc.”

Martin nodded. “And they would have weeks or months to prepare for it.” He said. “In that they believe Nefoa to be nearly impregnable. At least right now. So sending her there to have the babies makes sense if you are Pusintin. He does not have to deal with her while he makes or finishes his other plans. His true plans.”

Andro stopped and looked at his father. “His true plans?” He gasped. 

“Pusintin is a two dimensional thinker Andro.” Martin said. “Keleru and most of the KFI High Command as well. If they look at a triangle they see only the two sides they can view, not the whole triangle.”

“I know the concepts father.” Andro replied.

“Then see the issue from their eyes.” Martin said. “Two sides… two paths. If one doesn’t work than the other must. They never take into account the third side. The three dimensional part of it. They can’t grasp the concept… not because they are unable or stupid… but because it does not fit into their narrow view of the world or how it should be. Pian, Jalersi, Mican and the others with them… they are able to reach outside that realm and now they see what they are missing and realize that they want it.”

“So he is planning something else as his backup?” Andro said.

Martin nodded. “Or his primary depending on how you want to view it.” He answered. “He’s not stupid like I said… and you can bet that whatever his plan is, it is intended to inflict consequences that will get him the same result as the plan using For'mya would. Your mothers and I… Helen… everything you and your siblings have been taught by us… it forces you to think three dimensionally Andro. To see everything. That is how you are dealing with the Vanari. What you need to do now is think like your enemy.”

Andro’s eyes grew wider now. “The Drow outposts!” He gasped.

Martin nodded. “The outposts. They know we used the Drow as intelligence outposts, and by taking so many of them out when they didn’t need this action to accomplish their mission, they have blinded us to a certain extent. Not in a analytical sense, but a physical sense because they know we won’t reestablish those outposts right away.”

“And we haven’t.” Andro said.

Martin nodded once more. “And all of our attention has been focused on other things that are more important to us in a logical sense.”

“Nubous!” Andro swore. “How did I not think of that?”

Torma chuckled within Mindvoice. You have been preoccupied by other things Androcles.

We should have seen it though. Elynth complained.

“You can not think of everything Elynth.” Martin spoke looking at her. “There are times when you have to roll with what happens. In that you and Andro have acted superbly. Now though… now that we have a better grasp on things we have to return to our normal methods.”

Andro looked at him. “You can not go to Enurrua with just a TYPE II and OMEN THREE father.” He said quickly. “Not if you think it is a trap and I know you do.”

“Oh… it’s a trap.” Martin said with a nod. “The question is how big of a trap and is this Muton part of it? When it comes to being devious my brother is a putz. If I had to guess, I’d say any trap would be of Keleru’s making. Pusintin may not even know about it.”

“All the more reason to not go with just the force you have planned.” Andro said.

“I also can’t waltz in there with an entire Fleet Group son.” Martin said.

“Then take the ARC ROYAL.” Andro told him quickly. “She’s the first of the Block II ARIZONA-Class to be completed. Ben is pushing his people hard. She has three quarters of her crew, but all stations are manned. Her engines and all vital systems are complete… she just lacks an air crew.”

Martin stared at him for a long moment. “Interesting.” He said. “We won’t need an air crew anyway. I don’t plan on being on the ground long enough to need one.”

“Without her fighters she can easily fit the TYPE II in her bay and OMEN THREE can do a hard lock on her beam.” Andro said. “That still leaves plenty of room for three or four more transport type ships depending on their size.”

Martin looked at him. “Why the big concern?” He asked. “The best way to defeat a trap is knowing about it first.”

Andro nodded. “I know… but something tells me that you will… that you will need the help.” He answered softly.

“What do you feel son?” Martin asked.

Andro turned and looked at Elynth then back to his father. Martin did the same and then let his eyes settle on Elynth. “Elynth?”

It is only a feeling Martin. She answered thoughtfully. We can not explain it… only that it is there.

What feeling daughter? Torma asked.

A feeling of life. Many lives. Elynth answered. The echoes were so very faint and the only reason we detected them was because we were connected to the Mark II for so long talking with Eirene and Fedor.

“Could you have been feeling Eirene and Fedor?” Martin asked.

Andro shook his head quickly. “No. It was definitely something else father. Far away but yet close by too. There were dozens of echoes within Mindvoice... sort of reverberating back and forth. Without purpose really. I don’t think KertaGai or the others felt it for they are not as attuned to using a Mark II... but Elynth and I did. Does that make sense father?”

Martin looked at Torma for a moment and he only nodded his massive head. “To anyone else... probably not. To us... yes. Ok Andro… we’ll do it your way son.” He said. “The ARC ROYAL, OMEN THREE in a hard lock on her beam and the TYPE II in her bay. Add three of the new KADEN-Class transports too. Let Ben know we’ll rendezvous with them at the ninth marker inside Bontawillian space. Would you care to let your old man in on what you are planning for SPARTA’S WRATH now Andro?” Martin said. “Considering I wanted you to blow the ship into tiny pieces and you and your brother decided to go against my orders, now would be a good time to make me understand that.”

“Are you sure you want to hear it?” Andro asked him. “After our discussion now I am going to change part of their mission.”

“Spill it boy.” Martin said. “Then we need to get moving.”

Aricia stepped up beside Sadi where she leaned against the railing of the balcony lounge one deck above the floor of the main chamber. Her eyes were following Martin and Andro as they walked around the floor, moving in and out between the hundreds of dragons below as if they were barely paying attention to the activity around them. The large mug of coffee was gripped between her hands as it usually was in the mornings and she sipped it slowly, warming herself. It was easily ten degrees cooler within Dragon Mountain and in the early morning when the ceiling opening was fully extended the morning breeze would sweep and swirl within the main chamber.


“You look deep in thought Sadi.” Aricia said as she came to a halt and followed where her eyes were.


Sadi turned and looked at her. “I just like watching him.” She said with a smile.


Aricia grinned at her. “And knowing he belongs to you?” She offered with a perceptive smile.


Sadi matched her smile and nodded. “I didn’t want to say that.” She spoke.


“Why not?” Aricia said with a smile as she looked at her. “We do it all of the time.” She sipped her own mug of coffee as her azure eyes fell on Martin. “There are many people who can not understand it. They can not understand how Martin and I can be anomes and yet share each other with Anja and Dysea and For'mya and Isabella and now Cirith with equal intensity and love.”


Sadi nodded. “A few of my friends have asked that same question of me.” She said.


Aricia looked at her. “And what answer did you give them?”


“I told them that while Andro and I are anomes... Ne'Veha, Carisia, Caliria and Lu'ria are part of who we are. Part of what we are.” Sadi answered. “Without them... we are not complete. And nor are they.”


“Did they understand?” Aricia asked.


Sadi shook her head. “No.”


Aricia chuckled. “Nor has anyone who has asked me that same question. I have given them almost the same answer.” She said.


“May I ask you a question Aricia?” Sadi spoke now.


“Sadi... you are my son’s anome.” Aricia said. “And we are not that far apart in age. Of course.”


“Do you... do you find yourself drawn more to...” Sadi blushed slightly and found she couldn’t finish her question.


Aricia however knew what she meant and she nodded. “Yes.” She answered. “I think part of it may be because of how Resumar and Eliani loved their elf concubine as they did and this was somehow passed down to Martin and then to me... but in the midst of passion I will always reach for For'mya first.” She looked at Sadi. “It is similar for you?”


Sadi nodded. “Yes.”


“Ne'Veha?” Aricia asked.


Sadi nodded again. “Yes. We are both pilots and we have so much in common but ever since Andro turned her, her scent is just a tiny bit sweeter to me than the others. Lu'ria and Carisia seem to be more drawn to each other as well but it never effects us when we are all together with Andro. Caliria... Inamarno... she can affect all of us but I sense that she is more drawn to SirsanGai and myself and we to her.”


“It is no different for us. Anja has that effect on all of us but it is more telling on For'mya and I. We believe it has something to do with the metaphysical radiation within her body that makes her scent and taste that much sweeter to us, but there is no denying that Anja is the one who can have all of us craving each other. She just has that knack.” Aricia answered with a small smile. “Many people have put forth their ideas on who Martin prefers after me through the years. We usually get a good laugh out of it because we know the truth... but it is funny sometimes to see what others think.”


“He doesn’t does he?” Sadi asked.


Aricia shook her head. “As long as we have been together Martin Leonidas has found just the unique way to make each of us howl to the moon longer and louder than any male could ever hope to achieve. He knows just what causes each of us to melt in his arms, and he is simply a beast when we are all in Phase and we hit him at the same time. Once Ne'Veha and Lu'ria are fully changed you will see the change in Andro when you all come into Phase and you draw Carisia and Caliria along for the ride as we do Bella.” She commented with a smile. She looked at Sadi. “Do you have any regrets Sadi?”


“Regrets?” Sadi gasped. “Helen asked me that same question not so long ago. Do I regret finding a man who leaves me utterly trembling in the way his aura envelopes me and loves me? Do I regret finding and experiencing the love and pleasure of the women who share our lives? No... I will never regret these things. They are part of who I am. Who I have become.”


“Helen told us that Ulana has tried to insinuate herself back into Andro’s life.” Aricia said.


Sadi smiled. “She tried.” She answered. “And she will continue to try until she pisses me off enough that I rip her face to shreds.”


Aricia couldn’t help but laugh. “A woman after my own heart.” She quipped. She looked down and watched Martin and Andro. “They are plotting.” She said. “I can tell from their body language.”


“Plotting?” Sadi asked her.


Aricia nodded her head. “Androcles has begun to make a name for himself now with Martin having to play at being dead. He has come out from under his father’s shadow as he has wanted too for so long. But he is so very much like him that sometimes it is scary.”


“What do you mean?” Sadi asked moving closer to her.


Aricia motioned with her head. “You see how their hands are crossed behind their backs. They both do it and they don’t even realize it. Their gait as they walk... the slight tilt of their shoulders. They are discussing military matters. Devising new and improved ways to kill our enemies no doubt.”


Sadi looked at them and saw what Aricia was mentioning. “That... that is so surreal.” She said softly. 


“The power within Mindvoice that the four of them command is terrifying?” Aricia said softly. “I would truly not want to be on the same battlefield if either of them ever cut loose. You can feel it as his anome yes?”


Sadi nodded. “At times yes. He shields it well, but sometimes just before he wakes his shields are low enough for me to sense a little of it. It is... it is like a river of molten lava. It races along just waiting for the moment that it will finally breach the banks and spill over.”


Aricia nodded. “Much like Martin.” She said. “We are a large part of the shield that holds that power in check Sadi.” She told her softly. “Martin’s love for me, for our Kinsoaurgai and the others. Andro’s love for you and the others. Our love for them. It makes us special I guess.” Aricia looked at her. “Come Sadi... let us get something to eat before the others wake. I want to hear of your mother. Or what you remember of her anyway. She sounds very much like my own mother.”


Sadi smiled brightly. “I would like that.” She said.

MAINLAND ENTRANCE TO CRANAE ISLAND CAUSEWAY

TWO HOURS LATER
“… orders of the Galactic Court here in my hand!” The Kavalian Colonel demanded. “You must allow us access to the island and home of your boy Prince!”

The Durcunusaan Lieutenant stood there stoically, half a dozen Durcunusaan soldiers standing alertly behind him. There were a dozen Puma Bane Commandos and six Hadarian Elder Guard Militia among their group and none of them looked happy, least of all the bitch Buonau.

“That order does not apply to the island of Prince Androcles. Only the Royal Villa within Sparta sir.” The Durcunusaan Lieutenant spoke calmly. “Whoever you are looking for is not here on Cranae Island I’m sorry.”

“We do not know that!” The Colonel barked. “This is the order your Prince agreed to and you must adhere to what it sets forth! Now stand aside!”

The Lieutenant shook his head. “I don’t think so.” He spoke. “Our duty is to our Prince and the Royal Family, not to your puppet Galactic Court. Cranae Island is off limits to anyone who is not a Leonidas family member. Or did you actually believe we would allow you access to his home? You and your cohorts are not family members or friends for that matter so I will refuse you entrance.”

The senior Hadarian Elder Guard stepped up. “You are causing a situation that does not need to be.” He snapped. “The Galactic Court order, an order your Prince agreed too, authorizes us to enter any facility on this planet in search of the defectors.”

“Any facility that is not a sensitive military facility. The Prince’s home is. Whoever you are looking for… they aren’t here.” The Lieutenant spoke. “You can move along to your next stop.”

“Are we simply supposed to believe you?” The Hadarian hissed.

“I don’t give a sibfla what you believe Hadarian traitor!” The Lieutenant snarled. “Cranae Island you will not visit! Not while I am in command of this detail! File a formal complaint or a grievance or whatever else you care to file but be gone now.”

Buonau stepped forward; already angry over what had happened earlier with Duewa and rapidly losing all pretense of the cool, confident persona she had been hoping to emulate. “I grow tired of these games.” Buonau snapped. “The Galactic Court order is binding and you will step aside now or I will…”

“You will do what?” The voice barked from behind them.

Buonau and the Puma Bane troops whirled around and saw Androcles drop from the saddle on Elynth’s back, Eliani next to him and doing the same from Tharua. Tharua and Elynth were glaring at the Kavalian and Hadarian troops and making them very nervous. The two smaller dragons landed with ease beside the larger ones and Buonau’s eyes grew wide when she recognized Nara and Deion as Andro and Eliani helped them to jump to the ground from the saddles along with their brother Bryon. They watched as two more dragons came roaring in, Anthar and Majeir landing with graceful sweeps of their wings and Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Carisia quickly dismounting. Miath was next, Anja perched in his saddle with Retta and Calyb both sitting behind her and clutching her waist.

Buonau pushed her way through the Militia and Puma Bane soldiers to confront him as Anja settled to the ground and three more smaller dragons came swooping in to land. “You agreed to these searches!” Buonau snarled.

“I agreed to searches of non-sensitive military facilities.” Andro spoke. “My home does not fall within that category. Thanks to your Kavalian friends it has become a sensitive military facility now.”

“You expect us to believe that?” Buonau hissed.

“What you believe is not my concern Prime Minister.” Andro spoke as Anja moved up next to him holding Retta and Calyb’s hands and looking none to happy to see her. “It never has been my concern and it never will be.”

“You should just leave Buonau.” Anja spoke harshly. “Before things become less than pretty.”

“And your presence here with this butcher of our people is what?” Buonau snapped. “He killed nearly four million Hadarian civilians and you associate with him? You allow the heirs to the Hadarian throne to associate with him.”

Retta stepped forward and grabbed Andro’s free hand which was by his side. “He is our brother forn upaee!” She snarled at the woman. “And you are stupid!” Buonau’s eyes nearly exploded from her head at this outburst.

“Retta!” Anja gasped but not without a small smile. “Your language!”

“This?” Buonau shouted. “This is how you raise your children? You are worse than even I thought! You should never have been made Queen! We were right in removing you! You are nothing but a whore now! You…”

Anja began to open her mouth as Miath’s wings snapped out to the sides with a loud, angry popping sound but Andro beat her to it. He stepped right up to Buonau, his fangs also extending to their full length and his eyes changing as he towered over the much shorter woman. 

“Speak one more word of disrespect towards my mother Buonau and you will find yourself floating upside down in the Laconia Gulf as the creatures of the ocean use your body for a food source!” Andro snarled at her viciously. “Or do you think your simple elder Guard Militia will help you? Or your thug Kavalian troops? You are no longer on Hadarian Buonau. You are on our planet, among our people!” 

“I demand that you surrender Retta and Calyb to me as the Galactic Court has ordered! Surrender them right now so that they may learn proper manners and how to act!” Buonau growled as fear raced through her chest.

“Nubous forn!” Calyb growled at her as his eyes changed and his fangs burst forth and he clutched Anja’s hand. “I will not let you take us anywhere! I won’t. I will protect my sister!” He barked out the words.

Andro smiled at his younger brother’s words. “Yes indeed Calyb.” He said. “Yes indeed fervon.” Andro turned and looked at Anja. “Mother… I will not have you listen to the ranting of this fool woman and her cohorts anymore. It is beneath you. Would you take everyone to the villa and then we can have breakfast as planned?”

Anja smiled sweetly and stepped up to Andro, leaning up on her tip toes to kiss his cheek with loving tenderness. “Thank you my son… I will do just that. I’m starving to all hell!” She spoke. “The air out here was beginning to smell a bit like rensibfla anyway.”

Anja lifted Calyb into her arms and looked at the Kavalians and Hadarian troops stilling blocking the entrance to the causeway, her jade green eyes narrowing. She turned her head. “Miath!”

Miath didn’t hesitate and folded his wings with another pop and then began marching right for the group of soldiers. They scrambled and stumbled to get out of his way or be crushed by his three and a half metric tons of muscle for he had no intention of stopping. They moved back even more as Tharua and Eliani followed Anja with Nara, Deion and Bryon. Sadi grasped Ne'Veha and Lu'ria’s hands and Carisia took her Drow Mistress’s hand and they too walked past the Kavalian troops with Anthar and Majeir right behind them. Soon it was just Andro and Elynth as Buonau turned back to face him and began to speak. 

Andro cut her off.

“Be very careful about what you say next woman!” Andro snarled at her angrily. “You have already disrespected my mother far too much, and were you Lycavorian I would be well within my rights to pummel you into the dirt beneath your feet. You have courage Buonau, I’ll give you that. Not a whole lot of intelligence based on your actions… but you do have courage in one sense. The courage of those who consider themselves superior to others.” Andro stepped closer to her, causing her to back up slightly. “Do not make the mistake of thinking that I am like my father woman, for I am not. Utter another discordant word about my mother in my presence and I will tear your tongue from your mouth and you will never speak again. You and your… allies… are already defacing the homes of my family across all of Earth. They have allowed this by their decisions Buonau not me. You will not deface my home by leaving your foul stench and the stench of these Kavalians within its walls so that my mates have to tolerate it. I have bent all I am going to bend Buonau. You will never get Retta and Calyb. Ever. The sooner you realize that… the sooner you will come to see that you are not as safe as you believe yourself to be. You are here on Earth by my will alone… no one else’s. Every step you take upon the planet of my father and grandfather is a gift from me. Remember that. I suggest you take your daughter’s advice and finish what you came to do and then leave quickly.” Andro saw the look on her face. “Oh… did you think Duewa would not warn me that you were coming here?” He grinned. “Duewa has embraced her life here now. Nothing you do or say will change her mind. Nor will it change mine after what you have done. Be gone woman… be gone before I am no longer able to control my own anger and hatred of you and I close my fangs around your throat and tear out your windpipe while you look on. Then I will rip your heart from your chest and eat it in front of you as you die.” Andro’s nose twitched as the smell of a relaxed bladder wafted to him and he looked down to see the small wet spot under Buonau. He looked back up at her face. “Interesting.” He said. “I thought you were made of sterner stuff.” 

Buonau watched him whirl around and in two leaps was upon Elynth’s back and settling into the saddle. “Heed my words this day Buonau. What you want and hope for will never bear fruit. I suggest you return to the Kavalian embassy and change into clothes more suited for the weather here in Greece. That stain can be seen for several dozen meters and someone might mistake it for you pissing in your pants.”

ULU ARCH DEMON
SIXTEEN HOURS FROM LAST JUMP INTO BETA QUADRANT

By the Prophets she missed them so.

She missed their touch, their laughter, and their smiles. She missed everything about them. And she missed his presence most of all. He was so powerful, so dominating, and yet he treated her as a precious flower. He treated all of them as precious flowers. She was not wolf and she could not feel what Sadi, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria could feel from his aura, but bless the prophets he could make her feel so loved within Mindvoice. The way his presence wrapped around her mind, sheltered her, stimulated her. Just as his hands and lips had done in so many ways. Caliria had known perhaps a dozen lovers in her three hundred years of life, and not one of them even came close to Androcles in size, skill and what he could make her feel. And he did it so effortlessly. Her Alkay did not affect him as it did other men. Yes… it could entice him and arouse him… but he was always in control. When his skin had been saturated with her Alkay, it only served to drive him to please her and the others further. Sadi told her that her Alkay must have acted as their scents did to him and to know that she affected him in this way and not make him willing to do whatever she wanted was thrilling to say the least. Even Sadi and the others had been affected and they had swarmed her with pleasure willingly and most delightfully. Pleasure she had returned to them with an almost uncontrollable need and desire that she had never felt before, even with Yssyla. 

And then there were the messages from Sadi and the two small gifts she had discovered in her quarters. 

Inamarno… I will be brief because I don’t want to make this harder for you than it needs to be. We love you Caliria. He loves you. You are part of us and always will be from now on. I understand the clash that goes on within you Inamarno. How could you feel this way about us so quickly? So completely? I do not have that answer for you Inamarno… all I can say is that it is meant to be by whatever gods we both believe in. We can only hope that this time away from us will make you realize that we are what you need. Just as we need you. We miss you already and you have only just left Inamarno. We will wait however long it takes for you to balance within your heart and mind what you feel. Never doubt that. I only hope that it is quick. 

Paga is there not to watch you or report to us anything. I have forbidden her from doing this Inamarno. Her only purpose is to protect you and if you wish it, try and be your friend. I have left some things for you. When Andro was still a child his parents gave to him a pendant. It is a Dragon’s Heart pendant, shaped and molded from the heart of a dragon who went to the gods long ago. When I first came into his life he had this pendant split in two and gave me half. As we have found Carisia and Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and now you, Elynth has reformed, reshaped and separated this pendant so that each of us carries a single piece of it. It signifies our love and devotion to you Inamarno. To each other. Our eternal commitment to you and each other. If we fit all the pieces together it would once again form a complete heart. Wear it Inamarno… and perhaps it will help you to see what we already know. The other things are just some simple clothes and a single transmitter. No matter where you are, if there is a Lycavorian ship within the same sector and you press this… well just know you are a Princess of the Union and it will be acted upon. We love you Inamarno. Come back to us soon.

   The ‘simple’ clothes had been several beautiful outfits that Caliria had already tried on. Two jumpsuits where the color and cut of the fabric hugged her lush body like a second skin and made the green in her eyes truly stand out. There was an elegant dress of casual nature and then a single white oversized shirt that could only be one of Andro’s formal uniform shirts similar to what she had worn on Cranae Island. Caliria reached up and wrapped her fingers around the glittering blood red pendant that hung from the simple necklace of tightly woven Drow lace. It felt warm to the touch when she held it so tightly and Caliria thought she could feel an almost unnatural tingling through her fingers as she held it. She lifted her head and looked around the huge mess lounge of the ARCH DEMON seeing dozens of Lycavorians and elves and several different species she had not seen before coming onto this ship. All of them conversed easily with each other, intermingled as they were. There was laughter among them as they ate their breakfast and prepared for their duties. She had been treated as a Princess ever since she came on board and even the single female Durcunusaan soldier that was now her constant shadow remained inconspicuous and sat two tables over. She had not wanted this, but the young woman explained that she was not there to report back to Andro or keep an eye on her activities. He had forbidden her to do this just as Sadi had. Her single duty was to protect Caliria no matter what she did or decided. The way Paga had said it made it so Caliria could not help but believe her and her actions up until now had done nothing but reinforce that. Caliria had seen little of her sister Arduri, for she was spending nearly all of her time with Lisisa and Denali Leonidas. Arduri was smitten by them completely, and Caliria had never seen her sister so determined to have something she wanted. And she wanted them. It appeared they felt a similar emotion for Arduri, because whenever she saw them together they were laughing and holding hands with her.

“Caliria?” The soft voice spoke and Caliria looked up to see her father standing by her table holding a tray in his hands.

“Father.” Caliria responded.

“You sent word that you wanted to see me.” He said.

Caliria motioned with her hand to the chair across from her. “Yes.”

“Arduri wants nothing to do with me…” Coren spoke as he sat down. “And I can’t even open an internal COM channel to speak with you.”

Caliria met his eyes. “I asked that all COM channels to my quarters be blocked until I authorized them. Especially those from you.”

“Why?” Coren asked. “I thought we could talk and…”

“You thought you could convince me that the reasons I left were indeed right? That you could finally make me see that these men and women are the vilest enemy we have ever known? Yes I know father.” She rubbed her temple. “I needed time father. Time to think and put things in perspective. To reconcile what I think and feel about Androcles and the others.” Caliria said. “A simple perspective that I have never been allowed before because of you.”

Coren’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t understand.”

Caliria nodded. “Yes… at times neither do I.” She said. “I want to be around them father. I want to be with them. I want Andro’s arms wrapped around me. What I felt in his arms... in their arms is beyond anything I have ever known or will ever know.”

“So you have slept with him?” Coren asked. “With them?”

Caliria nodded. “And it was beyond glorious.” She replied. “But even then... even after that I still have questions and doubts because of what you raised us to believe for so long.”

Coren was silent for a long moment and then met her eyes. “I’m sorry Caliria.” He said softly. His words were delivered with heartfelt sincerity and this surprised her.

“What have you been doing father?” She asked him finally.

Coren looked taken aback by the question and he hesitated for a moment. “I… why?” He asked finally.

“You are not confined to your quarters father… I know this.” Caliria said. “Have you been out of your quarters before now? I know that you have spent a great deal of time using the Computer database.”

Coren’s eyes grew wider. “You are spying on me?” He asked almost angrily.

“No… not at all.” Caliria said. “It seems because I am considered a Princess of the Union by these men and women that I receive a copy of the same reports that Denali and Lisisa receive each morning. These reports have monitored your access to the ship’s central database just as they do with everyone on board. What have you been reading father?”

“Does it matter?” Coren asked.

“It does to me… if you tell me the truth.” Caliria told him.

“History.” Coren spoke finally.

“History?” Caliria pressed him.

Coren met her eyes and let out a long deep breath. It was almost a sigh of defeat Caliria noticed. “The databanks of this ship hold the entire history of the Lycavorian Union.” He said finally. “Aside from several files about this ship that are classified I was able to read quite a bit. Even some events that we did not know.”

“You sound different when you say that.” Caliria said. “The vitriol and hate for them is not as strong. Why is that father?”

“What does it matter?” Coren asked softly.

“It matters because these are things you drummed into my head as I grew father.” Caliria spoke. “These are things that you have espoused for centuries and so many believe what you say. These are things that have confused me to the point that I can not even make a decision to be with the man and the women who I ache for every minute of the day!”

“What?” Coren asked.

“Do you know what Andro told me before I left father?” Caliria asked him. “He told me that you hate his people. He can smell it on you. And he can smell it on me as well. I hate his people too father… and I don’t know why. Yet I love him and Sadi and the others with all that I am. That is why he sent me away… he said I needed to find the balance between what my heart is telling me and what my mind is telling me.”

“Caliria why are you…?” Coren began to speak. He stopped when Caliria took his hand.

“Papa, I know you are ashamed of me.” Caliria said. “I know that you having a daughter with black hair makes other Vanari look at you differently. It makes it harder for you among the SBR. I know all this Papa, but now I need you to answer a question for me. If you ever loved me… if you ever cared for me… I need you to answer my question truthfully and from your heart father.” She touched her temple once more. “And I will know if you are lying to me papa. It seems that my new abilities within Mindvoice grant me that knowledge. Answer my question papa… please.”

Coren met his daughter’s eyes and he nodded. “Very well.” He said softly.

“What caused you to hate them so?” Caliria asked. “What happened that made you not trust them and think of them as inferior? How did this ever take root within your mind? You are so open and understanding with others, yet with the Lycavorians you change completely. You become filled with hate and anger and distrust. Why? Tell me why papa? Help me to understand why this is.”

“I… I went to a Vanari Truthseer.” Coren spoke softly. “It was shortly before you were born.”

“A Vanari Truthseer?” Caliria gasped as she leaned back. “I thought… papa I thought you hated Vanari Truthseers. You have always called them mindless gypsy idiots who play on the emotions of others and The Prophets.”

Coren nodded. “Now I do yes. Back then… back then I did not.” He said. “She was an old woman… in the Eastern Markets of Mydala. Your mother had me down there shopping and she was among the more well known Truthseers. I don’t know why I did it… I saw her sitting there and the next thing I remember I was sitting in front of her.”

“What… what could she have said that caused you to feel as you do?” Caliria asked.

Coren looked at her. “She told me that you would be born with black hair. She told me that it would be many years before another child came. She told me I would lose your mother to a Lycavorian. She told me I would lose all my children to Lycavorians. To death. A father should not outlive their children!” Coren snapped softly before he looked at the table they were sitting at. “She told me that I would hate them so intensely it would blind me to the future and paths that our two peoples would share. And she told me that I would be the one to bring about that future or see it destroyed forever.” Coren looked up at her. “When I left her shop I was terrified Caliria. And when you were born…” He reached out and stroked her long black hair seeing her eyes go a little wider at his action. “When you were born with your beautiful black hair I became even more terrified. It’s happening right before my eyes! First Nirilo, then your mother and Naesta and now Arduri. She is never apart from them you know. And now you. Now I will lose you as well.” Coren lifted her hand between his then and lowered his lips to her skin to kiss her knuckles. 

“I have… I have never been ashamed of you my beautiful Caliria. I have loved you from the moment you entered this life. I have let my fear of losing you… all of you… I have let that fear drive my actions and how I acted towards you. And all it has done is to drive you further away from me. The only way to keep this from happening I thought was to renounce it and to hate those who would be the perpetrators of such a heinous crime. But in hating them… in hating them and who they are, it caused me to hate all that I loved as well. In order to keep all of you from dying… I pushed you away with my actions. Ironic isn’t it? I call everyone fools who believe as Ardan and your mother do and I am the biggest fool of all for allowing this to happen as it has.”

Caliria looked at him in stunned silence as he held her hand. “You… you never told anyone this?” She gasped finally.

Coren chortled softly and lowered his hands, keeping her fingers intertwined with his for as long as she would allow him. “What would I tell them my daughter Caliria? That Coren Re Mydala, Regent and descendant of the founders of our capital city and those who helped to shape our people in the beginning… that I let the ranting of a gypsy woman guide all I have done for the last three hundred plus years? That her words so terrified me they changed me? They would think me utterly insane Caliria. Just as your mother and all of you now do.”

Caliria knew simply from looking at his face that he was telling her the truth. She shook her head slowly. “Why… why tell me all of this now?”

“Because you asked… and I am going to try and save you.” Coren answered.

“Save me?” Caliria asked.

Coren nodded. “Do you love him Caliria? Do you love them?”

Caliria met his eyes. “Yes! I… I think… I don’t know! Why do you care? You hate them papa. You always have.”

Coren looked around and then back to her. “Would you allow me to show you something I have discovered in my quarters?”

“What?” Caliria asked.

“It is better if I show you.” Coren spoke. 

“What have you done papa?” Caliria asked.

“I have done nothing wrong. I told you I have been reading. It is what I have discovered that you will find interesting.” Coren said.

Caliria glanced quickly over to where Paga sat and saw the young woman watching her from her table. [Paga?] She spoke.

[He is your father Princess.] The female Durcunusaan officer spoke. [Perhaps now is the time to try and begin to heal the wounds of the past. It can only help you move into the future. Besides… he can not take you prisoner on the ship.]

[You would let me go?] Caliria asked.

[I have told you before… more than anything I am here to protect you and try to be your friend. Not tell you what to do or report to anyone.  This is a decision you must make.] Paga answered. 

Caliria turned back to her father. “Show me.” She stated.


“… old flight plans and logs?” Paga asked the Operations officer.


The man nodded. “Mostly transport ships. Equipment transactions as well. Declassified stuff. He seems pretty computer savvy but he has not tried to break any encryption. Not that he could even if he tried.”


“What kind of transactions?” Paga asked.


“Hadarian medical equipment mostly.” The officer answered. 


“How far back?” Paga asked.


“He’s stayed within the past decade. Aside from several history cubes… this is what he has been accessing ever since he came aboard.” The man replied.


“Which history cubes?” Paga asked.


“The Black Day. Anything related to our time as slaves to the Coven. The beginning of the Rebellion and King Resumar. He also reviewed the standard data file on Prince Androcles. He asked for several restricted files but was refused obviously.” The man told her.


“Which ones?”


“Mostly about Prince Androcles’s actions in The Evolli War. Alba Tau. And the Battle of Gemora there at the end of the war. Several inquiries into the HMR data bases.” 


Paga stepped back from the man’s console and smiled softly. “He’s putting it together.” She said softly.


“What? He’s putting what together?” The officer asked.


Paga looked at him. “The truth.” She said. “Or what he believes is the truth. He’s in for a surprise I think.”


“…have been going through hundreds of old transport logs and equipment transactions.” Coren spoke as he sat at the console and began typing on the control pad. The screen came alive quickly at his touch. “All of it is declassified. Some military data logs as well. I began this on Earth to pass the time.”


Caliria looked at him. “This is what you have been doing father? Why?”


“Wait!” Coren spoke. “Look here… five years ago a Hadarian transport was lost in what was reported as a sub space anomaly. It was lost on the border of the Bontawillian species, who are now members of the Union after hundreds of years of being allies but non-members.”


“So?” Caliria said.


“The ship was loaded with medical equipment that was destined for a military facility along the coreward border. A forward base I would guess.” Coren spoke. “Sixty thousand metric tons of equipment. Among the equipment that was lost were three Hadarian Medical Research computers and two Molecular Synthesis Converters.”


“Ok.”


“Molecular Synthesis Converters are used in disease research by the Hadarian Healers.” He told her. “And their Research Computers are the most advanced medical databases I have ever seen. I wasn’t able to access all of their files but what I did see was amazing. Just the unrestricted data files hold more knowledge than our entire medical library.”


“Father… what are you driving at?” Caliria asked him. 


“At the exact same time, two Lycavorian civilian frigates on a registered flight plan to Apo Prime encountered another sub space anomaly four light years away. They vanished for exactly twelve hours.” Coren told her. “They reappeared on the exact same course for Apo Prime, but three minutes after reappearing on Union sensors they reported varying damage and altered course for the planet Beklan Two. A planet that had been attacked by Kavalians nearly fifteen years before and was still undergoing heavy construction as they rebuilt.”


“I don’t understand what this all means father.” Caliria asked.


“Those two ships never arrived on Beklan Two and they were never reported as missing.” Coren told her. “I have found three other instances with similar circumstances over the past five years Caliria.”


“What are you getting at?” She asked him.


“I know about the disease that the Eridiani woman’s family was infected with.” Coren spoke. “You can not keep something like that secret on a ship Caliria. No matter how large. I also know enough from listening to you talk of your research on other projects that twisting a Vanari disease to be used against other species takes specialized equipment. Scientific and medical equipment we, as a people, do not have. The same type of equipment needed to find a counter agent to the chemical compound the OSG uses against our people. When your sister and mother gave your research into the OSG compound to Androcles’s Hadarian mother she found a counter agent within hours using her equipment and computers.”


“Yes… so?” Caliria asked.


“That is the Lycavorian connection Caliria.” Coren spoke. “It has taken me hours to put all of this together. It is all I have done since I have been on this ship.”


“Papa you have spent the better part of two days trying to find a connection between the Lycavorian people and a Vanari disease that was twisted by the OSG into a weapon?” Caliria asked harshly. “All this to prove that your theories about them are correct?”


Coren looked at her and stood up. “What? No!” He declared. “That’s not it at all!” He turned back to the computer and typed quickly. “I have done this to try and save you! To save my family!”


Caliria watched him for a moment, seeing how he typed furiously on the pad. This was not about trying to prove guilt; this was truly about him trying to save what he thought lost to him. She stepped forward and placed her hand on his arm. “Papa... stop.” She said.


“There is more.” He stated quickly. “I don’t care about the Lycavorians. I only want to... I only want to save those I love! It’s all I have left!”


Caliria squeezed his arm tighter. “Papa!” She spoke finally drawing his attention to her and away from the console.


Coren looked at her and she saw moistness in those eyes. She saw tears in those eyes. It was something she had never seen from her father in all of her life. “I have failed you Caliria! I should have embraced you when you were born and not scorned you! Look what my vanity has done to me? It drove your mother away and ultimately into the arms of a Lycavorian! A man she loves far more than she ever loved me. I spent so much time and effort in trying to keep all of you away from them and it drove all of you right to them! And I hate them for it more and more each day! That damn gypsy was right! She was right!”


Caliria reached into the thigh pocket on her jumpsuit and pulled out the holodisc and data pad. “Papa... let me show you something.” She said.


“I will not view a list of letters from my children telling me they never wish to see me again.” Coren hissed softly as he wiped his eyes. “I won’t!”


“You need to see this Papa.” Caliria spoke as she stepped around him with the data pad and inserted the holodisc into the computer on his desk. 


The holodisc on the floor flared to life and in seconds Coren was looking at the crystal clear image of a frozen Androcles Leonidas. He appeared to be standing in an office of some sort. He looked quickly at Caliria. “Caliria what...”


“Just watch papa.” She said before tapping the computer once more. “I have not watched all of it, only the first minute or so. Andro wanted us to view it together but until now I had not found the right time to bring it to you. Now is the time I suppose.” She activated the holodisc and Andro’s image began to speak.


“Where to begin Coren Re Mydala.” Andro spoke as his image unfroze and he began to speak. “I find myself admiring your resolve sir.” 

Coren’s eyes grew wide at the very respectful tone that Androcles was speaking with. It was something he had not been accustomed to. 

“Your contentions about my people are for the most part false, but you hold to them without hesitation and as my father has taught me, that is the sign of a strong willed man with strong beliefs.” 

Coren watched as Andro settled onto the top of the desk, the data pad in his hand.

 “I do not begin to understand where the source of your hatred for me and my people begins sir, and as I have told you before, I don’t really care. I do not mean that to be disrespectful in any way, only that I will not go into a litany of who we are and what we have experienced in our long history just to try and impress you. Perhaps one day you will find the time to read our history and come to understand us better. I also do not pretend to know or understand all of the Vanari traditions, but I can not help to see the similarities between our people. Perhaps not so much in what we believe, but in how we believe it sir. Does that make sense?” Andro shook his head within the recording. “To be honest I find myself far out of my depth in any sort of philosophical discussion. They always give me a head ache. I believe what I believe. Yet now… now I find myself in the position of trying to convince you of what I just said I wasn’t going to try to convince you of. That what you have come to believe to be true about my people is in fact not true. Ironic isn’t it? Unfortunately what Inamarno has undoubtedly given to you if you are viewing this does not lend a whole lot of support to what I am trying to say and accomplish. It puts me behind the power curve so to speak.”


Coren watched him set the data pad he held on his desk and then move to the counter where he poured himself a mug of the coffee he liked so much. He sipped it for a long moment and then moved back to settle once more on the desk top.


“I am about to make you a convert Coren Re Mydala, or perhaps make you one of the strongest enemies that I have, because as a politician I would put you in the same category and breath as I do my Aunt Deia and my mother Dysea. I am so far out of my depth when it comes to politics it isn’t even funny.” Andro continued with a grin. “You have one of the keenest minds I have ever known sir and I can only hope that you respond with this intellect and not your emotions to what I’m going to tell you. You may not believe me when I say I hold you in the highest of regard sir, but it is the truth. I know you could not have risen to your position without garnering respect from others for your actions and my father and mothers have always taught my siblings and I to acknowledge that respect no matter what.” 


Coren watched him take a deep breath.

 “My people have betrayed yours Coren Re Mydala. We have betrayed you in a manner which those within the Union, most especially my people and the elves, consider monstrous. The data pad that Inamarno has given you contains certain information. Information which links the Protectorate and even some here in the Union with the design and manufacture of the Vanari Facara Virus into a bioweapon. A bioweapon that was used recently by the OSG on the Faith family. Whether it was done intentionally or not is of little concern me. What does concern me is that the equipment used to manufacture this weapon is of Hadarian make. Which means contact between the Alpha and Beta quadrant has been going on for longer than either of us knew. It also means that Lycavorians from the Protectorate have been collaborating with Lycavorians from the Union in the taking of Vanari females to be sold into slavery.” 

Coren glanced at the data pad with wide eyes and quickly looked at Caliria. His eyes cut back to Andro when he began speaking again.

“You would think that nearly eighteen thousand years as slaves to the High Coven… that this would somehow make all of us hate slavery in any form.” Andro continued. “But this kind of slavery… it is an atrocity because it forces Vanari females into the same form of sexual slavery that we fought for so long to rid ourselves of while oppressed by the High Coven. Our females were taken at random, elven females as well, raped and beaten by the Coven soldiers for years, and when their use to them was finished they became food for them. Butchered like a dog in the street. When my grandfather died at Thermopylae here on Earth, that is when we truly began to throw the High Coven off our backs. One of the first actions my Aunt Deia and the newly elected Senate did was to outlaw slavery in any shape or form. Rape became more depraved a crime than even murder, among my people and the elves especially, but among all the species and races that called the Union home. It has been obliterated from existence whenever it has been found and those involved either executed or sentenced to life imprisonment at hard labor. I know this may sound rather malicious and barbaric to you, but it shows you how the majority view this act even now after so many millennia have passed. I will not stand here and make excuses for my people sir; for those who have perpetrated this upon the Vanari, and the only thing I can offer is my sincere apology for every Vanari female taken from their families and friends while Lycavorians have been part of this.” 

Coren watched as he set the coffee mug on the desk and stood up.

“I will also tell you… this will not go unpunished sir.” Andro spoke. “That is the reason why Dutkne is returning with you. Now you will ask the same question Inamarno asked of me and I will tell you what I told her. Dutkne and I are connected within Mindvoice in a similar manner to how I am connected to my mates. It has been this way for many thousands of years among my people, beginning with Wayonn and my great grandfather Sumar. Dutkne and I are able to sense things from each other, and if he was involved in this in any way I would have been able to detect it. To be honest he was even more aghast than I was for the simple reason that he has not lived through the oppression of the High Coven as so many men and women that I know have. He asked to return under the guise of speeding the merger of the Protectorate into the Union, so that he could track down and find those responsible for this act and so many like it. When he does he will contact me with the names of every individual within Union borders who has had a hand in this. Those he finds from the Protectorate, he will deliver to the justice of the Vanari people. Those from the Union will be lined up against a wall and treated as the rabid animals they are and executed without any exception.” Andro lifted the pad from the desk and held it up. “This pad… which you should now have in your hands… it also lays down a path of facts that bring me to the conclusion that there are those within your very own government who are also involved. Perhaps more than a handful as we suspect. Individuals who are very high up sir. One of whom I believe to be Regent Ardan.”


“Ardan!” Coren wheezed out the name.

“I know you will find this very hard to believe sir and in your position I would probably feel the same.” Andro continued. “But know this… I love your daughter sir. We love her. She is part of me, part of us within here, and here.” Coren watched him touch his chest and his head. “I do not try to understand anymore how I am like I am sir, only that I am. Trust me… there are times when I wish for none of what I know and I wish only to be normal. That is not meant to be it seems. As I have told others recently, being born fully aware with the life experiences and memories going back some ten thousand years is not exactly conducive with having a normal life. If you believe nothing I have told you, please believe that I would never endanger one who I consider to be my wife and mate regardless of what she may feel towards me in return. I would be doing this even if I already knew that Inamarno would never come back to us.” 

Coren glanced at Caliria as her hands went to cover her mouth and tears began to stream down her cheeks.
Andro tossed the pad onto the desk once more. “So there you have it sir.” He spoke. “In your hand you hold the information that could confirm everything you have always believed about my people. And in having this information you have the means to insure there will never be any sort of meaningful relations between our two peoples. This data would confirm for everyone what you have been saying for years and you would be a hero among your people. It would not change what I have told my brother and sister to insure even should you decide to follow the beliefs you have always held about my people. 

“No matter what you decide Coren Re Mydala, and firmly I believe and I trust that you will act in the manner that you feel you need to and in the interests of what is best for the Vanari people… but no matter what you decide the OSG will cease to be a problem for the Vanari people.

“The ship you are on now sir, it is one of seventy-three ships that have accompanied you under Shroud. A reinforced Union Strike Wing under my brother Denali’s command. His orders from me are very specific, as are Dutkne’s instructions. No matter your actions sir, when you make your decision in regards to the path you must follow, my brother Denali will turn those ships with him and all of the Protectorate’s forces against the Eridiani and the OSG. We will do this as allies to the Vanari people or in retribution for them because of what the Eridiani and the OSG have done. When Denali is finished there will be precious little remaining of the Eridiani military such as it is, or the OSG. I will make them pay for what they have made your people suffer for so long. I will make them pay for staining the honor of my grandfather and my great-grandfather for their insidious actions by involving my people in this. And I will insure that Inamarno and every Vanari female will never have to suffer the fear of being removed from those that she and they love so much. Namely you and her mother and every other Vanari parent out there.”


Andro turned fully to face the holodisc. “That is it sir. As my mother Anja says quite often, the ball is in your stadium now.”


“Court.” 

The female voice Coren recognized as Eliani Leonidas came from out of view of the transmission. 

“The ball is in your court.”


Andro nodded. “Yes… that too.” He stated. “We love you Inamarno. And we will always love you for as long as we have years in this life. Goodbye.”


“By the grace of all the Prophets of our people!” Coren Re Mydala stammered the phrase he had not spoken in nearly four hundred years as he looked at his daughter, shaken to his very core. Caliria’s cheeks were stained with tears and she met his eyes. “Where… how… where are such people forged Caliria?”


“In legends Papa.” She answer through her tears. “Only in legends.”
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HIGH COVEN SECURE SPACE 

5.3 LYs FROM UZU OZEIB 7

It was helping her skills return at a much faster pace Yuri thought as she used the shadows to move down the corridor of the ship, avoiding crewmembers and at times listening to them talk amongst themselves. The High Coven Weapons Master had been demanding and harsh on her, retuning her hand-to-hand skills as well as those with a blade. She had requested this days ago, but not until she had discovered Pa'cour had she put much effort into it. Once she had been considered one of the premier combatants with a blade and in using the shadows. Now she was getting that back in preparation for her future. She had become refocused in her life, determined and resolute. She had an opportunity of a lifetime, a second chance that so many never received, and Yuri wasn't about to let it slip away as she had so many times in the past. Aikiro and Veldruk had been ruthless in raising her she now saw as she looked back. No matter what they had done, or how often they had used her for their own grabs at power, they had hardened her. Sending her to Earth, having her own brother rape her, the tasks they had given her, all of it was designed to make her as unfeeling and as ruthless as they were. All of it done to better control her. 

Well they had succeeded in that endeavor, but they had also failed miserably as well.   


They had failed because their arrogance and the mentality that they were perfect had allowed one small thing to slip through the cracks. Something that neither of them had ever expected or imagined. Yuri grinned to herself as she realized her mother must have been rolling over in whatever grave she resided in, wherever that was. They had allowed the one thing that could save her to remain in her life. Hidden and silent and waiting until the day it was needed. As she unwrapped the shadows from around her body, startling several crewmembers who were in the corridor as well, Yuri could think of nothing else. She passed her hand over the control panel of the separate quarters she had been using since leaving the Blood Vat and the door slid open soundlessly. She knew that rumors were floating about all over the ship in regards to why she did not stay with her husband Admiral Moran in their much larger stateroom, but now Yuri did not care about them; or him for that matter. She had become almost paranoid in her actions, insuring that everything she did was as perfect in each way as she could make it. She sat very dutifully in the meetings with Robert and the other officers on the ship as they discussed their strategy and how they would return to Uzu Ozeib 7 in victory. She commented when she felt the need, usually with a harsh comment or command and she watched as they all sat there and realized that their Princess was almost back to her ruthless self. They were letting the petty politicians on the Coven homeworld basically sign their own death warrants as the struggles for power continued. The military was somewhat worrisome, as many senior Coven commanders were beginning to question what Robert and his advisors were doing and why. They still had an incredible force behind them, but with events within the Union beginning to become more and more known, the military officers were advocating using this distraction by the Union to launch a full scale assault against the Kavalians before they were ready.


And more and more Robert was taking Dante’s advice.


Yuri could sense Xaxon within her oldest son, struggling in trying to maintain control of a mind that had not been shaped to hold his essence. Dante’s own thirst for power and glory only fueled Xaxon’s control of him; but it did not help Xaxon to establish dominance over him just yet. Dante was lost to her Yuri knew. Even if Xaxon released him for some reason, Dante was sadly beyond help. He had allowed the fingers of Xaxon’s control to become deeply set within his own psyche, and as time passed, Xaxon would take more and more from him until nothing remained but the physical shell under Xaxon’s control. This is what they had planned for her Yuri knew, and in that respect Yuri found herself thanking Androcles Leonidas for killing her. If not for him, what was happening to her son would be happening to her. It pained Yuri to know that she could not help her son, but these last hours and days had shown her that there was nothing she could do. Javier was dead because of orders she had given, Lucia and Carisia now members of the Leonidas family along with her sister Narice, because they had found there was more to life than domination and power. They had found what they had been secretly seeking and none of them would ever return. Yuri felt a momentary pang of regret for how she had treated her children, especially Carisia, but she pushed it down. This was not the time to linger on past sins she knew. Yuri had a chance now, and she was going to take it and make it work.


Her head came up when she caught the delectable scent of his warm blood and then two powerful arms were sweeping her up into their embrace. An embrace she had ached for now for hours. This is what her mother and father had failed to see, the beacon of love and hope. Yuri responded eagerly as Pa'cour’s soft, thin lips came down on hers and he crushed her lithe body to his. His kisses were professions of his feelings for her, a healing balm that swept over her as she wrapped her arms around his wide shoulders and returned his kiss with equal fervor as he pressed her back gently against the bulkhead. Her legs went around his waist, her booted feet pressing inward against his powerful hips and ass and drawing him closer to her as her breasts pressed firmly against his maddeningly broad chest. One of his large hands came up behind her head, his fingers sinking into her rich black hair, pulling her head closer with gentle pressure. Their time together since Robert’s return had been fleeting, but they had certainly made the most of it. He had taken her in a darkened work conduit in the fleeting hours of the morning just yesterday while she kept them hidden within the shadows. Yuri’s blood still sang at the power and pleasure that had swept through her until he had exploded, buried within her body and they had shared blood at the peak. His spicy blood was like an addiction for her now, and she also knew it was giving her the added resolve and strength to fully accept what was going on around her. She had gone ahead with his permission and established a single powerful Mindvoice connection with him, opening her mind to his and surrendering the last bit of her old self to the void. He knew all there was to know about her now, and this only seemed to make him love her more. 

Yuri cooed against his lips as she felt his abdomen press against her groin causing her desire to flare. There was something utterly divine about being utterly filled with fifteen thick inches of glorious Immortal cock that Yuri would now never be able to explain or live without. Now that she had grown accustom to his immense size, there was nothing left but cataclysmic pleasure, no matter what position he took her in. Pa'cour didn’t just fuck her silly, he feasted on her. He didn’t just make love to her, her possessed her completely. And when his fangs sank into her neck at the moment of their release it was rapturous every time. They didn’t have time right now she knew, but Yuri fully intended to devour this man equally, and see how much of his beautiful cock she could take within her throat for starters.

Their lips slowly came away and she nibbled his upper lip like a young, giddy schoolgirl relishing in the fact that she could act this way now. She brought her hands up and stroked his cheek, the gray color of his semi wrinkled skin not even registering in her mind anymore. Only the intensity of the love for her in those devastating dark eyes. Robert had never looked at her the way Pa'cour did. She had never seen the complete and absolute devotion to her that she saw in Pa'cour’s eyes. Phraktos… he could make her wet just by gazing at her as he did now.

“I missed you.” She whispered to him. “Phraktos I have missed you.”

Pa'cour smiled as he gazed at her surreal beauty. “No more than I have missed you.” He replied. “Speaking within this connection we now have is awkward to me.”

Yuri smiled as she stroked his cheek and the skin of his neck. “It will become easier with time my Immortal love.” She said.

“And no one can hear us?” Pa'cour asked her.

Yuri shook her head. “Not unless we allow them in. Xaxon is too focused on trying to establish full control of Dante to take notice. He is struggling with it because Dante was not schooled as I was for so long. No one else on this ship has a strong enough ability within Mindvoice to detect it. And I grow stronger every day.”

“We are not normally able to do this Yuri. My people.” Pa'cour told her. “How is it that I can now? And so easily it seems.”

“Your people… Akruxians… you have always had a powerful resistance to Mindvoice abilities. Your natural shields would take decades for vampires to be able to use and control, yet you do it naturally. Once we… once we shared blood it was a simple matter because then I could trace your shields and reinforce them and be part of them.” Yuri leaned forward fast as a whip and let her now extended fangs nick the skin of his neck just enough to draw a single drop of blood. She quickly licked that drop up and savored it before she swallowed. “Your blood is… it is like a drug to me now Pa'cour. I’ve never tasted anything sweeter or so spicy.” She said with a smile.

Pa'cour chuckled as he lowered her to the deck. “Well… you may have as much as you wish as long as you don’t kill me. I rather like your blood as well.”

Yuri smiled as she put her feet on the deck once more and she wrapped her arms around his waist and buried her face in his chest inhaling deeply of his manly smell and the faint smell of his blood. She smiled as his arms held her still and she took a deep breath before pushing away, reluctant to let go of the true emotions and sensations she had never felt before. She looked up into his face. “You took a risk coming here my love.” She said realizing how easily those two words came to her now.

Pa'cour nodded. “Perhaps… but I have information that you should know and I wanted to see you. I may not be able to wrap the shadows around myself as you, but I have learned how to get around undetected in my many years of life. It is a necessity at times.” He finished with a proud look.

Yuri laughed softly at his expression and turned to go further into the quarters, pulling him with her hand. “I have information as well.” She said moving to the couch while he did release her hand and move to the bar to pour them glasses of Nau'shindcal d'l'Vlos. She waited for him to return to the couch and she took the glass from his hand. “Their paranoia is still paralyzing them.” She said as she took a sip. “They can not make up their minds on when to return.”

Pa'cour looked at her intently as he sat down. “Moran is not usually so indecisive.” He said. “Why does he wait to return?”

“I don’t know for sure… but I think it has to do with how much time he is spending with Dante. The residual echoes within Mindvoice are confusing for him and he can not focus as long as Xaxon struggles to control Dante.” Yuri answered. “They will be too late when they do decide I think.”

Pa'cour looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“Narice has returned to High Coven space Pa'cour.” Yuri told him. “I sensed her only fleetingly, like an echo in a large room, but it was her. And she is far stronger than when she left too.”

“What? How?” He asked.

Yuri shook her head. “I don’t know. Ever since… ever since our first night together my mind has been so clear and focused. It is like you removed all the obstacles that were clouding my judgment. Some of it may be residual effects from having that bastard Xaxon within me for so long but I’m more focused than I have ever been Pa'cour. I feel stronger and more in control of my actions and my mind.”

“Why… why would she return Yuri?” Pa'cour gasped. “Why now? A sneak attack?”

Yuri shook her head. “No… that is not her style.” She said rising to her feet and pacing to the counter before turning back around and looking at him. “If she has returned then we do not have much time my love.”

“Time for what?” Pa'cour asked.

“Narice is the wife of Arrarn Leonidas Pa'cour and there is no possible way Androcles would let her return.” Yuri said thoughtfully. “Unless he was making his move against the Coven for what happen to his sister.”

Pa'cour rose up and walked over to stand in front of her. “How would he know what was happening Yuri? How would he know this is the time to…?” Pa'cour stopped talking and her eyes lifted to his. “A traitor. A traitor within the inner circle!”

Yuri nodded. “Or someone on Uzu Ozeib 7.” She spoke. “Someone high enough to know what is going on with us… and the power play that is beginning to happen. Someone who has been in place for a very long time if they have this kind of access. Someone my mother never suspected or discovered.”

“What could she hope to accomplish?” Pa'cour asked. “The Union has neither the will nor the ability to project their power so far from their own borders.”

“Are you so sure my love?” Yuri asked him. “If I learned nothing in my time with Martin Leonidas… it was that he was master at hiding secrets. Secrets that he could use against his enemies in any number of ways. His son Androcles is almost a perfect mirror of him, albeit one who is far crueler than his father in dealing with his enemies and those who threaten whom he loves and cares for. And Martin Leonidas is a monster when it comes to that.”

Pa'cour’s eyes narrowed somewhat as his mind raced with scenarios and he shook his head. “It couldn’t be.” He said finally.

“What couldn’t be?” Yuri asked.

“A report that we received yesterday from High Coven command.” Pa'cour told her. “The command ship of Admiral Pontal went off the grid for nearly a dozen hours. When his Fleet’s Second Officer was questioned about this, he answered that Pontal had taken down the power to his ship to run emergency drills.”

“Is that so unusual?” Yuri asked. “Given his history and training regime… this does not strike me as odd.”

“It is unusual if it’s Pontal.” Pa'cour answered. “Yuri this man is a masterful tactician and part of the reason the Coven still survives. He would not need to power down his entire ship to conduct emergency drills. And most certainly not his communications array. The vast majority of his crew could do their individual jobs in their sleep and half crippled. They are the finest crew anywhere within the Coven. His entire combined fleet command is superbly trained. And why just his ship?”

“You think… you think he met with Narice?” Yuri asked.

“Does the time coincide with when you felt her?” Pa'cour asked.

“More or less yes.” Yuri answered as her eyes grew wider. “Pa'cour… do you know what this means?”

Pa'cour nodded. “Nothing good I can tell you that.” He said. “Pontal has the unfettered respect and support of five additional Combined Fleet Commanders. He trained most of them. Nearly twelve hundred warships, perhaps three thousand fighters, and over two million well seasoned ground forces just in his command alone. A varied combination of clone and mixed pureblood and turned vampires. Perhaps an equal number in the other commands as well. They have held the Coven borders in their sectors almost by themselves. Pontal has never been the stereotype pureblood Yuri. He avoids your homeworld like it is full of the plague and it is said he once told your father he was a fool when it came to tactics.”

Yuri’s eyes grew wide. “You jest!” She exclaimed.

“That is what is said.” Pa'cour spoke. “He is very outspoken that we are prosecuting the war with the Kavalians in the wrong way. He has been for some years. Your mother and Moran never did anything to him because of his proven combat and leadership abilities. It is also rumored that he first turned a young human female who had caught his eye and then he made her his wife.”

“His wife? Really?’ Yuri asked.

Pa'cour nodded. “That is what is said.”

Yuri stared at him for a long moment. “Pa'cour… if what you say is true then Narice has not returned to attack the High Coven.” Yuri stammered. “She means to attempt to take control of the Coven with the support of the Lycavorians and possibly Pontal and those who follow him as their commander.”

Pa'cour looked at her with wide dark eyes. “Androcles Leonidas would do this Yuri?” He asked in shock. “He would support this? I thought you said he hated vampires.”

“He hates me.” Yuri said quickly. “He doesn’t hate all vampires. He took my daughter as his wife Pa'cour… that ought to tell you something. Carisia is a pureblood that has my blood in her veins and he took her as his wife. Some intelligence data has reported she has fought beside him on more than one occasion and she is often seen in public with him. Lycavorians do not hate vampires as a whole, only those who try to kill them or hurt those they care for. Only… only vampires like me.”

“Yuri that was not…” Pa'cour began.

Yuri shook her head quickly. “I know… but I don’t think that distinction will matter to him.” Yuri turned and moved to the window in her quarters. “It makes perfect sense Pa'cour. He supports Narice’s bid for power… and with Pontal backing her as well… he would need to supply only a few dozen ships in order to show his support for her. Ships that they could spare easily. It would most certainly mean civil war, but the majority of the younger generations of vampires would throw their lot behind Narice without question. They loved her before all of this happened Pa'cour. She was the face of those who wanted to change things. To make living conditions and centuries old laws go away.” She turned back to face him. 

“What is your role in all this Yuri?” Pa'cour asked.

Yuri met his eyes calmly and confidently. “My desire to rule anything died the moment Androcles Leonidas killed me Pa'cour. The only thing I desire now... the only thing I want is to get away from all this. To escape with you and try to regain some of what I once was before my father and mother made me a monster with their actions. Your love for me has made me see that Pa'cour. And my... my love for you is screaming at me to do this before this life ends up killing me as it has killed my father, mother and brother.”

“I will not let that happen Yuri.” Pa'cour told her. “Never.”

Yuri smiled at him. “Robert has more support yes… but that will matter not if they can not utilize the many shipyards and bases to supply and plan. These are things that Pontal would seize immediately and…” Yuri stopped. “Vith!” She swore. Pa'cour watched as she moved to the secure COM array and began stabbing commands onto the console.

“Yuri what is it?” Pa'cour spoke.

“All of our collected research from the Mindvoice ship in Kavalian space.” Yuri snapped. “I ordered it copied and moved to a secondary research facility away from the main shipyard my mother had built for that purpose.”

“So?” Pa'cour asked.

“Narice knows of the main shipyard and the secondary facility Pa'cour!” Yuri declared. “If Narice knows then Androcles knows. They will target that shipyard first to keep the research data out of our hands!”

“Yuri that shipyard is twenty kilometers long and eight kilometers wide.” Pa'cour said. “It would take an entire Fleet Group to even think of destroying it. The Lycavorians could never get one of their Fleet Groups that deep into Coven space without being detected.”

“I’m not ready to take that risk.” Yuri said quickly. “And I will not let that research fall into Robert’s hands. He cannot be allowed to have it. There’s no telling what Xaxon would have Dante build with it!”

The small monitor on the desk came alive with the face of a young pureblood as she finished speaking. “Princess Yuri!” The man spoke clearly surprised. “This is… this is a surprise.”

“Professor Lidene.” Yuri said calmly.

“Princess… Princess I am sorry we have not completed the move.” The man stammered. “The ships are loaded but I have been…”

“Lidene listen to me.” Yuri cut the man off remaining calm. Before all that had happened to her, before Pa'cour, she would have been tearing the scientist a new asshole for not following her orders to the letter. “I want you to execute the move now and all of the copied data and your research team have downloaded to the station delete. Once that is done I need you to move to the planetary facility in the Holmar system.”

“The Holmar system?” He asked. “Princess… that research facility has not been used in nearly two hundred years!”

Yuri nodded. “I know… and only four people know it exists. Two of whom are now dead Lidene.” She said. “This may seem like a strange request coming from me Lidene, especially after the way I have treated you and many of your staff through the years, but I am doing this to try and save them. Hell take as many as you think you can… their families as well but I need you to be leaving the station you are on now within six hours.”

“Six hours?” Lidene gasped.

Yuri nodded. “A storm is coming Lidene. A storm is coming and the data and materials you have cannot fall into the wrong hands. And my husband Admiral Moran is the wrong hands believe me. I’m trying to save what I can before that happens.”

“Forgive me Princess… this is a highly unusual request.” He spoke. “Admiral Moran has contacted me personally and told me to report to him should anyone question what we are doing or give any orders not approved by him or try to access our files. He… he mentioned you specifically Princess.”

Yuri glanced at Pa'cour and shook her head before turning back to the monitor. “Lidene, who is Princess of the High Coven?” She asked sternly.

“You… you are Milady.” He answered.

“I have treated you and your staff harshly Lidene.” Yuri spoke. “To be honest… I have been a complete bitch to all of you! I am trying… I am trying to make amends for that now Lidene.”

“Admiral Moran told me he would see to it I was drained of blood and thrown into a radiation tank if I did not do as he asked.” Lidene said.

“Lidene… only you and I now know of that facility in the Holmar System.” Yuri spoke calmly. “With my mother and Tesand now dead there has been a division of those that remain loyal to her in how to move forward. My hus…” Yuri caught herself before finishing that word. It left a bad taste in her mouth and her face grimaced in hatred just by speaking that partial word. “Admiral Moran is leading the part that wants to continue with how things have been Lidene.” She continued. “I have come to the realization that things need to be different. Do you wish to be incinerated by the shock wave and blast when that station you are on is destroyed?” Yuri asked him.

“Certainly not!” Lidene replied.

“Then do as I ask you Professor.” Yuri spoke. “Things will be different Lidene… for I am different now. You must do this and not tell Admiral Moran. If you do… he will order you and everyone on your staff executed. Your families as well. I don’t want to see that happen. Do as I ask and do it within the next six hours.”

It was an easy decision and Lidene nodded his head. “I will make it so Princess.” He spoke firmly.

“Contact me on my personal channel when you have reached the station.” She told him. “I will not be on this ship when you arrive.”

“Not be on the ship?” Lidene asked. “Where will you be?”

Yuri nodded her head. “It’s a long story. Suffice it to say that I will be disappearing for a time Lidene. For my own safety. Once you have left the station, have your research ships strip their transponders and go dark. Engage your Shrouds and then use a meandering path to take you to the Holmar System. Take what you need from the stores on the station but do so quietly. When you are on your way, contact me and I will send you data that will unlock a dozen buried bunkers within the facility and there you will find enough supplies and equipment to last a year. Do not leave the Holmar System for anything Lidene; it will be far to dangerous for you. I want you to continue your work however. Especially on the many weapons systems you told me you could devise.” She said. “Are we clear Lidene?”

Lidene nodded quickly. “I’ll begin making the preparations right now Princess. We will be gone in six hours… I promise you.”

“Very well.” Yuri said softly. “I wish to be clear to you Lidene… I will protect you and those with you to the best of my ability but you must do what I say. Be mindful of everything Lidene and above all else be careful.”

Lidene nodded. “Yes Milady.”

Yuri terminated the transmission and looked at Pa'cour as he moved up closer to her. “Will he do it?” He asked.

Yuri nodded. “If there is one thing I have learned about scientists… it is that they think too much of themselves to do anything that might risk their lives.” She answered. “He will do as I say.”

“I have been transferring supplies to your personal G9 Runner for the last three days.” Pa'cour said. “Tweaking the systems as well. I will deliver more to it tonight. We can be ready to leave in six hours if that is what you wish.”

Yuri met his eyes and then folded herself into his arms. “I don’t think we have much choice now.” She said as she pressed her face against his uniform shirt. “We still must be careful Pa'cour my love. I would not be able to stand losing you now. Not so soon after finding you.”

“You will not lose me Yuri.” Pa'cour spoke softly. “Not now.”

Yuri nodded. “I need to see Nalavi and then remove a blight against me. I will access the ship’s systems and try to do as much as I am able to disrupt them just before we leave. I will meet you within the landing bay in exactly six hours my love.” She pulled her face back until she was looking at him. “Promise me.”

Pa'cour smiled and nodded. “That is a promise I will keep.” He said.

EARTH

SPARTA

HALL OF THE AGIADS MEMORIAL EDIFICE

TEMPORARY ADMINISTRATION BUREAU FOR SENATE MEMBERS AND SENIOR MILITARY OFFICERS

“... Got everything set up here on the sixth floor.” Riall spoke as they walked down the corridor of the huge seven story rectangular building that ran parallel to the Evrotas River. “The first five floors are for the senators and their aides. We’ve managed to cram all of them into common offices and I have kept these last two floors for use by the departments heads of the military and other commands.”

Andro admired the many statues that lined the gold encrusted floors on the corridor as they walked. “I have only been in this building once.” He stated softly. “It is truly grand.”

Riall nodded his head. “Every Spartan King of the Agiad line has a statue and memorial to his reign. A chronicle of their deeds and misdeeds. Gorgo has brought me here at least once a year just to walk around. It is part museum as well, though they have ceased the tours since all of this began.” He said with a smile.

Andro looked at him. “My uncle’s is...”

Riall shook his head quickly. “No. It has been destroyed. Apparently someone with the access to enter the building made their way in here some time within the last twenty-four hours. Every written scroll... every piece of documentation... it has all been ripped to shreds or burned. The two statues brought down and smashed into hundreds of pieces.”

“You don’t say?” Andro spoke as he continued to walk.

“You wouldn’t know anything about that would you boy?” Riall asked.

Andro shook his head. “Nothing at all grandfather.” He answered.

Riall nodded. “Yes... I thought as much.” He said knowingly. He held out the two data pads. “The intelligence you asked for.” He said. “Though I don’t know why.”

“I’ll make it clear very soon grandfather.” He said.      

“Martin has left I take it?” Riall asked.

Andro nodded his head. “About nine hours ago. He should be rendezvousing with the ARC ROYAL shortly. They will proceed from there.”

“Admiral Lorian made contact.” Riall spoke holding out another pad to him. “All assets have arrived in good order and she will burst us when she has reached her LOD.”

Andro looked at the man he called grandfather and smiled. “I see some of father’s old military lingo has rubbed off on you as well.”

Riall nodded with a smile. “It has rubbed off on many of us old wolves. It just takes longer for it to set in with us than it does for you young pups. It does make explaining some things much easier.”

“Yes it does.” Andro said. “I want to make sure that...”

“Androcles!” The female voice called causing both of them to turn towards the sound. Andro’s eyes narrowed when he saw Ulana making her way towards him.

Nubou! Andro swore within Mindvoice causing Riall to look at him.

Trouble? He asked.

Andro shook his head. A pain in my ass is more like it. Did you ever have any female you might have courted keep hounding you after you and grandmother Gorgo became mates?

Riall smiled. One... but it only took about a week before Gorgo showed her the error of her ways. Sadi is much more patient I think.

She’s also a lot more lethal when she is angry. Andro said.

Riall nodded. True enough. I will leave you to your problem and meet you in the conference room.

Oh thank you grandfather for abandoning me. Andro growled.

Riall chuckled. Next time... don’t nubou them so well. He said before he turned and kept moving down the corridor.

Andro turned back just as Ulana walked up all smiles. She was radiating her female aura once again, but at least this time it was far more muted than it was on Cranae Island. She wore a form fitting dark green floor length skirt and a ruffled white blouse that barely constrained her large breasts.

“Andro!” Ulana spoke brightly. “No one told us you were within the building.”

Androcles looked at her as she moved closer to him. Far closer than Sadi would have cared for and he stepped back slightly. “I don’t broadcast my presence for all to hear Ulana. I have a meeting to go to and you should not be on this floor. It is restricted to military personnel only.”

Ulana smiled. “Nonsense... this whole building is staffed by civilian workers. And as a Senator I do have military clearance. Or did you forget that.”

Andro was hard pressed to keep from rolling his eyes. “You have military clearance to be in a non-restricted area. Something this floor is not. Ulana... I am very busy. Is there something you need? If not I have a meeting to attend to and you need to go back to your offices.”

“I... Andro I wanted to apologize.” Ulana said. “For what took place at your home. Icho withholding his support because...”

“We should not be having this discussion Ulana.” Andro said quickly. “I told Icho I would meet with him and his supporters after the vote tomorrow. Not before. You will not change my mind.”

“I’m not trying to change your mind Andro.” Ulana spoke. “This is more of a personal visit.” She said lifting her hand and reaching up to touch his cheek with her fingers.

Andro quickly but gently removed her fingers from his flesh and lightly pushed her hand back. “We have nothing of a personal basis to discuss Ulana. Regardless of what you might think to the contrary.”

“Does our time together mean nothing to you?” Ulana questioned. “You dismissed me like so much garbage Andro. I had to find out why from your sisters as I was leaving. I had to find out from them that you prefer this... this common tart Sadi to me. My blood and upbringing is so much more than hers.” 

Andro’s eyes narrowed slightly. “I did not dismiss you Ulana... we were never an item and therefore I could not dismiss you as you say. Never once did I lead you to believe that we were anything more than friends who enjoyed each other’s company Ulana. You did not seem to mind it this way.”

“Just because I said nothing does not mean I did not wish for more.” Ulana spoke. 

“Ulana... do not take me for a fool.” Andro spoke. “Our times together were pleasant and fun... but do not try and claim they were more than what they were. You had far more interest in my title as Prince than anything else. Or did you parade me around in front of your friends for other reasons when I attended those events with you?”

“Events which you left both times after only a hour or so.” Ulana told him sternly and with just a little anger.

 Andro nodded. “Because they were your type of people Ulana... not mine.” Andro moved closer to her. “We are nothing alike Ulana. We will never be anything alike. You do not believe in the same things I believe.”

“I happen to think what you believe is important.” Ulana stated.

Andro chuckled. “Do you expect me to think that?” He asked. “I met Sadi when I was eight months old Ulana. I have loved her and no other since that day. The gods brought her to me that first time and then destiny and fate reunited us once more. She is my anome... my soulmate. She knows me in a way you can not possibly comprehend Ulana. In a way that you do not even believe exists. Why don’t you go back to Nolar Ulana? At least with him you will be in control of the situation.”

“Nolar is not you!” Ulana snapped. “She may be a pureblood Andro but she is beneath you!” Ulana continued. “Her bloodline could not be purer than mine! She... she was... she was an agent for the High Coven Andro! God knows what she has done... or who she has had to sleep with in order to accomplish her tasks. She...”

“Enough woman!” Andro barked loudly drawing the attention of the male and female Durcunusaan officer only a short distance away. “You are not her! You will never be her Ulana! And you will never be able to entice me away from Sadi or any of my mates... no matter how strongly you pulse me with your aura! Sadi is not just in my blood Ulana... she is part of my blood and part of my mind now. As are Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria! You could not begin to understand what we have and share together. These are things you do not even believe in! I smell only her! Only them! I taste only her! Only them! You are not even in the same class as Sadi or any of my wives and mates Ulana! You never were... nor will you ever be!”

Andro expected it and he wasn't disappointed when Ulana reared back and slapped him with all of her strength. The blow stung a little, but for the most part, the strength behind it was not there. 

“You bastard!” Ulana snarled at him. “How dare you! I am a hundred times better than that... that bitch! You used me Androcles Leonidas! You used me for your own pleasures when it suited you! Or do you think me a fool?” She almost screamed. 

“Milord?” The female voice spoke from the side and Andro turned to see the two officers now standing beside them. “Is everything alright?”

Andro nodded his head resisting the urge to rub his cheek. “Everything is fine.” Andro said to them before looking back to Ulana. “Believe and espouse whatever you like if it makes you feel better Ulana. It will not change a thing. This conversation is over.”

“You can not just dismiss me Androcles!” Ulana snarled at him once more.

“I can... and I will.” Andro stated coldly. “Escort the Senator off the restricted floor and make sure she does not return.” Andro told the two Durcunusaan officers. “Then insure her security clearance is adjusted to reflect what she is allowed access too, based on her status as a junior Senator of the Union.”

“Understood Milord.” The woman said.

Andro looked back at Ulana. “If you wish to butt heads with Sadi... you do so at your own risk Ulana. You have no idea what you are getting into.” He told her. “And you will end up getting hurt.”

“I’m not afraid of that... that woman!” Ulana snapped at him.

“Then you are a bigger fool than I first thought.” Androcles told her. “I have a meeting to attend. These Durcunusaan officers will escort you off this restricted floor Ulana. I wish you a very pleasant day.”


“...everything worked out?” Riall asked with a crooked grin as Andro moved up to the large star chart table with a dozen senior officers crowded around it.


“Probably not.” Andro replied stepping up to him.


“She is in over her head Andro.” Riall spoke. “Your grandmother has told me how Sadi is viewed among our people. Especially those here in Sparta. When it comes to such things I have found Gorgo has the pulse of the people. If Ulana wants to enter into a conflict with Sadi over her misconceived ideas of what you and she shared at one time... Sadi will undoubtedly set her straight. Painfully if need be.”


Andro nodded. “That’s what I’m afraid of.” He said with a grin. He turned and looked at the gathered officers and the holoimage of Ben from Dreamland. He stood there with his arms across his chest looking at Andro sternly. “What?” Andro snapped.


“You know… some of us have to work for a living.” Ben growled playfully. “You think you could keep your dick in your pants enough so we can accomplish that work?”


“It’s not my fault!” Andro declared.


One of the men at the table turned and looked at Ben in the transmission. “You should not speak to the Prince in such a manner Admiral.” He spoke rather stiffly. “It is not at all appropriate.”


Ben looked at the young man. “I’ll speak to him however I choose Admiral! I was there when he was born and I’ve watched him grow up. I served side-by-side with his father more years than you have been an Admiral… so I have that right.”


Andro looked at the young Admiral who appeared to be not much older than him and then to Riall. He smiled and motioned to the officer. “Admiral Susero.” Riall spoke to the unasked question. “He just took command of the Ninth Expeditionary Combined Fleet Forces along the High Coven Coreward border. He’s been cleared with the information about Martin.”


The man bowed his head sharply. “Milord Prince.” He spoke.


“Susero’s father is Joint Commander of the Folcani Sector Defense Fleet.” Riall told him. “Susero displayed his skill and tactical sense at the Battle of Julcan Seven in the last year of the Evolli War.”


“Ah… I heard about that.” Andro answered him. “Very nicely done. Using the planet’s atmospheric gravity well to propel you into a flanking position. Nice.”


“It was a matter of luck Milord.” Susero said. “And an excellent crew.”


Andro nodded. “Luck is always good to have on your side.” He answered. He looked at Riall once more. “Where is Ceneu?”


“He returned to Apo Prime to recalibrate the PDP grids for all sectors.” Riall answered. “I’ll brief him when we’re done so he can make the appropriate adjustments to the training fleets.”


Andro nodded and looked at the chart table. “Very well.” He said. “Ben… the ARC ROYAL has picked up my father?” He asked.


Ben nodded. “Captain Katsumi sent the signal forty-two minutes ago.” He replied. “They’re on their way. Don’t know how much I like sending her out without fighters and only three quarters of a crew… but Marty needed the support I agree. The ESSEX and INTREPID will be next out of the docks in two weeks. Their captains have been busy the last few weeks and they’ll have full air crews by the time they deploy. The second batch of Block IIs will start getting their powerplants next month. Katsumi will brief Marty and Manda has already informed you. We’re really humping it here.”


Susero cringed at Ben’s use of the King’s name in such familiar terms but he kept his mouth shut and looked back to Andro. “Admiral Riall said you had some information for us Milord?” He finally spoke.


Andro nodded and plugged the data pad into the slot on the star chart. “My father was here briefly on Earth and we spoke of something that both of us were thinking. The Kavalians are giving too much.”


Riall looked at him oddly for he did not know exactly what Andro was going to put to them. “Giving too much?” He asked. “I don’t understand.”


“They appear to be supporting this Galactic Court foolishness wholeheartedly.” Andro said. “Given my uncle’s past history in dealing with the High Coven during their war, he is not known for being someone who just sits back. These rulings by the Galactic Court are in their favor for the most part yes, but both my father and I felt they were being too accommodating.”


Riall nodded his head. “Ok... I’ll accept that.” He spoke. “They have to know that the Union Senate will more than likely never allow Pusintin to take power in any way. Which is exactly what he is trying to do through the children your mother just gave birth to. At least the boy child anyway.”


“He has raped a sitting Queen of the Union! The one many of our people regard as the most patient and mage like of our Queens!” One of the older Admiral’s spat angrily. “Forced himself upon her in the vilest of fashions! There can be no forgiveness of that! None that our people would accept!”


“There won’t be Admiral Zesico.” Andro told him. “At least not while my father lives. My new brother and sister joined us in this world just recently and my father already refers to them as his children.”


Andro saw the nods of approval from many of the men present. Nearly half of them were much older than him, closer to Riall’s age if not older and they were truly set in their honorable ways when it came to many of the older customs of the Lycavorian people. Most had been mated for centuries, if not millennia, to the same women and they viewed their wives and mates as precious items to be revered and protected at all costs. Most of these men had cut their teeth in the very beginning of the rebellion against the High Coven, just before and just after his great grandfather Resumar had been assassinated, and they held to the convictions and morals he had instilled in their people almost fanatically. 


“Avoi.” Another of the older Admirals whispered.


“Why have you had Riall bring us here Milord?” Zesico asked now. “You are considered a tactician of renown...spoken of within the same breath as your father and a few others. What is this meeting about?”


Andro nodded his head respectfully to him. “I appreciate the praise Admiral... but my father taught me humility among many things. I tend to think outside the box as my grandfather calls it, however, now I need the advice and wisdom of men with experience I do not have. The experience of battles I have not fought. Tactics I have never used.” Andro typed quickly on the control panel. “My father and I agree that my uncle’s actions to this date do not fit with his personality.”


“Which means he has something else entirely planned.” Zesico spoke. “Because he knows the Union Senate will not grant what he wishes.”


Andro nodded. “Yes.”


“Then why take your mother?” Riall asked. “Why take her and go through all of this if he knows it will not work.”


“Oh... I think he had a hope it would work. At least when he first got this plan in his head he hoped it would work.” Andro said. “After what happen on Hadaria however... if he thinks it will still work he’s either very stupid or very egotistical. Take your pick. Regardless... father and I think he always had another plan. And it centered around taking out the Drow outposts in The Wilds.”


“The Drow outposts?” Susero asked. “How so?”


Andro finished typing and stabbed the control button. The star chart on the huge table shifted and flashed as charts were rearranged and suddenly they were looking at a full sized version of one entire sector within The Wilds. “I’ve highlighted the thirteen Drow outposts that were destroyed by the Kavalians. To date there have only been five survivors of these attacks, one of them being Lu'ria, my Drow mate. Another is a human female that was with her. All told, the final tally of dead is upwards of three hundred and seventy. Many of them were Drow females, and with very few exceptions, all of them showed the signs of sexual abuse and rape inflicted before they were executed. Sexual abuse that I will not detail here because it makes me sick.” Andro said softly. “What can you see from the outposts as they are positioned on the chart?”


“That is simple.” Another man spoke as he pointed. “Each sits along a portion of the Farnuri Expanse... ending with these three outposts which cradle the trailing edges of it.” He answered tracing his finger along a stretch of several dozen light years.


Andro nodded. “And where does the Farnuri Expanse originate?”


“Within point two light years of the Kavalian border here.” Zesico replied stabbing his finger at the single point. “Where it meets the Gellen Asteroid belt.”


“I did not see this until my father told me to stop and think about the outposts and what their purpose was.” Andro said. “I went back and reviewed what I am showing all of you. The Farnuri Expanse is filled with gaseous fields and radioactive nebulas and travel through it is extremely hazardous without heavy shielding. The type of shielding not normally found on civilian ships.”


“But found on every warship of any kind.” Susero spoke softly. “It is also exceptionally hard to track anything moving through the Expanse.”


Andro nodded and touched another few buttons. The screen in the corners began to scroll quickly. “As you can see from the equipment lists... each Drow outpost along the expanse was equipped with a single, hidden NorthAm Mk X Aegis FCS Sensor array. This was not known by many for obvious reasons, but the Drow were very skilled in using them. It was specifically calibrated to scan into the Expanse to detect ships. The Kavalians must have discovered this when Laustinos betrayed us and then they used that information to essentially take down our first line of defense. When they destroyed each Drow settlement, they took down the power source for each array until there were none left scanning the Expanse.” 


Zesico was the first to put it together. “An open corridor into Union space.” He gasped. “With the destruction of the Drow outposts they could have moved hundreds of ships into the Expanse and we would not detect them. And if they are all near the Bontawillian border, they are only six light years from Union space! They could blow right through Bontawillian space because we don’t maintain the same defensive alignment along our border with them that we do the rest of the border.”


Andro nodded. “The Bontawillians have been adding to their defensive systems along their border with The Wilds ever since they became official members of the Union. However… you don’t just throw up two hundred PDP platforms and sensors. They have only been able to complete about forty percent of the new border perimeter.”


Riall nodded and adjusted the screen. “As you all know we have been replacing or refitting all of their own ships and even allowing them to purchase and use some of our newer and more advanced ships. Namely our new refitted MOONLANCER-Class Cruiser. Even with the upgrades and such, the Kavalians would be able to swat them aside easily with simple numbers.”


Andro once more typed on the control panel. “The Kavalians outnumber us nearly five to one in ships alone. They throw nothing away… which means they are still using ships that are several hundred years old. Their cloning operations give them a three to one superiority in forces on the ground, perhaps four to one depending on the situation. I already have a plan in place and moving that will hopefully knock that number down some what. We are used to fighting when outnumbered… but the better the odds the better the success.”


“What plan?” Susero asked.  


Andro shook his head. “For security purposes that information is limited to those who are actually involved.”


Zesico looked at him. “You are going to attack aren’t you Milord?” He asked softly. The faces of many of the men present showed their surprise as they looked first at Zesico and then to Andro.


Andro nodded finally. “Yes.” He stated plainly. “The Union is not a militaristic society as is the Kavalian Federation. It will take time for us to transfer and ramp up our production for war and combat operations. I am going to try and buy us that time. War is coming… regardless of whether we want it or not. I see no other alternative and neither does my father, as much as we wish it wasn't so.” Andro looked at the men. “The moment the Union Senate finishes their vote and announces the results, I am going to launch a premeditated attack into Kavalian space to try and buy us the time we need.”


The room was silent for a few long moments and the warriors present contemplated that reality. None of them had ever started a war with another species, but all of them had fought viciously once engaged. They were true Lycavorians molded by Resumar himself. They would not start a conflict, but they would damn sure fight and finish one. Zesico was the first to speak as he was the oldest man in the room and perhaps the most respected by the others.


“Nubou them!” He snarled. “They started this when they took our Queen and killed so many of our people!” He looked at Andro. “Command us Prince Androcles! What do you need us to do?”


Andro nodded his head. “I want each of you to break away an entire Strike Wing from your commands. Admiral Zesico… I want you to take command of this force and move into the Farnuri Expanse under full Shroud. Once you have located the Kavalian force I want you to report back to me or to Admiral Riall. Once the vote is done, you will ambush this Kavalian force.”


“Milord… given the time they have had, the KFI could have moved hundreds of ships into this area. Even my combined force will only have slightly more than two hundred warships in it.” Zesico spoke.


Andro nodded. “That is all you will need.”


“Another surprise sire?” Susero asked.


Andro grinned. “You could say that. We have access to a new ship under my brother’s command. It is called SPARTA’S WRATH. It is a Pralor ship gentlemen.” Andro typed on the control panel once more. “These are the specifications of the ship. These do not leave this room and you will speak of it with no one until the time it is revealed. I will personally execute anyone who even mistakenly releases this information.”


Andro watched the men look at the small screens by each of their locations and smiled as their eyes grew bigger.


“Son vada carians!” Susero finally exclaimed. “We… we have this ship?” He gasped.


Andro nodded. “Fully operational. When you send word… I will contact my brother… and one, perhaps two jumps later… you will have all the reinforcements you need.”


Zesico looked at Andro. “And then?” He asked with a predatory snarl.


“Then Admiral… if it is in the Farnuri Expanse and it is Kavalian… you will kill it with extreme prejudice.” Andro answered. “And you will spare no one.”

ARIZONA-CLASS STRIKE CARRIER

ARC ROYAL

TWELVE HOURS FROM ENURRUA


Akemi Katsumi sat in her command chair reading from the latest readiness reports and nodding every few seconds. She had to admit she wasn't in the least bit happy about having to deploy without any fighters whatsoever, but she was a consummate professional and she would deal with it. That she now carried the King Leonidas, whom she thought, was very dead only a few hours ago; Queen Aricia who was also supposed to be dead, as well as Queen Dysea and a stunning vampire female who Akemi swore was part Lycavorian only made things confusing at first. That the dragon Elder Mother had accompanied them and they were now heading for a planet that had been taboo to any Union citizen since King Leonidas had laid waste to it only made it more confusing. That was until she discovered why she now carried a good portion of the Royal family and what they were heading to do. 


Akemi had received her briefing from the King himself, and she had to admit that he was just as physically imposing as she had heard Admiral Lorian tell them, not to mention just as deliciously handsome as well. She now understood why the Queens were never without smile son their faces when with him in public. He had been very blunt and to the point.


“Captain Katsumi... the Kavalians have taken something of mine that I intend to get back one way or the other. I’d like your help in accomplishing that.”

That he was speaking of Queen For'mya was obvious in his manner and tone. Akemi had no problem with that. As with the other Queens, For'mya was loved and respected by the vast majority of the Union citizens, and no one that Akemi associated with believed for a second that she would do what was being said willingly. Akemi had just never expected to be taking the ARC ROYAL out so soon. The first of the Block II ARIZONA-Class Strike Carriers, the ARC ROYAL was to be the center piece of the second ARIZONA-Class Assault Groups and instead she was leading a trip into the unknown after a sitting Union Queen who had been kidnapped. She was fully operational with the exception that she did not have her surgical teeth so to speak. Akemi wouldn’t hesitate to put her up against any Kavalian ship one on one. The ARC ROYAL could blow the shit out of even a GREAT SOUL all be her lonesome if need be and not even break a sweat in doing so. Akemi just wished they had their fighter complement. They were her hammer and she was the anvil. She would have to live without them for a few more weeks it seemed. At least until they returned to Union space and she got her full load out.

Akemi turned as her elven First Officer came up to her chair. The elf’s short brown hair was styled elegantly, her blue eyes bright and alert. Her uniform was meticulously cared for with every decoration in perfect order. Akemi should know, No’rarh had scolded her enough times for tearing her buttons or ribbons off just before they had fallen together in their bed.

“No’rarh?” Akemi asked softly.

“All systems operating at optimal.” No'rarh told her. “Do you think the Kavalians will keep their word Akemi?”

“I don’t think they gave their word.” Akemi told her. “I’m pretty sure after listening to the King that these men may look like Kavalians but they are really descended from Pralor blood.”

“Can we trust them though?” No'rarh asked.

“That remains to be seen. Just in case... since we have three KADEN-Class Transports on board now, configure one for medical triage and the other two to carry wounded or cargo.” Akemi said.

“Expecting trouble?” No'rarh asked her lover.

“We are going to a planet that has been taboo for any Union citizen or ship for over two decades No'rarh.” Akemi said. “Ordered that way by this very King for what happen there. Forgive me for being superstitious, but that can’t be a good thing.”

No'rarh met her eyes. “I see your point.” She said. “I’ll see to it.” She spoke. “What shall we have for dinner tonight?”

Akemi looked at her. “I was thinking about just having desert.” She said with a smile.

No'rarh rolled her eyes. “You know... for a human... you are certainly oversexed.”

Akemi grinned at her and batted her dark eyes. “You are complaining now? After two years?”

No'rarh chuckled softly. “Hardly.” She reached out and squeezed Akemi’s hand. “I’ll see you this evening.”

BLOOD REVERENCE-CLASS DREADNOUGHT
INQUISITOR 

HIGH COVEN SECURE SPACE 


“You seem much more relaxed these past few days.” Nalavi told her as he slowly moved the portable sensor over her body.


Yuri looked at him and smiled. “I’ve made a few decisions that give me great comfort and relief Nalavi.” She said.


Nalavi met her eyes. “I take it one of those decisions concerns Pa'cour.” He said.


Yuri tilted her head slightly. “What makes you say that?”


Nalavi grinned. “I’m a doctor Yuri... and I have been taking care of you for over three millennia. I don’t need my scanner to tell me that you have been feeding on Pa'cour’s blood. Your blood is saturated with high protein enzymes found only in Immortal blood.”


Yuri stared at him for a long moment. She did not fear Nalavi reporting her to anyone. He was the sort of man to always buck the system and work outside the rules. That she had fallen in love with Pa'cour seemed to please him. “He has... he has given me a new lease on life Nalavi.” Yuri told him. “He... he asks nothing from me. He asks nothing and gives so much more. I am not used to this. I... for the first time in my life... when he holds me in his arms... I feel safe Nalavi.”


Nalavi looked at the medical sensor as it beeped. His face remained impassive and he looked back up at her. “He worships you Yuri.” He spoke. “Don’t let go of that.”


“I can not be redeemed Nalavi. Not for what I have done. No matter how much you think so.” Yuri said with a smile. “I have accepted that.”


“I’m not saying your past deeds can be redeemed Yuri.” He spoke looking at her. “What I’m saying is you can choose which direction to take your life in now.”


You knew didn’t you?” Yuri asked him.


“Knew what?” Nalavi asked.


“About Xaxon? About what my mother and Robert were doing?” Yuri said.


Nalavi met her gaze. “I began to suspect after Javier was born.” He replied honestly. “I didn’t know for sure until I found those recordings I gave to you. You discovered more of them when you gained access to your mother’s files. I began looking for a way to counter what they were doing to you as soon as I realized what was happening. I came close... but was never able to implement anything.”


“When did you know he was no longer within me?” Yuri asked.


“Within a few moments of Pa'cour bringing you into the bay.” He replied. 


“Then you know the only way he would have left me was if he thought I was dead.” Yuri said. “He panicked too quickly... leaving before Pa'cour saved me.”


Nalavi nodded. “Perhaps. Or maybe Pa'cour also knew what was happening and he just waited until he was sure that Xaxon was gone and he could still save you. He had to force you to bite him you know. He actually positioned your fangs and then forced you to bite him Yuri.” Nalavi shook his head slowly. “Don’t let this man go child. With him Yuri you can atone for everything that you were forced to do by your mother and Moran. With him... you will find everything you desire.”


Yuri smiled at him, an expression that reminded him of Yuri long ago as a young woman. “It has already started Nalavi. I have you to thank for that.” She paused for a long moment and then looked at him. “I’m leaving Nalavi.” She said softly. “I’m leaving with Pa'cour.”


Nalavi nodded. “I suspected as much. When?”


“Three hours.” Yuri answered without pause. “I have some loose ends to tie up and he is loading the last supplies we will need on my G9. Come with us.”


“Come with you?” Nalavi gasped.


Yuri nodded her head. “You don’t belong here anymore than I now do Nalavi. And you know Robert will be incensed when he discovers you helped me. Or at the very least that you knew about us. He will have you killed in his rage if Dante does not.” Yuri reached out and took his hand. “You know I speak the truth.”


“Yuri I can not come with you.” He said. “I have… I have too much to do here.”


“Narice has returned Nalavi.” Yuri blurted out. 


“Narice?” He exclaimed. “How… are you sure? Why?”


“Why do you think? And yes… I am very sure. I sensed her within Mindvoice. It was very faint, but she has grown in power since she left and I would know my sister’s resonance anywhere. Calm and reserved tinged with a wildness she rarely shows.” Yuri told him calmly. “Somehow… someone… they have passed the information to her that the Coven leadership is in disarray. A traitor within my mother’s inner circle no doubt. Probably on Uzu Ozeib 7… but perhaps right on this ship. She is moving to fill that void with others of like mind. And you can be assured that as Arrarn Leonidas’s wife she has the full support of Androcles and the Union.”


Nalavi met her gaze. “You are positive Yuri?” He asked.


Yuri nodded. “The High Coven is about to be plunged into a civil war Nalavi. Robert will not let her just take over… you know that.”


“How much support does she have?” Nalavi asked.


Yuri shrugged. “I’m not entirely sure… but it must be enough to do what she intends or Androcles would never risk her. She is his brother’s wife now… and if he is anything like his father he will not risk her on a futile mission. Pa'cour and I believe that at the very least she has Admiral Pontal and at minimum a few other senior Coven officers on her side. I do not know how many of the Ruling Coven Council will support her. If any.” Yuri looked at him. “So you see… there is no reason for you to remain. Unless you wish to be plunged into another war on the wrong side.”


Nalavi looked at her. “Yuri… you can not leave the intelligence we got from that ship with him!” He hissed. “You…”


Yuri shook her head and held up her hand. “It is already taken care of.” She said. “I will not leave that data for him and Dante to use. No one in this universe will be safe if I do. Our own people included.”


“And what will you do with it Yuri?” Nalavi asked.


“I still intend to use it Nalavi. I won’t lie to you. But I do not intend to use it to conquer others.” Yuri replied. “We have tried to do that too many times through the millennia and look where it has gotten us. On the verge of extinction. No… I will not use it for that. And there is something else… I can’t…” Yuri shook her head. “I can’t really place it… describe it… but it is darkness Nalavi. Pure darkness and evil. I think it may be remnants of Xaxon’s presence within me. Memories maybe. I don’t know.”


“Do not dwell on it.” Nalavi spoke. He took her hand and squeezed. “I will come with you.” He said. “You will need me soon.”


Yuri looked at him. “Need you soon? What do you mean?”


“You do not know much of Immortal physiology do you?” He asked.


Yuri rose to her feet slowly. “Nalavi… what are you saying?”


Nalavi grinned at her. “I’m saying that you are pregnant Yuri. My scan detected it just now. The embryo has just formed. It is perhaps a few hours old at most.”


“Pregnant!” Yuri gasped her eyes wide. “Pregnant!”


“Akruxian Immortals are notoriously fertile.” Nalavi spoke. “And with all the vitamins and the influx of healing medicines purging your system the past few weeks it contributed to make you just as fertile.”

Redemption was the word that first popped into Yuri’s head. 


Her hands went to her abdomen as she turned away from Nalavi and moved a few feet away from where he stood. She was still herself. She was still Yuri. Yet she was also very different now. She was still ruthless and sometimes cruel, but she hadn’t felt so free since she had gone to Earth that first time. Since Lucia was born she had never considered having more children and now she knew that was Xaxon’s presence within her. Driving her thoughts and her actions in many ways. Yuri had found the purest form of love in the arms of an Immortal. It was something that her people considered to be among the worst crimes you could commit, to consort with an Immortal. They would call hers and Pa'cour’s child an abomination.


Yuri called it her redemption. Or at least the very beginning of it.


Nalavi was watching her as she turned back around and faced him. “Do not tell Pa'cour.” She spoke.


“Yuri you can’t keep…” Nalavi began.


“I have no intention of keeping it from him Nalavi.” She spoke quickly. “Never. If he knew now he would want to protect me at all costs. He needs to be at his best until we leave. I will not put him in danger by telling him I carry his child. Not until we are off this ship and away from here.”


Nalavi nodded his head in understanding. “You are right.” He stated.


“Gather your things and meet us in Bay five in three hours Nalavi.” Yuri told him. “Don’t be late my friend. There is too much at stake and we will leave you if you are late.”


Nalavi nodded. “I’ll be there.” He said.


The female vampire entered her quarters completely unaware of any danger that might be lurking about. She was a young vampire who worked the many sensors on the INQUISITOR with consummate grace. She was also having a rather torrid affair with the Supreme Commander of the High Coven Fleet. Robert Moran certainly knew how to curl her toes in bed, and Melina looked forward to each and every one of their encounters.

“He will betray you, you know.” The female voice echoed.


Melina spun around suddenly on alert and looked into the darkness of her room. Her right hand reached for the light panel just as her left dropped to the hidden blade Robert had given her not so long ago. She saw the shadows unwrap far too late and then she was flying across the quarters as some unseen hand lifted her off the deck and tossed her through the air. She slammed into the unyielding bulkhead with a grunt of pain before dropping to the deck trying to catch her breath.


“He will betray you as he has betrayed me.” The voice said again.


Melina recognized that voice then and her eyes grew wide. “Princess Yuri!”


“I made a mistake turning him.” Yuri’s voice continued as Melina’s eyes darted back and forth trying to find her. She knew Yuri Moran was a master of using the shadows, and her only hope was to try to trigger an alarm. “I should have drained him dry that day.”


Melina took a deep breath and launched herself at the COM panel. She never made it even half way. She saw the shadows unwrap completely and she couldn’t alter her movement before Yuri’s lithe form fully materialized and her left arm came rocketing forward. Melina felt the crushing blow impact her chest and several of her ribs broke as her forward momentum ceased instantly and she was once more sent flying back into the steel bulkhead. 


“Princess! Princess I’m sorry!” Melina pleaded. “I did not… I did not intend for this to happen!” She staggered to her knees, holding one arm over her chest as blood trickled from between her lips and pain lanced through her from her broken ribs. She looked up as Yuri approached. “I did not…”


Yuri’s fingers curled around the girl’s slim neck, and using her incredible strength she hauled her up and pinned her to the bulkhead. Her normally dark eyes had changed to vampire cobalt blue and her fangs were fully extended giving her a terrifying visage. “Do not worry child…” Yuri spoke menacingly. “I’m not going to kill you. None of this is your fault.” Yuri leaned close to the young vampire’s face. “He will betray you. He will leave you for the next pretty little thing that comes along when he tires of you. If he doesn’t give you to our son and let the monster he has become have you.”

“Princess…. Princess I…” Melina stammered as she tried to breath as well. The strength holding her was beyond anything she had ever encountered as a vampire. It was unnatural for her to have such physical strength.


“You can have him child.” Yuri snarled. “For I have found something far more wondrous to move into the future with. Just mark my words. And be wary of him. You are a piece of meat to him, nothing more. Remember that.”


Yuri pulled her away from the bulkhead and then sent her smashing back into the bulkhead with a resounding thud. Melina’s head impacted the steel wall and blackness washed over her instantly from the impact. She went limp in Yuri’s grasp as she dropped into blissful unconsciousness. Yuri caught her before she fell completely and moved to the couch where she gently set her body on the cushions. She looked down on her and shook her head.


“I pity you child.” She whispered softly. “You will not listen to me and only pain is in your future if you do not. What future you have that is.”


Yuri looked around her quarters once more before wrapping the shadows around her body once more and taking the first true steps into her own future. A future that held promise and hope. A future with a man, Immortal or not, a man who loved her without question or regret. A man that made Yuri’s blood churn in happiness and desire like no other ever had. 


Redemption.


That word sounded good to her as she moved into the corridor of the ship.


Perhaps not for all her sins, for they were many. But redemption for the things she done and had no control over. 

If not… vith everyone. She was going to make her own redemption at Pa'cour’s side. She was going to reach out and take what had been denied her for so long. 

