CHAPTER EIGHTY

UZU OZEIB 7

NEW CAPITAL CITY OF YDARE

POPULATION OF 26 MILLION

BASEMENT LEVEL OF THE RULING COVEN ASSEMBLY BUILDING


The High Coven Ruling Assembly building was a hundred story structure that reached into the reddish color sky of the new capital Ydare along with dozens of other equally as tall or taller buildings. The city of Ydare had been named the capital after Aikiro had killed Veldruk and reasserted her dominance over two decades ago. Ydare was a much more bustling and modern city than was the norm across Uzu Ozeib 7, with a much younger generation of men and women who called it home. It was the new center of commerce and manufacturing with hundreds of schools and High Coven owned companies. Ydare sat on the western edge of their northern continent along the shores of the largest ocean on Uzu Ozeib 7. The atmosphere close to the coastal plains was slightly thinner and clearer and therefore these cities received far more sunlight than most of the cities inland. A fact that drew the younger generations to the city. The sun was out this morning and the streets were bustling with those moving to and from their jobs or out enjoying the sun. Many of the younger generations of vampires were much more tolerant of the sun, and while they enjoyed the warmth and light of the sun on their skin they did not go out of their way to stay within the sun’s embrace. Many vampires were no longer afraid to walk in the sections of the streets that were well lit by the sun and shining through in several places on the streets of the capital city of Ydare. Aikiro had moved the capital here to try and appeal to the younger generation of vampire. In some ways she was successful; in others she only made the younger generation dislike her more for her obvious political ploy. She was catering to them openly, but keeping her ties to the older Purebloods behind the scenes. No real change had taken place even though this was one of the things she said she would insure. Ydare was a much more liberal city; many of the more oppressive laws and rules that were hundreds and hundreds of years old were not even followed or recognized here. Non-pureblood vampires walked the streets here without the stigma they did in other cities. Here they were not considered turned or half breed vampires, here they were treated equally. Ydare grew in size yearly as more and more of the younger generations of purebloods and non-purebloods flocked to the city to insure their voices were heard.  


The Ruling Assembly Building had once been a prison before Aikiro had ordered it reopened and turned into the gathering place for politicians and governmental operations. The entire interior of the building had been remade into a much more aesthetically pleasing façade. It was well lit by elegant globe lights in all the corners of every room and in some places even the sun where it shone through the intricately carved glass windows. This is where the Ruling Assembly, the Ventash'ma as they were called, had been staying since the word of Aikiro’s death had first arrived on Uzu Ozeib 7. The moment her death had been confirmed, the wide ranging wrangling for power and position had begun. Yuri’s failure to return to the capital had many of the senior purebloods wondering just what her intentions were. Of the thirty-six members of the Ventash’ma, the equivalent of Union Senators and ultimately the executors of Aikiro’s will, sixteen were fully backing Yuri as the new Empress, thirteen were on the side of naming a new leader, and seven were keeping their loyalties to themselves while they bargained and coerced for additional power than what they already had. These Ventash'ma had ruled the High Coven for Veldruk or Aikiro for the last eight thousand years and none of them were in any way prepared to lose their status. They were the voice and hand of Veldruk and Aikiro and their decisions are what they enforced. These members of the Ventash'ma rarely ever changed unless one died from old age and some of these men and women were well past thirty thousand years of age while the youngest was a spry seventeen thousand years old. Their meeting room was a colossal chamber on the ninety-seventh floor of the building with windows on three sides that overlooked the city of Ydare, and made them feel as if they were more important than they really were. An even dozen Immortals, older and far more experienced Immortals that had chosen to remain part of the Coven, stood guard in the chamber along the walls. These senior Immortals were the Ventash'ma Guard, and their sole purpose was to keep order within the chamber and insure that the Ventash'ma was protected. 


While the first eighty-seven levels were used for offices and smaller meeting rooms as well as military operations command centers, the top thirteen levels were used solely by the Ventash'ma. Many had extravagant apartments within the building, the more loyal to Aikiro they were, the more elegant their living areas. The top three levels, to include the Gathering Chamber as they called it, were used for important meetings and were surrounded by intricately carved window frames and large tinted windows. 

The four basement and sub-basement levels however, they were hardly ever visited by anyone. This is where most of the torture and interrogations of prisoners took place so long ago and no one wanted to be associated with that now. 

Yet these two Immortals moved through the damp and dark corridors of the subbasement without such thoughts on their minds.

“…understand why you have brought me down here Ki’nuq.” The stern faced Immortal spoke. “No one has been down here into the bowels of this building in centuries.”


“Yes Colonel Co’kal… I know this.” The younger Immortal replied.


“Then why are we here!” Co'kal demanded.


“You are the Commander of the Ventash'ma Guard Colonel.” The younger officer spoke. “I have heard even you criticize the men and women of the Ventash'ma lately. You have even spoken of the need to change things or the High Coven would be lost. And you have secretly spoken of your admiration of Cha'talla.”


Co'kal stopped walking and looked at the young officer. “So you have brought me down here to kill me for my beliefs, is that it?” He demanded once more.


Ki'nuq stopped as well and turned to face Co'kal. “Kill you?” He gasped. “No Colonel… that is not why I have led you down here.” He spoke quickly. “Your views… there are many who agree with you Colonel.”


“Agree with me or not… we are Immortals and we have no say in governmental doings.” Co'kal spoke. “We have a duty… and it is our duty we must follow.”


“Is it our duty to watch the world we now call home be destroyed from within Colonel?” Ki'nuq asked. “Should not our voices be heard as well? Should we not continue what Cha'talla started so long ago?”


Co'kal looked at him and relaxed somewhat. He could detect no danger or threat around him and at eleven thousand years old, he had become quite adept at detecting danger when it came around him.


“Why have you brought me here Ki'nuq?” He asked the young officer.


“The Ventash'ma squabble and fight over power since Princess Yuri has not returned. They have lost contact with Admiral Moran. Many of our most senior officers are not bowing to their will.” Ki'nuq spoke. “They worry for themselves only Colonel.”


“Not all of them are like that Ki'nuq and you know this.” Co'kal spoke. “There are many on the Ventash'ma who embrace change and have since they were young.”


“Yet they do nothing now!” Ki'nuq hissed. “The war with the KFI will destroy us unless we act differently Colonel. You know this as well as I. This defensive mode we have been in for decades drains our people, our troops and our equipment. The laws that the Ventash'ma cling to are so far out of date that they no longer apply to today! Or tomorrow! Over half our own people answered Cha'talla’s call Colonel. And many vampires went with them.”


“What?” Co'kal gasped.


Ki'nuq nodded his head. “It is not being reported openly, but thousands upon thousands of vampires departed the Coven with the Immortals. With our people! We are not beneath them! We are equals and many…”


“What?” Co'kal asked.


“Many Immortals have taken pureblood wives Colonel.” Ki'nuq stated. “Their wives have looked beyond what our outward appearance is and seen what we are at our core. Times are changing Colonel… and we must change with them.”


“Pureblood wives?” Co'kal spoke shocked. “Are they insane Ki’nuq? They know… they know the penalty for this action if it is discovered.”


“None of them care anymore Colonel. They want to be free.” Ki'nuq spoke softly. “I do not care anymore.”


Co'kal’s eyes grew wide. “You?” He almost shouted.


Ki'nuq nodded his head. “We have been Blessed Wife and Husband for nearly six years now.” He said. 


“Who?” Co'kal demanded.


Ki'nuq stood a little taller. “Ventash'ma Nedoli’s youngest daughter Felisa.” He answered him confidently.


Co'kal moved closer to him. “Nedoli!” He hissed. “Felisa is seven hundred years your junior! She is his favorite! He is among the worst of…”


“That is not something you need to remind us of Colonel Co'kal.” The female voice filled the area around them. 

Co'kal whirled around to the side and saw the lithe body of the pureblood female unwrap the shadows from around her frame. Co'kal watched her step up to Ki'nuq and press her very lush body against Ki'nuq’s taller and much thicker body quite intimately. Felisa’s long raven black hair fell to the middle of her back, her high cheekbones and full lips giving her an almost dreamlike beauty. Co'kal had to shake his head several times to come to terms with the fact that this breathtaking pureblood female, one who could and no doubt had garnered many advances from the pureblood vampire males, was pressed against Ki'nuq in a manner that was reserved for those who were and had been lovers for some time. Felisa was the youngest and most beautiful of Nedoli’s three daughters, barely a hundred and twenty-nine years of age, and quite obviously there was far more to her than the Coven Media News knew. She was often seen with her father at events across the planet, smiling and laughing, but this was a part of her that no one even suspected. 


He watched as Felisa leaned up on her tip toes and sensuously kissed Ki'nuq’s cheek, while slipping her arm around the front of his waist. “I doubled back three times my husband.” She said softly. “We were not followed.”


Ki'nuq nodded and drew her closer to him. “You have met Felisa before Colonel.” Ki'nuq said.


Co'kal stared at them for a long moment still trying to grasp the situation. “How… how long?” He gasped.


“Six years as Ki'nuq has said.” Felisa asked. “Six of the most glorious years of my life Colonel.”


“You have… you have hid this for that long?” Co'kal asked with some disbelief.


Felisa smiled and glanced at Ki'nuq before turning back to him. “You will find that we have become quite good at hiding ourselves. As so many others have become as well.”


“So I see.” Co'kal spoke. “Your father has… he has no inkling?”


“My father is a power hungry fool who clings to the past like a disease.” Felisa spoke. “My mother knows… my sisters as well. They are the ones who have helped us be together through the years. My mother thinks a great deal of Ki'nuq.””


“Together?” Co'kal almost shouted.


Felisa laughed at his expression. “We have been Blessed husband and wife for almost six years Colonel. Do you think we have not consummated our love before now? We have… on many occasions and each time is more glorious than the last.”


“He does not need the details Felisa.” Ki'nuq spoke with an embarrassed smile.


“I will gladly share each and every detail if that makes the Colonel realize that I love my husband.” Felisa spoke proudly. “I do not see an Immortal Co'kal… I see a man. A man who treats me as a precious jewel and not some trophy. A man who stole my heart the first moment I looked into his eyes.”


“How… how many others?” Co'kal asked.


“There are several hundred remain here within Ydare’s city limits.” Felisa replied. “Many more left Uzu Ozeib 7 when Moran released the Immortals from their oppression.”


“Oppression?” Co'kal spoke looking at her. “You…” He stopped talking as things began to take shape in his head. “I suppose… I suppose oppression would be an adequate word to use. But why… why reveal this to me now?”


Ki'nuq looked at him. “It has become time to act Colonel.” Ki'nuq said. “It is time to act to save ourselves and the Coven.”


Co'kal shook his head. “The Coven is lost Ki'nuq.” He said softly. “Yuri is worst than her mother and when she returns…”


“Yuri is not returning.” Felisa told him now. “Not now. Not ever.”


Co'kal looked at her. “While I admire your confidence in that statement… it is not true.” He said. “She will return and with her will be Moran. He has never trusted our kind to begin with and…”


“It is true Colonel.” Ki'nuq spoke. “We know things that you do not. Things that have come to light in the last eighteen hours.”


“What things?” Co'kal demanded.


“Things that will ultimately change the face of the High Coven.” The new voice spoke. A deep voice brimming with confidence and command. Co'kal whirled around once more only to see the shadows unwrap from around two individuals. Two towering individuals that he knew instantly could only be Immortals. They were different somehow though, their skin a deep bronze color and both of them with short cropped hair. The bone spikes were prominent on the younger one and just beginning to return to their full length on the other. Co'kal’s eyes flew open wide when he realized just who was standing in front of him.


“Cha'talla!” He gasped.


Cha'talla stepped away from Lynom and moved up in front of Co'kal. “It has been a very long time Co'kal my friend. A very long time indeed.”

YDARE

ABANDONED FACTORY 5.6 KILOMETERS OUTSIDE THE CITY PROPER  


“…must be careful Toria my love.” Narice said softly as she leaned against Arrarn’s chest sitting between his legs as she was. Toria was nestled between her legs as Narice used this down time to brush out her long red hair.


They had arrived here six hours before, sneaking in easily aboard their STRIKER while Cha'talla and the others crammed into the rear of the ship. Deneth, Vollenth and Viera rested on the far side of the massive empty factory sharing a large bone. Twenty-three Immortals and fourteen Lycavorian Shock troops from Androcles’s personal Division of Spartans. All of them were scattered about, mingling easily with each other and talking in soft whispers. Every two hours they would switch out their security so that no one became over tired. The HORNET and BISMARCK waited for the signal hidden not far from Uzu Ozeib 7. Closer to the High Coven homeworld than any Union warship had ever been.
 


“Narice… I will have ten of Cha'talla’s men and five Lycavorian Shock Troopers with me.” Toria spoke as she turned her head slightly. “I will be fine.”


Narice leaned forward and nibbled on her lover and fellow wife’s smooth neck. Toria cooed softly in delight and leaned into her attentions. To say this was something Narice never imagined she would discover would be an understatement. She had never been attracted to other women, partly because of the harsh Coven laws preventing such relationships, and partly because she did not really know herself. Meeting Toria on the way to Earth had been the start of finding all she had now. The red haired pureblood was nearly as delicious as Arrarn, and Narice knew she could not live without her now. Neither of them could. She was as much a part of her and Arrarn’s life as was the task of breathing. The pleasure they found in each other’s arms was blissful, and when they were together with Arrarn it went from blissful to idyllic. 


Arrarn Leonidas was younger than both of them, younger than Toria by a much wider margin as she was almost three hundred years old. Narice was six years her husband’s senior, yet no matter their differences in age, Arrarn could and did make them both feel like giddy schoolgirls in their bed. His endurance was far beyond what they possessed, his blood tasted like sweet wine and his attentions to them never wavered. He could drive both of them insane with just his fingers and tongue, and had done so on numerous occasions. While Toria was not as proficient within Mindvoice, she and Arrarn had been working with her nearly every day. They wanted her to feel the love they had for her and each other. They wanted her to be part of everything. For her part, Narice could not see herself without both Toria and Arrarn in her life now. Her half Elf, half Lycavorian husband worshiped her and Toria. He had since their first night together. Their wedding ceremony was very small considering when it had taken place, but Arrarn had promised both of them a ceremony in the future that would shame the gods, and they believed him when he said it. They were part of the Leonidas family now, and for Narice and Toria it seemed so very natural. They were accepted without question, called Princess by everyone except family, and looked up to by so many for leaving behind the hateful lives they had come from to embrace their new future.


“No plan, no matter how perfect, survives contact with the enemy.” Arrarn said now.


Toria chuckled softly. Arrarn liked to quote his father when he was worried about certain things. “Well… our plan does not require contact with the enemy my husband and wife.” Toria quipped at them playfully. “We will be using General Esavorna’s intelligence and accessing the computer core’s from a remote location. There are no Coven troops nearby.”


“That could change quickly Toria.” Narice told her.


“Will you two stop worrying about me?” Toria exclaimed. “You are the ones going into the heart of the lion’s den. The Ruling Assembly Building? That is far more dangerous than a simple intelligence mission.”


Arrarn’s powerful arms closed around both of them and he pulled them closer. He leaned forward and buried his face in Narice’s black hair and nuzzled the back of her neck. “If we stay on our toes, all of us will be alright.” He said softly.


Narice nodded. “Yes we will.” She said.


Toria turned slightly so that she could look at Narice. “What do you think of the Intel we received from Andro? About your sister?”


Narice met her eyes. “I don’t know. It’s hard to picture her with an Immortal. I noticed Pa'cour’s over protectiveness through the years but I never gave it much thought. I thought he was just trying to impress my mother. I guess I was wrong.”


“And the Command Codes?” Toria asked.


“We’ll know soon enough I think.” Narice replied. “Will Andro be back in time?” She asked squeezing Arrarn’s arm.


“If he hasn’t reach Earth he will transmit from the SCIMITAR.” Arrarn spoke. “His last burst was…”


“It was amazing.” Narice said. “Amazing and wonderful.”


Toria nodded. “Yes it was.” She stated. 


Narice’s eyes went to the double doors that they had been using. “Cha'talla is back.” She said softly sensing the now powerful Mindvoice resonance of the Immortal General. “He has the Commander of the Ventash'ma with him.”


Arrarn nodded. “Let’s stick with the plan we have.” He said. “This Colonel needs to see that things are different.”


Narice chuckled as she leaned back against Arrarn. “Well… we could always just let you turn Toria and I into screaming piles of orgasmic flesh like you usually do. That should work quite well.”


Toria nodded with a smile. “Hmmm… yes it would.”


Arrarn shook his head. “I’ve created sex fiends out of both of you.” He said.


“Well… if you weren’t so extremely well gifted and talented husband… that would not be a problem.” Narice spoke boldly.


Arrarn was about to answer when those doors opened and Cha'talla was the first to enter, followed by two Immortals, a pureblood female and finally Lynom. “Time to go to work.” He said finally.


Co'kal’s eyes could not get any wider as he followed Cha'talla into the long abandoned factory’s main production floor. He froze in his spot when he saw the nearly three dozen Immortals and stern faced Lycavorians, not to mention the three very large dragons that rested off to the side. Instinctively his combat senses came alive when he saw the Lycavorians, at least until he realized that many of them sat with Immortals, using each other’s bodies as props to lean against and sleep as soldiers in every army did. All of the Immortals present had obviously taken this magical serum he had heard so much about, for their skin was no longer wrinkled and gray colored. Many of them had hair, with beards and mustaches beginning to come in on their faces. Their bone spikes were easily seen, and they had lost none of the size and musculature of the Akruxian people. Co'kal watched as the female elf moved right up to the younger Immortal he now knew as Cha'talla’s son and embrace him. Co'kal’s eyes were wide as he watched them share a sizzling kiss of love and he realized that she was a half breed female. Half elf and half Lycavorian. And obviously the object of Cha'talla’s son’s attention.


Cha'talla smiled and remained in front of Co'kal seeing where his eyes were. “They are recently married, my son and As'hia. Their affection for each other is contagious.”


Co'kal turned and met Cha'talla’s eyes. “What? Cha'talla… what is…?”


“You are three thousand years my senior Co'kal.” Cha'talla spoke with some pride in his voice. “You helped to train me when I first joined the ranks of the Ventash'ma Guard. You helped to shape me Co'kal. When I heard you still commanded the Ventash'ma Guard I know I needed to come to you.”


“Cha'talla… how did… how did you get back within Coven space without being detected by our planetary defensive system?” Co'kal gasped. “How did… you travel with Lycavorians! No Lycavorian has ever set foot on our homeworld.”


Cha'talla shook his head. “This is not our true homeworld.” He spoke. “This is the world our people were forced to call home when Veldruk destroyed our original homeworld and turned us into his servants. Many of us have adopted this planet as our home and they will fight to protect it, yet they are treated as second class and sometimes third class citizens. The High Coven is crumbling from within Co'kal. It is destroying itself. We have come to keep that from happening and to place the Coven back on the path to redemption.”


“We?” Co'kal asked his eyes widening as he saw the greenish yellow dragon move up behind Cha'talla and settle to the floor of the factory.


Cha'talla nodded and reached up with his hand to stroke the underside of Vollenth’s massive snout. “Yes. Veldruk, Aikiro, Moran… they would have been the downfall of the High Coven. We can not allow that to happen.” He glanced up at Vollenth. “Meet my Bonded Dragon Brother Vollenth Co'kal.”


Co'kal stepped back as that massive head moved closer to him. “You… you are bonded to a dragon!” He gasped. “Like those within the Union?”


Cha'talla nodded his head. “I will not bore you with the details of how that came to be… only that it is.” He said. “Recent events have changed our original plans somewhat… and Narice decided to take a different tact. One that I agree with… and one that could potentially save thousands of lives.”


“Narice?” Co'kal snorted. “Princess Narice?”


Cha'talla nodded and motioned with his hand. “Come with me old friend. See for yourself.”


Cha'talla led him across the factory floor, Co'kal aware that the huge dragon moved nimbly with them and with confident grace for a creature so large. Co'kal saw her then, sitting between the legs of the powerfully built half elf half Lycavorian male, the stunning red head between her legs. That they sat in such an intimate way, pressed against one another as they were, it made Co'kal uncomfortable. He stopped beside Cha'talla only a meter away from them as Narice and the others rose to their feet. Co'kal recognized the half elf pilot Arrarn Leonidas then and his eyes grew even wider. The rumors were true.


Co'kal dropped to one knee instantly and bowed his head as his training over the last millennia had pounded into him. “Princess Narice!” He hissed softly.


Narice stepped forward to stand in front of him. “Get up Colonel Co'kal.” Narice spoke. “You do not bow to me or to anyone.”

Co'kal lifted his eyes and face as he stood slowly, towering over the daughter of Aikiro. She wore a version of the matte black Mark Four ArmorPly that was the mainstay of the Union forces, with a crimson colored cape dangling from her shoulders that was trimmed in gold. He saw that Arrarn Leonidas and the red haired female also wore similar body armor, and all of them were armed to the teeth. “Princess… I… I have no words. I…”


“You never expected to see me again did you Co'kal?” Narice asked. “Not after Moran and the Ventash'ma declared me a traitor to the Coven.”


“No Princess.” He answered honestly. “No I did not.” He looked at her. “Is it true what they say Princess? That you are now his wife and mate? That you went against your mother and sister?”


Narice nodded. “Yes it’s true.” She stated. She turned and looked at Arrarn and Toria for a moment. “When I discovered Toria and then Arrarn… I discovered a different path from the one my mother had us on. A path of my own choosing. I took it. As did my niece Carisia.”


“Then why… why return?” Co'kal asked.


“I am still a vampire Co'kal. I am still a member of the High Coven.” Narice told him. “I do not wish to see the Coven fall.”


“But the… the boy King Androcles… he hates us!” Co'kal protested. “He… after what Aikiro did to his sister… what she ordered. It has the Ventash'ma in an uproar. They fear him more than they fear his father. He is unforgiving!”


Narice nodded. “Yes he is.” She stated.


Arrarn stepped up to Narice now and she took his hand quickly to provide herself with much needed support. “My brother is also not stupid Colonel.” Arrarn spoke. “And he believes strongly in fate and destiny.”


“Destiny?” Co'kal asked.


Arrarn nodded. “Yes.”


“What my Du'ased m'ranndii is saying Co'kal… Androcles believes that the Coven and the Union can coexist. Must coexist.” Narice said. “He believes our futures are intertwined. As do I. That is why we have returned. To take back the Coven.”


“Take back!” Co'kal gasped. “But your sister and Moran… they will…”


Narice held out the data pad to him. “My sister Yuri has renounced all claim to the High Coven seat of power.” She said. “She has decided to follow another path in her life with her Immortal husband.”


“Immortal…” Co'kal nearly shouted as he took the pad and read. His dark eyes grew wide in disbelief. “Pa'cour?” He exclaimed. 


“There are many details that I can fill you in on.” Narice said. “I have only one question for you now. We are ready to begin our attack in a few hours… we have the backing of Admiral Pontal and many of his fellow officers. We have the backing of many of the younger generation of my people. We can do this with limited bloodshed as I said… but we are prepared to do it the hard way if needed. You can help us Co'kal. You can help us change history and put the High Coven on a path of good for once in our existence. Freedom for the High Coven means freedom for all Akruxian Immortals. Freedom to choose their own paths as Ki'nuq and Felisa have. I do not wish to put it to you this way Co'kal… but you are either with us or against us.”


Co'kal looked at her. “I have… I have known nothing but service to the High Coven.” He spoke softly.


Narice nodded. “And you can still serve the High Coven. Yet you would be free to make your own choices Co'kal. Free to live how you want to live… just as so many of your kind already have decided.”


Co'kal looked at Cha'talla. “Then all of it is true?” He asked.


“Look at me Co'kal.” Cha'talla said. “Look at my men. We are no longer what Veldruk intended for us. We have recovered our past and how we looked before Veldruk twisted us and our appearance. See for yourself my friend. We are here because we want to be. We are here because Narice and Androcles believe we can change the future of the High Coven. I have no wish to kill you Co'kal… but I will.” Cha'talla said. “Join us and grasp onto freedom and the change that freedom can bring.”


Co'kal turned back to Narice. His eyes went between her and Arrarn and Toria and then looked all around him at the Immortals and Lycavorians that were intently watching him. He turned back to Narice finally and bowed his head. “Command me Princess.” He said with pride bubbling over into his tone and body language. “Command me and we will be victorious.”


Narice reached out and touched his arm. He looked up at her quickly. “I will not command you Co'kal. I will ask you.” She said. “The future is around the corner… all we have to do is reach out and grab hold.”


Co'kal nodded his head without hesitation. “Then let us grab hold and never look back!” He snapped.

ULU ARCHDEMON 
BETA QUADRANT

VANARI SPACE

ORBITING AUSTROVA 


Arduri Re Mydala’s faced was frozen in an expression of exquisite bliss, her soft green eyes wide and her full lips quivering in unquenchable pleasure. Her glistening body, a mix of her Alkay and her sweat, sat astride Denali and trembled in breath stealing, near uncontrollable orgasms as they cascaded upon her one after the other while Denali exploded forcefully into her depths. Her hands were braced on his broad chest, her nails digging into his skin as Lisisa’s equally naked flesh was pressed against her back and her hands tightly gripping her large, firm breasts while she showered her neck and shoulders with soft, fluttering kisses and sensuous licks of her tongue. Whatever Arduri had been hoping for, whatever she had expected, what had occurred over the last two days had surpassed her expectations a hundred fold. 


Her petite blue body had practically drooled her Alkay for the last two days, most of those two days spent in bed with the man and women she now, quite happily called her husband and wife. Their tryst had been everything she had envisioned, Lisisa tasting like a sweet wine as she drank down her passion, and Lisisa equally engulfed in devouring Arduri’s many curves in every possible way. This had only become ten times as pleasurable, for her and Lisisa both, when Denali had returned to their quarters and discovered them together. Pleasure that had not stopped for what seemed like hours. Arduri had finally discovered what her mother and sisters had discovered. A passion so intense it made their bodies shiver in endless delight. Denali was the largest man she had ever taken inside her without question, and while it had taken him several minutes to fully bury his enormous cock within her, Arduri had cried out in mindless joy when he finally achieved this goal. His lips had come down on hers, Lisisa’s sweet juices already coating her lips and chin, and his kiss had caused her to shudder almost violently in another will breaking orgasm. His kiss alone caused her to feel things that she had never felt before in her life. Arduri was not shy about her sexuality and she thoroughly enjoyed the three Celebrations of the Hundreds that she had attended, but nothing she had experienced during those times had prepared her for the overwhelming ecstasy that had rocked her body for the last thirty-six plus hours. 


Arduri knew that her Alkay would have some effect on Deni and Lisisa, but she never imagined it would increase their desire for each other as well as her. Denali was a machine, taking both Lisisa and her to heights of pleasure that had them screaming his name almost continuously. They had experimented with positions that Arduri had never even thought of, and no matter whether he was thrusting into Arduri or Lisisa, the other was never forgotten or left out. Whether she exploded upon Lisisa’s talented tongue, or she drank from Lisisa’s passion, it didn’t matter. They had lavished Denali with attention, smiling at each other as he twisted and squirmed under their ministrations until he was exploding and they both shared his essence greedily. Arduri also experienced the sensation of their feelings and desire for her within her mind. They had established a Mindvoice connection with her, igniting the dormant power within her just as Andro had done with Caliria. Feeling the love and want and need for her had almost brought Arduri to tears, and when they felt her emotions pour out to them, this all but sealed their union together. Like Lisisa, Arduri would never desire another man in her lifetime she knew. She had found the perfect man… and the perfect woman as far as she was concerned. Their union together felt so right and guided by the Prophets, and this is what Arduri grasped onto and squeezed with all that she was. Any thoughts of Cruor were washed away within the first hours, until all that remained was her desire and need for Deni and Lisisa.


Arduri collapsed upon Deni’s chest finally, her breathing coming in ragged gasps as her racing heart began to try and find some normal beating. Her silver blond hair splayed across his chest and shoulders and mixed with Lisisa’s raven locks as she settled to the bed beside them chuckling softly. 


Lisisa had feared what Denali might do when he discovered them together. He had not seemed to be as interested in Arduri as she was. Lisisa should have know better she told herself. Deni wanted Arduri just as badly as she did, he was just better at hiding these desires. Until he had discovered them locked in a blistering position of mutual pleasure on their bed, their bodies already saturated with sweat and Arduri's Alkay, and their tongues working furiously. Then Denali’s Alpha Wolf presence took over. Their scents, mixed together as they were now, they had driven him into a frenzy almost. He had been out of his clothes and upon them before they knew what was happening. It was Lisisa’s scream of divine penetration that had told them the male they both wanted so badly had arrived. As Deni drove into her with dominating strokes, Arduri’s talented tongue had whipped them both into glorious release so very quickly. And without softening even a little, Deni had taken Arduri next. Only Lisisa’s glistening mound and stiff clit descending on her lips had ceased Arduri’s screams of bliss as Deni took her that first time.


As Arduri shifted her hips on Deni’s lap, his immense cock beginning to soften within the confines of her warmth and tightness, Arduri joined in Lisisa’s chuckling. Followed quickly by Deni as one arm wrapped around Arduri’s waist to grip her firm ass and the other dropped to Lisisa’s naked hip.


“By… by the Prophets!” Arduri gasped as she lifted her head to look at them. “They should never have given us the additional twelve hours.”


Lisisa laughed heartily now and leaned forward to kiss her, Arduri willing accepting her delicious lips and tasting herself on Lisisa’s tongue. “If only they knew what we have been doing with that extra time!” Lisisa gasped as she pulled away.


“I can’t… I can’t get in trouble for this can I?” Deni asked.


“In trouble for what Denali? Making us quiver in your arms.” Arduri asked him playfully as she extended her tongue and lick the moistness from his chin and neck.


“Your… your father is not going to be happy.” Deni said. “He’s not going to be happy that I have made you my wife and mate. Our wife and mate.”


Arduri’s soft green eyes shown in brilliance at his words and she kissed him hard, her large breasts crushed against his chest. Lisisa leaned forward and soon there were three tongues dancing with each other in a most intimate way.


“I do not care what he or anyone says!” Arduri finally said. “I am… I am so blissfully happy with both of you. Knowing that both of you will be in my life for the rest of eternity.”


Lisisa pressed her forehead to Arduri’s. “No less than we are happy.” She said. “Happy that we have found you and what we can share together.”


Arduri looked at Deni and he smiled. “Should I show you again how happy we are?” He asked.


Arduri groaned in delight when he flexed his soft but still huge cock within her. “No! No more!” She gasped. “I… I have no more Alkay to secrete! I am spent.”


Denali rolled over bringing Arduri with him until she was positioned between him and Lisisa. He caught Lisisa’s lips in a sizzling kiss before he slowly withdrew himself from Arduri and heard her gasp in disappointment. They dropped to the bed on either side of her and their arms reached around her blue body to squeeze her tight between them.


“Then we will rest.” Deni said. “We still have five hours until we have to meet Ardan.”


“Sleep would be good.” Lisisa said.


“Hmmm… sleep.” Arduri cooed. “Yes… sleep.”


A silent message of love and commitment passed between Denali and Lisisa before they laid their heads on either side of Arduri’s and let sleep take them into its soothing embrace.


“…look tired Arduri.” Coren spoke as he stepped up next to her where she sat beside Lisisa on the STRIKER as they flew through the atmosphere towards the landing pad Ardan had told them he would meet them at.


Arduri looked up at her father and smiled. “I am fine father… really.” She stated with a neutral voice. She glanced quickly over to Caliria who was also watching her with knowing eyes. Caliria didn’t smile however and simply went back to reading her data pad. Arduri looked back to her father. “I’m fine.” She stated again.


“Arduri… Cruor will be at the pad.” Coren spoke. “Apparently… apparently Ardan took it upon himself to inform Eyon Ahn Vernalo that all marriage contracts will be put on hold until such time as we have greeted the Lycavorian representatives and established a dialogue.” 


“Good for him.” Arduri said. 


“I do not wish a confrontation in front of the Regents who will be waiting with Ardan.” Coren spoke. “Ardan should have let me explain to Eyon what is going on and not spoken with him about this.”


“Cruor knows?” Arduri asked.


“I imagine so… yes.” Coren answered. 


“Then he should not approach me.” Arduri said. “I am… I am not going to change my mind father. Not now. Not ever. And there is nothing anyone can do about it.”


“I know you are not.” Coren spoke softly causing Arduri to look up at him from her seat with surprise in her eyes. 

“You… you are not going to try and convince me otherwise?” Arduri asked.

Coren shook his head. “I have found that my children have little use for what I say lately and much of it is my own fault.” He told her. “All I ask is that you use tact in dealing with him in front of the other Regents.”

“Will he attempt to make a scene?” Lisisa asked softly looking at Coren.

Coren could tell just from the flush of his daughter’s skin and how close she sat to Lisisa Leonidas that they had been together. And if they had been together, then Coren had no doubts that Denali Leonidas had been with them. He was not a fool, and while on Earth he had done much research on the Lycavorian people as a whole as well as their customs. If Denali Leonidas had claimed his daughter as Coren thought, he would not hesitate to strike down any man who tried to force their hand with Arduri. That would not go over well considering what they were going to try and discover. He and Caliria had been working non-stop for the last day and a half, most of it with Dutkne, to determine what their path would be. Over the course of the last thirty-six hours he had discovered much about the Lycavorian people from Dutkne. Much he had never taken the time to learn because of how he felt about them. There was no mistaking the violent anger in Dutkne’s eyes when they spoke of those members of the Protectorate who had to be working with the OSG in kidnapping and enslaving Vanari females. 

He also noticed how Dutkne treated Caliria as well, almost as if she was royalty, and Coren knew well why. His oldest daughter was torn. Torn between what her heart told her and torn between what her mind told her. Her soul was troubled and filled with disquiet. And it was Coren’s fault he knew. He had found her absently stroking the glittering blood red pendant around her neck all of the time now, her eyes far away as if she was remembering things and her face relaxed and almost at peace. However whenever she stopped stroking that pendant and turned to do something, her face became drawn and empty. Coren knew what the significance of the pendant she wore meant for he had questioned Dutkne about it. This only served to strip away another layer of the distrust and hate he felt for the Lycavorian people as a whole. What Androcles had given him; it was the means to insure there would never be peace and helpful cooperation between their peoples. It was also the means to insure that the Lycavorians and the Vanari people became irrefutable allies. Androcles had left it up to him.

Coren turned to Lisisa Leonidas and shook his head slowly. “I do not know.” He told her honestly. “He is brash and arrogant and has been known to publicly demean others, but his father is important and holds much sway over others. It could be embarrassing for him to try something now.”

“There is a way to make sure nothing happens.” Lisisa said. “Aside from talking that is.”

Coren looked at her. “Yes.”

“Your people have designated a place for Jeth and Aradace to stay?” Lisisa asked.

Coren nodded. “It is the same estate we use for visiting dignitaries yes. There is a large storage facility next to the main compound where you will be staying and that has been made ready for them.”

“Let them go with Arduri and she can be the one to show them where it is.” Lisisa said. 

Coren looked at her for a moment. The Vanari were still largely unaware of the existence of dragons, and seeing the two dragons that would exit the ship with Denali and Lisisa would be a first. It would also serve as quite the dampener on anything Cruor might attempt and was a very discrete action as well. He nodded his head at her. “That would certainly do the trick.” He said.

“I do not want to leave you or Denali.” Arduri said forcefully.

Coren watched as Lisisa reached out and took her hand, bringing it to her lips and kissing her knuckles. “And you won’t.” She stated affectionately. “Deni would never allow that… and nor will I. I assume though that we will be needed to speak with Ardan and the others alone?” She asked looking at Coren.

Coren nodded. “After the initial greeting takes place yes.”

“And no one else will be allowed?” Lisisa said.

“Just you and your security and members of the SBR.” Coren replied.

Lisisa nodded. “Then you can go with Jeth and Aradace.” She spoke looking at Arduri. “When we return… you can show us around your city. If I know Deni he will be anxious to sample all of your food.” She finished with a smile.

Arduri nodded and smiled. “I know of two very good places I will take you.” She said.

Coren saw the brightness in his daughter’s face when she spoke to Lisisa and he felt another of those multiply layers being stripped away once more. “Then it is settled.” He said.

Arduri turned back to him. “Yes.”

Coren hid his sigh of relief for he knew how stubborn his daughters were turning out to be. They were taking after their mother in almost every way. Naesta did not even want to talk with him before he left and in many ways that showed him how far he had fallen in their eyes. He nodded his head too Lisisa in silent thanks and then turned to move back to his seat beside Caliria.


“There!” Dutkne pointed to the massive windowed building that was stretched out over the river three thousand feet below them. “That is the Vanari Regents Building.” He told Denali who stood next to him in the cockpit.


Deni whistled softly. “Impressive.” He said.


Dutkne nodded his head. “Say what you will… but when it comes to modern architecture, the Vanari are the best.” He looked at Deni with a smile. “Though from what I saw of Eden City… the elves and humans of Earth are not far off.”


“You’ve spent a lot of time with Coren Re Mydala these last hours.” Deni spoke looking at him.


Dutkne nodded. “You and Lisisa got the better looking Re Mydala though.” He said with a smile. “Is that as serious as it appears?”


Deni didn’t hesitate. “Yes.” He answered him confidently. “It’s not something I had ever envisioned. Lisisa saw it before me… she usually does… but it’s serious now. Very serious.”


Dutkne nodded. “Good.” He said. 


“And Coren?” Deni asked.


Dutkne shrugged his broad shoulders. “Hard to tell right now.” He replied. “You saw the message Andro left for him?”


Deni nodded. “Andro doesn’t hide things from me. From any of us. You should know that as his Val'istar.”


Dutkne rolled his eyes at that. “Please… let’s not go there.” He stated with a grin. “Coren doesn’t know what to make of it. He sees that his ex-wife and all of his children have taken up with members of a species he has despised for centuries, but Andro’s message to him… putting the future of our relations in his hands… that threw him for a very large loop.”


Denali nodded his head. “I’m sure.” He said. “Was it wise to do that though Dutkne?”


Dutkne looked at him. “I didn’t think so at first… Andro insisted. He has a sense for people that staggers my ability to comprehend. I’ve heard your father is similar.”


Deni nodded. “True.”


Dutkne nodded. “Coren Re Mydala is a politician through and through.” He said. “But he is one of the best. He didn’t make it to the SBR because of his good looks I’ll tell you. His family has something to do with his rise to power, but he is very good at what he does or they would never have appointed him to the Senior Board of Regents. He’s shrewd and when he is thinking straight… he’s downright devious.”


“You think we have something to worry about with him?” Denali asked. “He can raise the Vanari against Lycavorians and all this could come crashing down around us you know.”


Dutkne nodded. “He could… but I don’t think he will. He and Caliria have been working for the last thirty-six hours to try and determine whom and how many of the Vanari may be involved in this little slave trade thing they got going. If it infects the top tier of the Vanari, it could be a reason why we have not become better allies before now.”


“We are not allies just yet.” Deni said.


“No… that will be up to you and Lisisa.” Dutkne said. “I’m only along on this ride to find the traitors within my our people and make them pay. And help Coren and Caliria find what they need too to bring this slavery thing to an end.”


“If the OSG are as insinuated into the Vanari government as deeply as Andro suspects, we could find ourselves in a bit of a bind.” Deni spoke.


Dutkne nodded. “We’ll know shortly after our private meeting with the Regents how deeply the OSG are involved.” He said. “What you will tell them at that meeting will determine how quickly they try to come after us or discredit us.” Dutkne looked at him. “Coren’s security is in place?”


Deni nodded. “They went down when we first arrived. The additional twelve hours that Ardan asked to prepare was a blessing.”


Dutkne nodded. “It could also be a curse.” He said. “Ardan’s family and the Re Mydala family have been intertwined deeply for hundreds, if not thousands of years. I don’t know how Coren feels about Ardan possibly being the biggest traitor of them all.”


“I guess we are going to find out rather soon.” Denali asked.


Dutkne nodded. “Yes we are.”

VANARI BOARD OF REGENTS ASSEMBLY BUILDING

CITY OF MYDALA

NORTHEAST LANDING PAD


To say that the six Vanari Regents and three other political figures that stood with Ardan on the landing pad were intimidated would have been an understatement. 

When Denali and Lisisa exited the STRIKER DT down the ramp with Jeth and Aradace behind them and Arduri between them, all six men and three women took large steps backwards with huge eyes. Ardan had warned them. He had warned them of how this new branch of the Lycavorian people were and of the huge dragons that they fought with. Even in their ancient lore, nothing in Vanari history came close to the two massive beasts that exited the STRIKER DT. The female Regent closest to Ardan reached for his arm. 

“Ardan?” She gasped.

Ardan looked at her. “I did tell you Ella.” He spoke quickly.

“They... they are so large!” Ella Ra Shaiel stammered her dark green eyes wide in both fear and disbelief.


Ardan nodded. “Yes they are... and they understand everything we say.” He spoke.


“These... these beasts are that intelligent?” The tall and well dressed man asked. He was not a Vanari but the leader and delegate to a species that were very similar to the Lycavorians in both appearance and genetic history.


“Yes.” Ardan spoke. “I have seen it myself. They fight beside the men and women who ride them. It is frightening to say the least.”


The Rothryn people were actually an offshoot of the Lycavorian people that were known to the Protectorate. They were a Caste based society that had the same basic genetic structure as Lycavorians but were unable to shift their forms. They had the heightened senses and healing systems, the same endurance and reflexes, almost the exact same makeup as the Lycavorian people. For all intents and purposes they were Lycavorians who could not transform into the wolves that they were meant to be. They were not so much an insular society as they were an introverted one. Their technology was very modern, yet they chose to remain reclusive in their dealings with other species. They traded with the Vanari people on a regular basis and even had an embassy on Austrova, and relations between them were very open and friendly. 

Dutkne had never been able to figure out what exactly the Vanari saw in the Rothryn people that they did not see in the Lycavorian people and his eyes narrowed as he came down the ramp of the STRIKER and saw them standing among the Vanari Regents. He recognized two of the additional regents right away, both of them men who were close friends with Ardan and Coren. He didn’t recognize the third man or the female Regent. He didn’t hasten to catch up with Denali who was whispering to Lisisa and Arduri as they walked towards the group, but he reached out to Denali within Mindvoice. He knew Denali must have scented the Rothryn people right away and he was asking her about them.


[They are called Rothryn.] Dutkne spoke calmly.


Deni didn’t look back but did slow his gait somewhat as he included both Lisisa and Arduri within the connection Dutkne had established. [They are Lycavorians!] Deni exclaimed. [I can smell them from here Dutkne!]


[They are an offshoot of our people yes.] Dutkne answered. [They occupy a rather large caste like society on the Vanari border.]


[You didn’t tell us this Dutkne.] Lisisa spoke.


[I did not think they would be here.] He answered. [As I said... they are a caste society and do not often associate with other species. They keep to themselves for the most part.]

[What are they like?] Deni asked.

[Their people are proud and capable. I believe they are broken into three different castes or cultures. Nobles, warriors and then workers. The workers are the lowest caste but if our intelligence is accurate the Rothryn have no poverty or unskilled men or women. The castes do not usually associate between each other. It’s almost as if all of them know what their status in life is and they accept it. They have trading agreements with the Vanari and other governments within the quadrant, but you do not often see them outside their own space. Their military is very well trained and equipped though not large in comparison to the Union or even the Vanari for that matter. They have an embassy here... but since they have never shown an interest in dealing with the Protectorate I never saw the reason to reach out to them. They don’t seem to like us very much and even though I have offered to open communications they have rebuked them.]


[Why?] Deni asked.


[They are nearly a perfect genetic match to our people... but they can not shift their forms as we can.] Dutkne answered. [I have always been of the mind that they resent us for this fact because in all reality they are Lycavorians as you said Deni. I am surprised that they are here to be honest. They have never shown much of an interest in the Protectorate. I don’t understand why Ardan would invite them.]


[Smoke screen.] Deni answered.

[What do you mean?] Dutkne asked.

[To keep our attention focused somewhere else.] Deni explained.


[He reveals to these Rothryn that we are Lycavorians in the hopes that it will divert our attention from what our real goal is in coming here.] Lisisa said. 


[You think he has involved them in what he is doing?] Dutkne asked.


[Possibly... but more than likely it is simply to keep us occupied.] Deni spoke. 


[Well... the man to Ardan’s left is the leader of the Rothryn. His name is Praetor Dyack. The two others beside him are his sons Kelelm and Anroth. Once again if our Intel is accurate, Dyack has been in power for the last seven hundred and fifty years. Elections are held every hundred years for Praetor, and he has won all seven with very clear majorities.] Dutkne spoke. [Aside from that we know very little.] 

[I guess we will be finding out then.] Denali spoke.


Their conversation ended as Deni stepped up to Ardan who held out his arms for him.


“Ah… welcome to Austrova Denali Leonidas.” Ardan exclaimed taking his arms. 


“It is truly an honor to be here Regent Vu Lamurrion.” Deni spoke bowing his head slightly in respect. It was an action that everyone present saw. Denali quickly stepped to the side and drew Lisisa closer with his hand. “My mate and wife Lisisa.” He spoke.


Ardan knew of her of course and he took her arms as well. “It is my distinct hope that we are able to forge a friendship in the next days and weeks Princess.”


Lisisa smiled and also bowed her head slightly. “That is ours as well.”


Ardan smiled and turned to the others behind him. “Please… allow me to introduce you.” He spoke motioning to the other Regents. “I present Regent Litra Vhn Dastle our Regent of Finance.”


Deni and Lisisa both bowed their head slightly and greeted the man with handshakes. Ardan introduced them to all of the Vanari Regents present, the Regent of Defense, the Regent of State Matters and the Regent of Law among them. When he turned to introduce them to the Rothryn representatives Denali got a good look at this Dyack person. He appeared to be several thousand years old at least, with wavy dark brown hair touched by gray. His face appeared very relaxed but his eyes held wisdom and calculating knowledge in them.


“Allow me to introduce Praetor Dyack of the Rothryn Republic.” Ardan said. “And his two sons Anroth and Kelelm”


Denali looked at the man as he held out his hand. “An honor sir.” He spoke cautiously.


Dyack took the offered hand and nodded. “For us as well.” He answered.


“You are Lycavorian!” Deni said quickly. He saw the look of irritation on Dyack’s face very briefly before it was gone. A look of irritation that remained on the face of the youngest son Anroth but did not make it to the oldest son Kelelm. Ardan’s face had also taken on a worried expression but it quickly passed when Dyack shook his head and he smiled a warm smile.


“From a medical standpoint we are gentically the same as Lycavorians.” Dyack explained to him. “However we do not have the wondrous ability to shift our forms as you do. We have called ourselves Rothryn as long as our history books go back. We are proud of that name.”


Denali caught the tension and shifted tact quickly. “As well you should be sir.” He spoke seeing Dyack relax even more at his words. He squeezed Lisisa’s hand. “My wife and mate Lisisa.” He spoke.


It was the youngest son who stepped forward. “Your scent is not fully Lycavorian.” He spoke in an almost accusatory tone.


“Anroth!” Dyack hissed softly.


Lisisa smiled. “It is alright.” She said. “And you are correct. I’m half vampire.” Lisisa told them. “However my Lycavorian blood is more dominant.”


“We… we were under the impression your branch of Lycavorians hated vampires.” The oldest son Kelelm spoke now. “Your own Val'istar gave us history books that relate the history of this High Coven. This vampire empire and how you were enslaved by them for millennia. We were under the impression this war was still going on.”


Denali nodded his head. “It has not been much of a war for the last thousand years.” He stated. “And there are millions of vampires who call the Union home and have for centuries. They are honored and welcome members of the Union.”


Kelelm’s face squinted a bit and he nodded. “This is interesting.” He spoke softly.


“You are the oldest of your father’s sons then? The Crown Prince.” Dyack asked. “We express our sincere condolences for the loss of your father. Regent Vu Lamurrion has told us he was considered a great leader of men.”


Deni glanced quickly at Lisisa before nodding his head. Ardan had not revealed that their father still lived. This was interesting. “Thank you for your words sir. But I am not the oldest son and thankfully I’m not the Crown Prince either! I wouldn’t want that job for anything.” He spoke trying to be humorous.


Dyack and his sons looked semi confused and Ardan stepped in. “Androcles is the oldest of the Union King’s sons. The Crown Prince. Denali is the second pureblood son of the King and his Lycavorian wife.”


“So you are a vanguard Prince Denali Leonidas?” Dyack asked with a smile. “Your brother’s eyes?”


Denali shrugged. “I prefer my own eyes sir.” He spoke. “I have come because Androcles is busy with matters concerning our people. He plans right now to come here in seven or eight weeks. It is at that time we will formally dissolve the Protectorate and merge them into the Union.”


Dyack looked genuinely surprised at this and he glanced at his sons quickly. “We were not aware of this.” He said finally turning back to Deni.


Denali shook his head. “Most people outside of the Protectorate aren’t aware of it. Not yet anyway. That is why I am here in a sense.” He said. “It is also the main reason Dutkne has returned with us now. As my brother’s Val'istar… he will insure the transition goes smoothly.”


“So you are expanding into the Beta Quadrant?” Anroth asked in a low voice. A voice filled with open distrust now.


Denali looked at him. They were of the same height and basic build, but Denali’s frame was much more muscular while Anroth’s build was leaner and spoke of great speed. “We are rejoining with our people.” Denali answered. “People that were separated from us after the Black Day.”


Kelelm nodded. “Yes… the day these vampires conquered your people.” He said. “Your history books say billions lost their lives during this time. Yet you persevered. An honorable trait.”


“The Rothryn have never been conquered!” Anroth spoke arrogantly and it was Lisisa who looked at him now.


“Perhaps the right force of people have just not come along yet.” She stated plainly.


All of them looked surprised at her statement and Anroth glared at her. Dyack quickly moved closer to Denali. “Prince Leonidas… I officially ask for you to attend a dinner at our embassy. Perhaps when you have a free moment from your dealings with the Vanari.” His invitation sounded very sincere.


Denali nodded his head. “I would like that sir.” He said. “We…”


Denali! Aradace’s voice echoed within his mind unshielded.


Dyack and the his sons easily heard the word within Mindvoice and they watched as Deni and Lisisa both turned to look behind them at the bluish scaled beast and the even larger dark purple scaled monster.


It is alright sister. Deni spoke. Calnamarno will go with you and Jeth. Lisi and I will join you later.


Be mindful Deni. Jeth’s deeper voice spoke now as they saw Arduri scrambling up into the saddle on his back fearlessly. It… it smells funny here.


We will be brother. Lisisa spoke. Speak shielded from now on as well.


Dyack looked at the back of her head when she said that and then suddenly the words vanished from his mind, though the Mindvoice tremors remained quite strongly. They were blocking his ability to listen to their conversation.


[You suspect something?] Aradace asked.


[These Lycavorians… or Rothryn. They can Mindvoice and there is no reason to let them hear what we are saying.] Denali spoke. [We will join you in a few hours. And make sure that fool does not bother Calnamarno.]


[Ah… I will handle Cruor.] Arduri echoed playfully.


Denali and Lisisa both smiled as they watched Arduri point in an easterly direction and then both Jeth and Aradace exploded into the skies above Mydala. The first dragons to ever do so. They turned back to see Dyack and his sons watching them intently.


Dyack looked at Deni. “You call… you call them… dragons.” He said. “They are… they are beasts but you refer to them as brother and sister. Why?”


It was Lisisa who responded and her sharp tongue stunned all of the Rothryn. “Where we come from sir… it is considered exceptionally rude to invade on the surface thoughts of another person.”


Anroth stepped forward and opened his mouth to speak harshly but Dyack held up his hand. “No!” He hissed softly. “The Princess is correct.” He stated. “Our apologies to both of you. Our abilities within Mindvoice are a natural thing to us and we sometimes can not control it.”


Lisisa stared at him for a long moment knowing that the lie was buried within rhetoric. She glanced at Deni and shook her head minutely. She saw him slowly unclench his right fist and the soft bluish light vanished quickly. Denali turned to look at Dyack. “They are not beasts sir!” He spoke firmly. “They are sentient lifeforms who are far more intelligent than many others we have met in the past. They speak only within Mindvoice and we call them brother and sister because we are bonded to them within Mindvoice.”


Dyack looked at him oddly. “Bonded?” He asked. “What do you mean?”


Ardan had been standing there watching the exchange and now he took the time to step forward and intervene. “Perhaps that conversation is best left for when the Prince and Princess meet with you for dinner Praetor Dyack. We have much to do.”


Dyack looked at Ardan and nodded. “Of course Regent… forgive me.” He turned back to Denali. “Say three nights from now. The Rothryn embassy? Or would you prefer on your ship perhaps? I understand she is beautiful.”


“Your embassy is fine sir.” Denali replied. “The ARCH DEMON is… she is not prepared to meet visitors.”


Dyack nodded his head and bowed slightly. “An honor it is to meet you then and I look forward to three days from now.”


Deni nodded as Ardan took his and Lisisa’s arms and began to lead them away. Anroth and Kelelm moved closer to their father as they watched them leave the landing pad. 


“They blocked me father.” Kelelm spoke softly. “They shut me out of their conversation with the… those dragons.”


Dyack nodded. “Me as well.” He stated.


“You?” Anroth asked with surprise.


Dyack nodded his head slowly. “It appears their Mindvoice capabilities are far in excess of what we first thought. Even more so than those within the Protectorate. Those Lycavorians within the Protectorate can shield their thoughts from us when they speak but not with such devastating efficiency as these members of the Union it seems.”


“What did they mean they are Bonded to those dragons?” Kelelm asked.


“I do not know… but it will be very interesting to try and discover this.” Dyack said.


“She needs to show more respect to her betters!” Anroth hissed softly.


“She is a Princess Anroth.” Dyack answered him calmly. “While we treasure our wives and mates, I am beginning to think that perhaps those within this Lycavorian Union allow their women to partake of many more things than we do. They have many more options in their lives it appears.”


“Our wives and mates are our strength father.” Kelelm said. “Why would we risk them in other endeavors?”


“We do not… but I believe this Lycavorian Union does. And I don’t believe it is a risk to them.” He stated. He turned to Anroth. “Do not ever again attempt to raise your voice harshly to a female Anroth! Especially one that is obviously mated to another! I have told you about this before! You cling to ideas and history that you learned in school that is no longer accepted among our people! It needs to end! And you assume too much by saying you are her better!”


Anroth dropped his eyes. “I am used to our females being more respectful father.” He said. “And there are many who still honor the old ways.”


“They are respectful because we treat them with respect and we honor them. They are our future Anroth!” Dyack said. “I have not spent the last two hundred and fifty years trying to garner support in our Parliament for more rights for our females only to see you resort to the type of action that many of our older males cling to. This is not how things will be! You will act as I expect you to act or you will no longer take part in political matters!”


“I do not share your sentiment father.” Anroth spoke firmly. “We are stronger than the other packs because of you and what you have done, but you push us too fast towards a future many do not want.”


“I know you do not agree with me… but while I am Praetor you will act in a civilized manner! And if we do not push for change in our future we will become stagnant and never advanced past what we have achieved. I will drag the other packs into the future snarling and biting if I have too! I will not allow them to send us cascading backwards!” Dyack snapped at him harshly. “These Lycavorians are obviously very different in some ways from those within the Protectorate Anroth. And it appears that some of them at least are far more advanced in Mindvoice skills than we were led to believe.”


“Physical manifestation of Mindvoice power.” Kelelm said softly.


Dyack looked at his oldest son quickly. “You saw it as well?”


Kelelm nodded. “He kept it well hidden but I caught the fingers of it as he released it.” He answered. “Soft blue color around his hand. And his mate kept him from unleashing it. Did you see her nod?”


Dyack nodded as well. “Yes. She has a great influence over him. Just as your mother does with me. A sign of a strong and powerful connection and union.”


“Saw what?” Anroth asked. “What did you see?”


Dyack turned back to look at Denali and Lisisa as they walked with the Vanari Regents. “Something I have sought to obtain for many generations. It is the reason why I have pushed our people to expand their MV abilities and truly work on them.” He said softly. “The physical manifestation of Mindvoice power. The ability to use it as a tool or a weapon.”


Kelelm nodded. “He was about to hit you brother.” Kelelm spoke. “Hit you with this very thing had you uttered a sound of disrespect towards his mate. I could see it in his eyes.”


“It appears this branch of our people have this ability.” Dyack spoke. “To what extent we will need to find out.”


“That won’t be easy father. And it may well be dangerous and backfire on us.” Kelelm said.


Dyack shook his head. “No it won’t be easy. But it may be the only way to insure the survival of our people and keep them from falling back into the barbaric dredges of our past.” Dyack said. Dyack turned to his oldest son. “Discover what you are able about this brother Androcles through our Vanari contacts Kelelm. Be discrete. He is obviously the power of their throne now and it is he who we will need to deal with. The better impression we make on this Denali when he comes for dinner, the better our chances of succeeding, for he will surely pass this information on to this Androcles.”


Kelelm nodded. “Very well.”


“And contact your sisters as well. Have them join us here.” Dyack said.


“Why?” Anroth asked quickly. “We should just take one of them and discover what we want by interrogation and experimentation.”


“Your sisters have never left our homeworld and now would be a good time to make that happen.” Dyack said looking at him. “And both of them are far stronger within Mindvoice than you my son. And far more subtle as you have just proven. We have only just met them and you wish to take prisoners and resort to methods that are brutal and unnecessary.”

“They are methods that work father.” Anroth spoke. “We have done it with those fools from the Protectorate.”

“I did not authorize that!” Dyack hissed savagely as he whirled on his son. “That was Barnak’s doing! And what did he achieve? Nothing!”

“He uses proven methods father.” Anroth spoke. “The subjects were injured and he pushed them too far before allowing them to heal. He won’t make the same mistake again.”

“I will not let him!” Dyack snarled. “His methods are not methods I will tolerate! There are always better ways!” Dyack turned away from Anroth before his anger truly built. “I will talk with Regent Ra Shaiel and get her permission for your mother to show your sisters around the city with an escort of course. I want them present for the dinner also. Their latent abilities in Mindvoice may serve us better in discovering what we need. We will do this my way while I am Praetor. We need allies… not enemies. We have enough of those within our own people.”

VANARI BOARD OF REGENTS ASSEMBLY BUILDING

SENIOR BOARD OF REGENTS PRIVATE CHAMBERS


Denali was much like his brothers and father. He did not have much use for the meetings and squabbling of life long politicians. It was only Lisisa’s soothing aura that kept him from fidgeting frequently in his chair and looking bored and uninterested. Her slim hand rested on the top of his on the table, her long fingers stroking his knuckles and allowing her female aura and MV resonance to filter through their physical contact. It had been her mother Aricia who had shown her how to manipulate her aura in this way after she and Deni had announced their love and union to everyone. It was something she was teaching Arduri to do within Mindvoice since she did not have the same female aura as a wolf. Some people would have called it a form of control… but to Lycavorians it was a sign of the commitment and love between mates.


The half dozen Regents at the table with Ardan and Coren were going over the large amount of Intelligence and information that Denali had given them. It was not all there Deni and Lisisa both knew… as did Coren Re Mydala… but it was enough to get a general reaction from the Vanari people as a whole. After a full thirty-seven minutes by Denali’s estimate one of them men looked up at where he sat between Lisisa and Dutkne.


“This… this information is astounding to say the least Prince Denali.” He stated in a neutral tone of voice.


Deni nodded. “Yes I imagine it is Regent Nejesh.” He spoke.


“Astounding is not the word I would use Yithal Ashr Nejesh.” The second man spoke. “May we ask how you obtained it?” Alrerin Sha Harael asked from his chair at the head of the table.


Denali looked at him. Dutkne had informed him that this was the senior Vanari Regent on the entire planet and the head of the SBR. His influence was wide ranging and powerful among the Vanari people. He was considered an icon in their history and was one of the oldest Vanari alive in their empire.


“Some of it was obtained through the OSG agent that we captured and some of it came from data banks within the base my brother destroyed.” Denali answered. “The rest came from different sources that our Krypteria Intelligence discovered.”


“So this came from an OSG agent who was desperate to save her life. A mercenary base within your quadrant of space that was selling our females and an Intelligence Agency that we know nothing about.” Alrerin spoke.


Deni was about to reply when Dutkne leaned forward. “The Intelligence is very accurate Regent Sha Harael.” He spoke. 


“So you say Director General Dutkne.” Alrerin spoke. “Vanari Intelligence has never presented any of this information to us.”


“Perhaps Vanari Intelligence was told not too.” Dutkne said.


“You sit there and accuse us?” Nejesh hissed at him. “You, who kidnapped and then facilitated one of our Regents and three of our Cadre Commandos in disobeying our laws!”


“I accuse no one Regent Nejesh.” Dutkne answered. “The data is there in front of you. As for kidnapping Regent Re Mydala and her daughters… that is not true regardless of what you have been told or believe. They would have gone to the Alpha Quadrant regardless and I think Regent Vu Lamurrion and Regent Re Mydala will both concur based on what they saw that our actions kept them safe.”


“They were breaking our laws.” Alrerin spoke more calmly. “They were doing so with full knowledge of their actions. Coren and Ardan were acting to bring them back and keep our people safe!”


“What they were doing was not my concern.” Dutkne told him. “I took them aboard the TALON OF JUSTICE because I knew what they were going into and I did not want to see them come to harm. Or is that so hard to believe? That a Lycavorian did not want harm to come to a Vanari?”


Alrerin stood up. “And yet only one of them returned to face punishment for their actions in this matter.” He spoke. 


Denali folded his arms across his broad chest and his words left Lisisa brimming with pride and happiness. “Arduri Re Mydala returned for only one reason and that was to void out the contract of marriage that she entered into with Cruor Ahn Vernalo per your own laws. She is my wife and mate now and she will not be punished for anything.”


“And now you dictate to us what we will do?” Nejesh snapped.


“If need be… I will send her back to my ship and that is where she will remain.” Denali told him. “Unless free choice for your females is not something that you allow anymore!”


“Your own reports here indicate that Devra Re Mydala allowed herself to become wife to one of your Durcunusaan soldiers.” Ella Ra Shaiel spoke now. “And Naesta Re Mydala refused to return for similar reasons because of a Lycavorian and one of your mother’s sisters! This board was already aware of Nirilo Re Mydala and his relationship with a Lycavorian woman from the Protectorate. Are we suppose to believe the Lycavorians had nothing to do with this?”


Deni nodded. “Staying behind was their choice. No one forced them.” He said sitting back in his chair. “I guess they found something that they wanted more than returning here.”


“How do we know that?” Yithal barked.


“Are you accusing us of keeping them against their will sir?” Deni asked.


Ardan held up his hands. “Please… everyone. This is not productive!”


“I came here as a representative of my brother and the Lycavorian Union.” Denali spoke more calmly than Lisisa realized he could. “I did not come here to be accused of acts with which we had no involvement in.”


“We thank you for rescuing our females.” Alrerin spoke. “And allowing Ardan to return them to their families… but this does not excuse what has happened.”


Deni looked at him. “What exactly has happened?” He asked.


“The very  information you gave to us implicates your people in the kidnapping and trafficking of Vanari females.” Nejesh snapped. 


Deni turned his head and looked at Dutkne wide eyed. “This is a joke right?” He asked.


Dutkne shrugged. “I did warn you and Androcles both.” He said. 


Denali turned back to Regent Nejesh. “That intelligence implicates the Vanari as well!” He snapped. 


“None of what you have presented to us is proves complicity by those within the Vanari Empire.” Nejesh spoke. “Vanari Intelligence has never brought this type of information to us nor have they even raised the remote possibility it could be true. This information has however confirmed what our Intelligence has suspected in the past… and that is Lycavorian assistance of the OSG.”


“Elements within the Protectorate yes…” Dutkne hissed. “Not our people as a whole.”


“You are all Lycavorians are you not?” Ella asked calmly. “All the information we have indicates that the branch of your people that Prince Leonidas comes from is even more violent than your own General Director Dutkne. Is that not true?”


“So we bring you proof that elements of your own people are involved with the slavery and selling of your females and you just dismiss it?” Lisisa asked. “Does your arrogance extend that far?”


“It is not arrogance to say that the Vanari are far more civilized than your people.” Ella spoke haughtily.  


Lisisa’s dark green eyes narrowed. “Is that a fact?” She snarled softly.


“Lisi?” Deni spoke.


She met his gaze. “She just called us savages Deni!” Lisisa hissed. She reached down and took the pad beside her hand and practically tossed it across the table at the woman. “And I suppose you not being able to find a counter agent to the OSG chemical compound after so many years and just accepting what they do to you makes you better huh?”


“You know nothing of what you speak Princess Leonidas.” Ella stated.


“No?” Lisisa snapped right back. “Then tell me how Caliria Re Mydala was months away from finding a counter agent to the OSG chemical and she did it all within the last decade! Tell me that!”


“What fool hardy notion is this?” Ella said picking up the data pad and beginning to read. Her eyes grew wider as she did and finally she looked up and directly at Coren. “Coren were… were you aware of this?” She gasped.


Coren shook his head. “Only after we discovered she had been taken.” He replied.


“She was willingly violating one of our longest standing laws!” Ella snapped. “There is no counter agent for the OSG chemical.”


“You better check your facts on that!” Lisisa snapped. “When my mother combined the data that Caliria had worked on and put together, she was able to fashion the last components to a counter agent within days!” She leaned forward across the table. “The cure is on the last page of that pad. All you need to do is begin mass producing it and within two months you can inoculate all of your females. The OSG will have no hold on you any longer!”


“This is nonsense!” Nejesh declared. “In the thousands of years before we outlawed this research our people were never able to fashion a counter agent! You expect us to believe that your people did this is only a few days.”


“Our mother is Hadarian.” Denali spoke. “And she’s damn good at her work.”


“Hadarian?” Alrerin spoke now looking at Ardan. “The Healers?”


Ardan nodded his head. “Yes.”


“I saw it work myself.” Coren spoke up for the first time. “There were two females who had been prisoner longer than Caliria and the others. You know how long term exposure to the OSG agent affects our females Ella. I saw two of them at this stage and when they were given this counter agent, their condition improved within hours. Within days they were completely recovered. Physically that is.”


“And where are they?” Ella snapped. “These two young women?”


“Both of them chose to remain behind on Earth.” Ardan replied. 


“For what purpose?” Alrerin asked sharply. “They should have been brought back here so that we could have studied their ordeal and how they were healed.”


Ardan looked at him. “They chose not to return for precisely that reason.” He answered. “Neither of them wanted to be subjugated to further testing by our own people.”


“You should have forced them to return Ardan!” Ella snapped. “They do not… they do not belong among those people.”


“I explained this to them… but I was not allowed to physically have them removed.” He answered.


“With good reason obviously!” Lisisa snapped.


“How do we know that they are not somehow responsible for making this chemical and then giving it to the OSG?” Ella snapped. “If their mother can supposedly find a counter agent to it so quickly then it is more likely she helped to design it in the first place!”


Deni rose to his feet no longer able to keep his anger in check. “Yeah… we’re done here.” He spoke.


Nejesh glared at him. “We are not done! We have more questions you need to answer!”


Deni looked at him. “Nubou you!” He growled. “We came here hoping to find friends and allies. I certainly don’t intend to sit here and let you interrogate us like we are common criminals or accuse one of my mothers of doing something heinous when this is supposed to be a diplomatic mission.”


“We want to know more about this intelligence you give to us!” Nejesh snapped.


Denali held up the data pad in his hand. “No Regent Nejesh… this is what you need to know.” He spoke harshly. “This is an order signed by my brother. Seven weeks from now when the Protectorate officially becomes part of the Lycavorian Union, all trade contracts and with the Protectorate and the Vanari Empire will be suspended immediately. All trade… and I do mean all trade sir; it will cease immediately. The Protectorate will become a member of the Lycavorian Union and subject to our laws and guidelines. Vanari trade ships will no longer be allowed to cross through Protectorate space for any reason. The Protectorate embassy here in Austrova will be closed and all Lycavorian citizens asked to return home. The Non-Aggression Treaty signed by Dutkne’s father will remain in place unless the Vanari which to dissolve this as well.”


All of the Regents present with the exception of Coren and Ardan stared at Denali as if he was mad.


“You can’t… you can’t possibly be serious?” Alrerin gasped.


“I’m very serious.” Denali answered. 


Alrerin looked at Dutkne. “Director General Dutkne… you can’t be in support of this?” He stammered.


Dutkne shrugged his shoulders. “Regent Alrerin… I have been disgusted with the Vanari people and their treatment of mine for many decades. Now that we have discovered our brothers and sisters within the Union I will revert to the role I was meant to play. A role that I have come to accept. I will act as Androcles’s Senior Advisor and friend. Denali Leonidas is being very patient with all of you considering how you have treated and accused both him and his mate… but I can guarantee that patience does not extend to Androcles. He is much more… blunt would be an accurate if not lesser term. He will have nothing to do with men and women who have no use for him or our people. He will not talk or trade with a species that considers the Lycavorian people savages. The Vanari are well known for their contributions to galactic society as a whole in the Beta Quadrant, but they are also known for their arrogance as well. Androcles Leonidas doesn’t deal well with arrogance.” Dutkne got to his feet. 


“So you do threaten us?” Nejesh barked.


“Telling you that we will no longer trade goods or items with the Vanari is not a threat Regent Nejesh.” Dutkne spoke calmly. “It is simply a statement of fact. That you can not see the difference is not my problem.” 


Ardan came to his feet now as well. “Please everyone… we must not rush to judgment!” He pleaded. “Denali… Dutkne… allow us to review this information you have provided in greater detail. You have had a long journey and you should be allowed to experience what we have to offer as a people. Perhaps we can meet again… say in a few days after you are fully rested?”


Denali shrugged. “If that is what you wish sir.” He stated respectfully. “If not… we will continue on to the Protectorate and prepare for the merger.”


“No… please stay and enjoy yourselves for a few days.” Ardan spoke. “Alrerin… do you agree?”


Alrerin nodded his head slowly. “Yes. I would like more time to go over the details of everything you have given us.”


Deni nodded. “Three days then.” He said.


“Arduri Re Mydala will need to be detained.” Ella spoke. “She has broken or violated in some way five of our laws. She must answer for her actions.”


Denali looked at the woman. “Arduri Re Mydala became my mate and wife two days ago.” He stated coldly. “In the fashion of our people. She is now a Princess of the Lycavorian Union. Unlike your people we look beyond what the outer shell of a person holds. Unless you wish to arrest a Princess of the Lycavorian Union and cause an incident… I suggest you forget about any action against Arduri.” Lisisa beamed at Denali’s answer for it was not something they had even discussed. “The response you received from such an action would not be very… pleasant.”


“More threats!” Ella barked. “You only confirm what is thought of your people by your actions young man.”


“And you only confirm just how pompous an asshole you are by yours.” Denali answered her. “Do us savages need an escort… or can we find our own way to where we will be staying?”


Coren rose to his feet. “I will escort them to the estate and then return.” He said quickly. “We have much to discuss. I suggest we all get something to eat and then return here.”


“Agreed.” Alrerin said. “One hour.”

FARNURI EXPANSE

ADMIRAL ZESICO’S FLAGSHIP

LEONIDAS IIA-CLASS STRIKE CRUISER

ULU DAWNSTAR

Zesico entered the bridge of the DAWNSTAR holding his mug of morning tea and the batch of reports from the previous evening. He was not a man who required much to be happy. He had been mated to the same woman for nearly seven thousand years and he had eleven fine children with her. He had simple tastes and did not need luxury items. He was also one of the most senior officers within the Union fleet and one of the top five in terms of operational experience. He had done it all, from commanding a small frigate to an entire Fleet Group in the Evolli War and before that against the High Coven. Zesico had met with the King shortly after he had returned to their people and was immediately impressed by him. Through the years since that respect had grown to even higher levels. He had not seen Androcles during the Evolli War, but he had talked to those who fought with him, or under him. Zesico was convinced that he was his father’s son and this operation was only proving that premise.


Zesico commanded this new Task Force which had been nicknamed Rogue Spear by Admiral Riall, and he couldn’t haven’t been happier. It was much smaller than his Fleet Group, and consisted of warships only. Two hundred and nine warships total, with a total of twenty-nine LEONIDAS IIA-Strike Cruisers. Task Force Rogue Spear was designed for destruction and death. A Task Force capable of putting an enormous amount of firepower onto a target and not have to deal with protecting support ships. Rogue Spear was designed to be mobile, deadly and above all else free to operate. Androcles Leonidas had told him before he left… he didn’t care how Zesico commanded or what he did… just advise him or Riall in what he was going to do.


Task Force Rogue Spear had entered the Farnuri Expanse searching for the Kavalian task force that Androcles believed was here waiting to spring their ambush and invade the Union. They had entered the expanse halfway between Kavalian space and the Union border, but so far they had discovered nothing. The Expanse caused sensors to operate at a reduced level due to all the natural metallic ore emanating from the Expanse clouds themselves, and sensors would detect nothing unless they were within half a million kilometers. The sweep had been slow and tedious but Zesico had woken this morning expecting to find something to support Androcles’s feeling.


Or he would find nothing.

“Status?” He asked calmly as he moved to his command chair.


“Task Force reports are all normal.” His XO answered as he moved up beside Zesico’s chair. “First Echelon has completed rotation with Second Echelon and resumed lead. All ships report nominal.”


Zesico nodded as he settled into the chair. “Excellent. Status of sweeps?”


“We’re just beginning passive sweeps on all frequencies.” His XO answered. “Returns should be coming in within a few minutes. We had to adjust for the level of Rhomium Gas Particles in this portion of the Expanse, but we’re good now.”


“The Quantum Communications Array?” Zesico asked.


“Operational and in standby mode.” His XO answered.    


The QCA was something newly installed on most of the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers, but hardly ever used. Normal communications sufficed for most COM traffic and the QCA was a relatively new and untested system fleet wide. Zesico knew that the Royal family had been using this system for over a year on a regular basis, but it had not been fully endorsed until just recently. It allowed instantaneous holo communication between ships and people over pretty much any given distance. Obviously the closer the target, the clearer the holo image would be, but it was new technology derived from City Ship 41 and still being integrated into the fleet.

“Admiral…” His XO spoke softly. “If you don’t mind me asking sir… is this wise?”


Zesico looked at the man who had been with him for nearly a decade now. “Speak your mind Tagren.” He said. 

“Searching the Farnuri Expanse for Kavalian ships that may or may not be here seems to be a little extreme.” Tagren said. “If war is coming… and I do not question what our course of action should be after what the Kavalians have done… but shouldn’t we be preparing for Fleet engagements and not out looking for ghost ships?”


“You don’t trust the Prince’s instincts Tagren?” Zesico asked evenly.


“That’s not it at all sir.” Tagren spoke. “I…”


“Tagren… out with it man.” Zesico spoke. “We’ve known each other too long for you to hold back now.”


“I think he may have too much on his plate so to speak sir.” Tagren spoke. “There are… there are rumors floating around that he may be affected by what he did near Hadaria. That his heart might not be in it.”


Zesico looked at him. “Do these rumors question the orders he gave?” He asked. “To destroy the Jump Gates?”


Tagren shrugged his shoulders. “Some believe that there may have been an alternative.” He said softly. “They don’t believe King Leonidas would have made that same decision.”


Zesico nodded his head. “Understandable.” He spoke. “However… we were not there and we did not have the intelligence that he did at the time.”


“Yes sir I know that… but…”


“Tagren… have you ever read the history of the King Leonidas who ruled Sparta. Our King’s father?” Zesico asked.

“No sir.”


“I recommend it Tagren.” Zesico said. “It gives a surprising insight into the mind of the Spartan people and their ways. The King’s father was a Spartan… our King is a Spartan. And so is his son.”


“I don’t follow sir.” Tagren said.


“It was written by the Feravomir with much input from Lady Gorgo.” Zesico said. “In a way it gives us a window into a different perspective of things. A view… a manner of thinking that is outside the box as it is called. While many of our younger troops are now embracing this... mentality if you will… there are still many of us old hounds that cling to the way we have done things for millennia. Long before King Leonidas returned to us.”


Tagren nodded. “It has worked this long Admiral.” He stated.


Zesico nodded. “Yes it has. But will it continue to work as we go forward. I stood in that meeting with him Tagren. I saw the look in his eyes. “He will do whatever it takes to secure the future of our people and our way of life. The determination I saw was without question. He is not perfect… none of us are… but as old as I am… after seeing that I would follow our young Prince through the Letha rie Jorbhe if need be.”


Tagren thought about this for a moment and looked at his Admiral. “You wouldn’t happen to have a copy of this book would you sir?”


Zesico nodded. “In my quarters. Stop by when your shift is over and I will let you borrow it. It is… enlightening Tagren.”


“Thank you sir. I will…”


“Contact!” The voice called out from across the bridge.


Zesico and Tagren both looked up and turned, their faces becoming serious. “Report!” Tagren barked as he moved quickly across the bridge to the officer who had called out the contact.


“Unknown contact bearing 297.6!” The officer barked. “Power emissions paint it as a PURUSIAN-Class Heavy Frigate!” The man adjusted his console. “Second contact! Now a third! I have three PURUSIAN Heavy Frigates bearing 298.3! Range is nine million kilometers to bow!”


Tagren glanced briefly at the man’s monitor and then turned to Zesico. “Confirmed!” He barked. “Deployed in a standard picket formation!”


Zesico nodded his head. “Their outer protective ring.” He said as he came to his feet. “Order the Task Force to close on our position! Helm… come to course 3452 mark one! Keep the frigates off our bow and let’s move closer! One I would dismiss… but not three! They must be keeping watch for something and now we’ll find out what!”

Twenty-three minutes later they had their answer.


Zesico and Tagren stood around the plot board looking at the array of red dots that covered the sector.


“…sweep marks six hundred and nineteen ships.” Tagren spoke. “Low power emissions and minimal shields.”


Zesico nodded. “To make it harder to spot them.” He said thoughtfully.


“Admiral… I would officially like to retract my earlier wavering of faith in Prince Leonidas.” Tagren said. 


Zesico looked at him and smiled. “Wavering of faith is normal Tagren.” He spoke. “And it will always be renewed.”


Tagren lifted his hand. “They are massed together in such a way that it would allow them to jump across the border and be within Union space before any of us knew it. Given the class of ships we are looking at, they could possibly reach all the way to Earth in two, perhaps three jumps and we would have little warning.”


Zesico shook his head. “Earth is too heavily defended for a frontal attack with a force this size. Her PDPs would shred half this fleet before it got within bombardment range.” He spoke. “If this was me I would target the colonies between Apo Prime and Earth. Only the BIPs would be able to respond initially and they could establish a firm foothold within Union space within several days. About the time it would take for us to bring to bear entire Fleet Groups to repel them.”

“It gives them a way to supply their forces as well. They can come in from The Wilds and not worry about Union patrols.” Tagren said.


Zesico nodded his head. “Clever.” He said. “Tagren… activate the QCA and find where Prince Androcles is.” His voice was determined now. “It is time we showed these Kavalian dogs that we are not the High Coven.”


Tagren nodded his head. “Aye sir.”

SCIMITAR


“… For'mya is fine and so are your brother and sister.” Aricia spoke to Andro, Anja and Isabella in the QCA transmission. “We are making our way slowly for we have a rather large ship attached to our hull with tractor beams. Martin seems to think our presence here threw the Kavalians for a loop. They did not expect us to be here.”


“My foul Uncle?” Andro growled.


Aricia lowered her eyes briefly before looking back at him again. “I have… I have never seen anything like what your father did Androcles.”


“Little Wolf…” Anja moved up beside him. “What… what do you mean?”


Aricia met her eyes. “His Mindvoice powers have grown beyond anything any of us have ever seen. Even the Feravomir was stunned. He refuses to leave For'mya’s side; Dysea and Cirith are with them. Andro… we… we discovered eggs! Dragon eggs. Almost two hundred! And they all began to hatch when we found their chamber.”


“Eggs?” Andro gasped.


Aricia nodded. “Eggs that have been waiting for Arzoal to return for almost five thousand years. You should see them! Two hundred hatchlings screeching and trumpeting all over the hanger deck!” She said with a smile. “The Kavalian that Fedor and Eirene told you about… he is… he has Pralor blood within him Andro. All of those who follow him do. Nearly three thousand of them. We could not leave them.”


“Your father is incapable of leaving them because of the Pralor blood that runs within his veins.” The new voice spoke and they turned to see Shiria enter the QCA transmission.


“Val'istar!” Andro gasped. “I asked that you return to Earth.” He said somewhat miffed.


“And I did. Until I found out that you were out here.” Shiria answered. “I came here instead. We landed only moments ago. Deia told me where you were.”


“Why does no one listen to me?” Andro asked with some exasperation.


Shiria smiled and came up beside him and Anja within the transmission though she sat at the table with the rest of them in reality. “But we do listen to you young Androcles.” She said. “This is what your resonance calls for.”


“Mother…” Andro spoke. “Tell father he will need to return to Union space through the edges of High Coven territory. There is a sizeable Kavalian Task Force within the Farnuri Expanse waiting to attack. He needs to avoid this…”


Aricia shook her head. “We’re not coming back.” She stated. “Not just yet.”


“What?” Anja and Isabella declared almost at the same time.


“We have been speaking with Muton.” Aricia continued. “We have… we have the means to discover where the dragons and Pralors that Arzoal sent away have gone to. This is where Muton’s ancestors came from. We have a map… we can find them Androcles!”


“That is crazy!” Androcles declared. “You have only one ship! No fighters! You have no idea what you will encounter and…”


“We have already decided.” Aricia stated. “Your father, Wayonn, the Feravomir, Arzoal; we all agree it is what we need to do. What we do… what we do now my son… it could have huge implications on our future. You know this! Your father said you would know this.”


“That does not mean I agree with it!” Andro snapped. “We are on the verge… mother I am… I am going to throw our people into war! There is no way to avoid it now!”


“We know.” Aricia said. “The lessons of our lives aren't always happy ones my son, but they keep coming. We learn from our tasks in life. We learn from our friends and families. We learn by accepting the commitments of our lives as both wolves and Spartans, and then by playing the roles that life hands us. And they are not necessarily the roles we would have chosen mind you. We learn by growing older, by suffering much, by loving more, by bearing with the things we can't change. And we learn by taking risks.”

“Arrgghhh!” Androcles growled loudly. “Now you sound like the Feravomir and Dutkne mother!” He snarled. “And what if we fail mother?”
“This is not what your father wanted for you Androcles. Not this way.” Aricia said softly. “You know this. He trusts you without hesitation Androcles, only you… never doubt that. But now the decisions and the risks fall to you, for you must now lead us. We… we must do this Andro my son. We must risk this for the sake of us all. Have you not already failed if you don't take the risks?”
Andro was silent for a long moment as he contemplated his mother’s words. “At least… at least let me send some additional support. I can send it to you within a day. The edge of the Gellen Belt.”
Aricia nodded. “We will begin moving there when this transmission is over.” She said. “Food. Supplies. Spare parts. Whatever you can cram into another TYPE II.”

“Little Wolf you can’t just…” Anja began.

Shiria knew what she was going to say and she took Anja’s hand within hers. “I will send Anja and Isabella to you as well. On my ship.” She spoke as Andro looked at her. “Your father is no different than you Androcles… his strength is his mates and wives. Now is not the time to separate them. And my ship is of Pralor origin completely. It will serve you well outside this area of space.” She looked at Aricia. “Aricia Leonidas… inform Wayonn and the Feravomir that I will remain here and act in their stead. I see now where my place in all this is going to be.”

“Thank you Val'istar.” Aricia said.

Andro looked at his mother. “What about my uncle?” He asked.

“Your father… he came so close to destroying him.” Aricia said. “Kavalian ships broke through to the planet before he finished his task. We had to leave.”

“So Pusintin lives?” Andro asked.

Aricia nodded. “We believe so.”

“This is insane mother.” Andro spoke. “What if… what if none of you return? What will I tell my brothers and sisters?”

“That we lived gloriously and that we died together.” Aricia told him. “As is the Spartan way.”

“Sibfla!” Andro swore under his breath. 

Shiria reached out within the transmission and though they could not actually feel her touch his shoulder, the MV resonance was easy enough to detect. His eyes came up and he looked at her. “You and your father are descended from Sumar himself young Androcles.” She spoke. “I see now that all I ever read about him lives on in both of you. Have faith!”

“Our faith has led us to this point Val'istar.” Andro barked softly. “Now I will watch my father and mothers travel into the unknown and we may never see them again.”

“With my ship going with them… we will always have a link to them.” Shiria said with a smile and Andro met her eyes suddenly, realizing what she was saying.

“Your ship?” He asked.

Shiria nodded. “SPARTA’S WRATH is a Pralor ship Androcles. And it is here with us. It was built into our systems that we would always be able to at least communicate with other Pralor ships with the right codes. Codes that we have.”

“Anse! I did not think of that!” Andro exclaimed with wide eyes.

Shiria smiled. “Because you are not perfect. Something you and your father freely admit on a regular basis.” She said. “Keleru and the Kavalians do not truly comprehend what their actions have initiated and what they have begun.” Shiria told him softly. “It is too late to stop what is coming. Now we need to move forward and do battle quickly. The time for hiding is over.”

Andro looked at her oddly for a long moment before turning to Aricia. “I will inform Ben of what to send to you mother. Give me your word you will wait for it.”

Aricia nodded. “You have my word my son. And we will return.” She said with a smile. “If there is one thing my love for your father has shown me through the years, it is that he makes impossible missions seem mundane.”

“Mother… mother I…”

Aricia nodded her head. “We love you as well. All of you. I must go. We will make contact with you when we have the supplies and Anja and Bella have joined us.”

“Mother… it will have already begun by then.” Andro said softly. “In three hours… in three hours I will have no choice but to plunge us into war.”

“Then so shall it be.” Aricia said softly.

